
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
   Obedience School: First Class Bimbos Bundle #2
 
    
 
   Copyright 2015 Eric Stray
 
   Published by Eric Stray at Amazon
 
    
 
   Amazon Edition License Notes
 
    
 
   This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your enjoyment only, then please return to Amazon.com or your favorite retailer and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of
 
   this author.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Table of contents
 
    
 
   Book 4: The New Girl
 
   Book 5: Physical Re-Education
 
   Book 6: Fund-raiser Revenge
 
   Other stories by Eric Stray
 
    
 
   Note: Read through to the end for an excerpt from Obedience School 10: Delinquent Urges!
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   The New Girl
 
    
 
   Melanie was still huffing, still too angry to check whether or not the phone she just threw was broken or not. She wouldn't be too surprised though, the barren house had next to no furniture to soften the blow… which was a big part of why she was so pissed off. 
 
   'Reliable Movers' said the business card, and they had the reviews online to back up the name… only now Melanie was standing in her mostly empty house roughly four hours after all her stuff was supposed to arrive, and there was still no sign or word of it's arrival.
 
   The 'mostly empty' part was actually one of the most infuriating. Not only was the house not filled with all of her treasured possessions, but one entire room of the house was jam-packed with someone else's.
 
   Besides smelling of cheap perfume and, ugh, obvious frequent sex, the room looked like the living space of the world's sluttiest, laziest teenaged girl. Melanie found herself tripping over little piles of skimpy, see-through things as she made her way through her inspection.
 
   While she walked, Melanie snapped picture after picture of the horrible mess around her. She planned on bringing copious evidence with her when she lodged her complaint with the realtor.
 
   Focusing on taking her pictures and little else, she was more than a little startled when she saw someone move out of the corner of her eye. Out of reflex more than anything, she turned and snapped another shot, nearly blinding herself with the flash that reflected back to her. With a shriek, she dropped the phone and stumbled backwards, toppling over onto a mound of what looked like lingerie.
 
   Cursing, she struggled back to her feet. Her heart was still pounding as she stared angrily at the body length mirror that had scared her. Simple and cheap, much like she assumed it's previous owner had been, the mirror was covered in little stickers and decals of this or that current band. In bright, balloony letters, the name 'Misty' was spelled out over the top of it.
 
   "So that's your name, you little tramp," Melanie muttered, imagining the skanky, curvy girl that must have lived there. Her thoughts were cruel, and she pictured the girl as some kind of air-headed, hormone-driven living fuckdoll.
 
   Smirking vindictively at the thought, strangely vivid though it was, she finished her inspection and gladly left the room. As she very carefully stepped out of the mess, trailing a few dangling thongs from her low heels in the process, she heard a light tap at the door.
 
   "Coming!" she cried, trying desperately to rid herself of every last vestige of that sordid room. Despite her annoyance, her spirits soared. Surely, this was the poorly named 'Reliable Movers' with her stuff!
 
   By the time Melanie reached the door, the tapping had ceased. Worse, upon opening it she found there was no one at all on the porch. Frustrated, and nearly in tears, the young woman couldn't help but stomp her foot.
 
   The response to the impact was a happy tinkling sound. Confused, Melanie looked down and saw a brightly colored basket, bulging with tissue paper, streamers, and a long-necked pink bottle. Jutting from the cacophony was a big, glitter-soaked card spelling out the words: "Welcome to the Halford Community!"
 
   Grumbling, Melanie brought the basket inside. The gesture did little to ease her annoyance, but she hoped whatever was in the bottle might. Without a second thought, she grabbed it out and tossed the rest of the welcome pack off into one of the many empty corners.
 
   For a moment she just stood there, wondering what to do next. She wasn't about to muss up her one set of clothes by sitting on the presumably dusty floor, and she certainly wasn't going to run around nude any time soon. Heart sinking, she looked down at her perfect, expensive business suit and sighed. Grumbling to herself, she made her way back inside the room.
 
   The bed sat there, almost ominous, past the mounds of debauchery in her path. She didn't want to think about what might be on, or worse, in the cheap thing… but she also wasn't going to take this day without a drink. 
 
   Reluctantly, and extremely carefully, she sat down on the edge of the bed. Immediately she was taken by just how fluffy and comfortable the thing was, and for a moment she lamented that such a nice bit of furniture had been owned by someone so atrocious. Again, she reminded herself of what might have seeped into the plush mattress, and her level of comfort dropped accordingly.
 
   Still, the tall bottle in her hands eased her nerves somewhat. Turning it in her hands, she realized it was a brand she had never heard of. The label called it ' Obéissance de Jeunesse'… Melanie figured it was probably the city where the stuff was made, but she wasn't sure. Shrugging, she twisted open the cap and took a deep breath, feeling out the flavor.
 
   Immediately her senses were bombarded by the scent of the stuff. She couldn't quite place it, but it was somewhere in the neighborhood of bubblegum and delicious. Without a second thought, she tipped back the bottle and took a good long swig.
 
   The stuff hit her like a ton of bricks, and she felt warm tingles spread through her entire body.
 
   "Ooooooh…. Goddamn, I needed that," Melanie muttered, before taking another long pull off the bottle.
 
   Now that she had a chance to sit and relax a bit, the primary worry in her mind once more resurfaced: the interview. After years of study, followed by years of fruitless job searching, she was finally going to have a chance at becoming a teacher. Substitute teacher, for the moment, but a foot in the door was a foot in the door.
 
   Thankfully, she had accumulated a fair amount of savings already; a side effect of living a rather ascetic lifestyle. This, coupled with a few cashed in savings bonds given to her from various relatives gave her just enough money to afford moving into an actual house of her own. Leftovers from the budget had gone towards the nice suit she was currently wearing.
 
   She knew she was wagering everything on the upcoming opportunity, which was why she was very nearly on the edge of a breakdown after the day she was having. Thankfully, the drink she had nearly drained was working it's magic already, to the point where she only barely shuddered as she fell back onto the bed.
 
   The warmth in her body grew as tiny, intense sparks seemed to run along her tense muscles. Whether from the alcohol, or the incredibly comfortable bed, Melanie didn't know… but for the first time in her life, she felt herself truly relax.
 
   Messily draining the last drops of her delicious drink, the very tipsy young woman let the bottle fall from her fingertips. Clumsily she unbuttoned her blouse, smiling at the warm air blowing softly over her modest chest. Exhausted, but strangely content, Melanie drifted off on a tingling cloud of deep inebriation.
 
   ***
 
   Melanie shrunk in her seat, surrounded by laughter on all sides. Again and again, no matter what questions the teacher asked, she couldn't seem to get the answer right. Worse, as the other students laughed at her, they looked at her… and every time they looked at her, her body answered.
 
   One hand was already snuck under the waistband of her skirt, and was even now sliding messily between the bare, puffy lips of her sex. Part of her mind knew they all could tell what she was doing, and that same part of her loved every humiliating moment of it. The scent of her own lust assaulted her mind, and she began to gasp when she saw the other boys and girls around her begin to react.
 
   Another question, another failure, but this time her teacher motioned for her to stand. He stood there, handsome and imposing, looking at her with a mix of disappointment and disdain. Still, Melanie could clearly see his cock outlined against his slacks, his erection thick and distracting.
 
   "Misty… Just how do you expect to pass my class like that?" As he pointed at her, she realized she was still fucking herself in plain sight of the other students. "Seems all you ever do is just sit back there, teasing your much smarter classmates with your slutty little body…"
 
   Misty blushed, but she didn't stop. 
 
   "Tell you what, how about you get it out of your system. Class, would you like Misty to get her fill of fucking herself?" Murmurs of assent filled the room, interspersed with more than a little clapping.
 
   "There you have it, Misty. Go ahead… fuck yourself for the class."
 
   Her heart was pounding as she unzipped her skirt and let it fall to the floor. Her tiny white thong swiftly followed. Already soaked through, it hit the hard wood floor with a wet slap… and the class laughed at her.
 
   Thankfully, yet strangely regrettably, none of the students noticed the way Misty's young, curvy body shook and shivered with lust at their derision. Instead, they just hollered at her as she began to stroke her little glistening slit.
 
   "That's right, show everyone… You love showing off, don't you, Misty?"
 
   She nodded, making sure to spread her legs more so that her classmates could see everything clearly. She could feel them against her sensitive skin; every pair of eyes, every smartphone camera. From the way her clit throbbed and her pussy twitched, she knew her teacher was right… she loved showing off.
 
   "Now Misty, you're not going to get your fill like that, will you. You really do get off on people watching you, but what you really need is for people to touch you… your body hungers for it, doesn't it?"
 
   The second his words hit her ears, she felt it… She wanted, no, needed her classmates to fondle her. To use her. Dripping, panting, she slunk over to the nearest desk. The girl sitting there was sneering openly at her, but Melanie… no, Misty didn't care. She didn't want their love, or their respect… she wanted their lust.
 
   Bending over the desk, Misty tore open her sheer white blouse, and let her fat, jiggling tits rest on the cold surface. The haughty girl in front of her recoiled at her blatant display, but as the other students jeered and cheered, she relented. Tentatively at first, the girl reached out and gently cupped one of Misty's hanging breasts.
 
   Misty's body felt like it was on fire, just from the weak, hesitant squeezes coming from the other student. Every part the girl was touching felt like soft, skilled tongue dancing across her clit. 
 
   Misty's knees went weak, and she had to reach out and grab the sides of the desk in front of her just to stay up. She was acutely aware of how her round, fuckable ass was well presented to the rest of the class, the fact of which was causing a tiny line of drool to creep out of her pillowy lips. 
 
   "It's sad, really. Misty, it seems even constantly craving being touched, and played with isn't enough to satisfy you… No matter how much you're fondled, whether by yourself or others, you'll only find your needs growing and growing."
 
   He was right, Misty was finding. Though the girl in front of her had gotten more enthusiastic, tugging at one thick nipple while she slowly ran her fingers around the other, Misty couldn't seem to find release.
 
   She moaned in frustration, rubbing her tits up and down along the smooth desk even as she wiggled her backside in open invitation to anyone with wandering hands. Everything felt incredible, but somewhere inside her mind, inside her body was an itch that seemed impossible to scratch.
 
   "You don't just want their hands, Misty… You want everything. You want their tongues, their cocks, their cunts. You want to be fucked, Misty. You need it."
 
   She absolutely did. Wiggling her backside turned into blatantly rolling her hips as she thrust her holes out for anyone to use. Wordlessly they came, running their hands along the sweet curves of her teenage body. 
 
   The hesitant girl before her had gradually become an assertive lover. Legs spread, Misty took in the sight of the girl's glistening slit for only a moment before falling gratefully to her hands and knees. As her tongue met with warm, wet flesh, Misty felt her own sex quiver in response.
 
   Lapping away, she didn't notice the boy until his hands squeezed her tight little ass and the hot head of his cock pressed against her cunt. She didn't wait for him to thrust, instead choosing to shove her body back at him, impaling herself on his massive, throbbing member.
 
   As he pushed in and out of her, Misty found her face forcibly shoved in between the other girl's sex-slick thighs, and she used the momentum to take long, deep licks with every harsh movement. 
 
   "This is you, Misty… This is all you'll ever be, and all you'll ever want to be… This is you…"
 
   The teacher's words seemed to echo in her mind, in her self. Even as they resonated inside her, Misty felt the world shift and shimmer around her. Confused, she could only watch dumbly as everything faded away into a fluffy, glowing pink haze…
 
   ***
 
   Melanie awoke slowly, her hand still stroking her overstimulated clit. Her legs were spread wide open, and she smiled to herself as she realized her entire naked body was in full view of the large bedroom window nearby… and then it hit her.
 
   Bolting upright, the flustered young woman nearly flew out of the insidiously fluffy bed. Still somehow completely nude, she raced to the living room and snatched up her discarded phone. Though cracked, the device was still functional, and Melanie found herself rattling off thanks to any neighboring deity she could think of offhand. Then she saw what time it was.
 
   Naked, her body still throbbing with need after the crazy dream she just had,  and having no idea at all where her suit was… Melanie had no more than a half hour to get ready for her interview. 
 
   She was gasping, half into a full blown panic attack as she tossed around the sweet smelling comforter on the bed in search of her clothes. Precious minutes later, and she came up with nothing… in a panic, she grabbed her phone once more, glad that she had saved the school's number in her contacts list.
 
   It rang just a few times too many, just enough for Melanie to start pacing and fretting even more so. After a few intensely frantic moments, a sexy, if annoyed sounding female voice answered.
 
   "Samantha Jennings, principal of Halford High speaking."
 
   "Um, hi… This is Melanie Talbot, I have an appointment with you today?"
 
   "Yes? Is that a question? Are you unsure about that?" Samantha snapped back in reply.
 
   Melanie wasn't expecting to be chided, and all the flimsy little excuses she had begun to build in her still sleepy mind fluttered away under the woman's harsh tone. 
 
   "No, I mean… I know I have the interview today, but I was hoping to maybe reschedule, if that were possible?" 
 
   She didn't mean for her voice to squeak, but it did. Something about the way the woman spoke reminded her of being a teenager again, and her dream from the night before didn't help matters either.
 
   "Ms. Talbot. Melanie… You're applying for a substitute position, are you not? And yet here you are, already proving yourself to be thoroughly unreliable. What possible reason do you have for rescheduling?"
 
   "I… I…" Melanie stammered. She was literally shaking in blind panic as she tried to think of something, anything.
 
   "Well, speak up, girl!" Samantha barked out, startling Melanie.
 
   "I lost my clothes, ma'am," Melanie mumbled, suddenly feeling very small, and surprisingly aroused. 
 
   As she heard the woman sigh and waited for the oncoming storm of her reply, Melanie wasn't worrying about getting the job or not… Strangely enough, all Melanie could think about was how compelling the throb between her legs was steadily becoming. As the other woman began to speak, Melanie already had one small hand slowly sliding against her distended clit. 
 
   "Melanie… You've disappointed me more than I can express." Melanie stifled a gasp, and her knees trembled in time with her rapidly moving fingers. "That being said, I'm an understanding woman, and I'm willing to make some allowances from time to time. Tell me, isn't there something you could wear? Sweat pants, jeans… Even a bathing suit, really. I'm hiring you for your credentials, not your fashion sense."
 
   "I can find something, ma'am… The girl who… the girl who lived here before left some stuff. It's pretty racy, but…. Unnnh… " Melanie bit down on her hand as the first tremors of her oncoming climax began to rattle down her back.
 
   "Yes, yes, I understand that could be uncomfortable. Don't worry about it, girl. Just get yourself covered as best you can and get down here… this position won't be here forever. I'll be seeing you soon." Without another word, Samantha hung up.
 
   Melanie fell to the floor in a puddle of her own juices. Scream after ragged scream tore their way out of her lust-ridden body as she writhed on the floor, her hand held firmly between her clenched thighs. 
 
   As the orgasm faded and her mind regained some semblance of sanity, worry and panic took back over. 
 
   "What the fuck?! Am I going crazy? Is that what this is, some kind of mental break-down?"
 
   Realizing she was addressing an empty room, she felt the question had answered itself.
 
   "Ok… Hold it together, Mel. Just get cleaned up, get dressed, and get this thing over with. We can talk it over at a nice leisurely pace with a very nice therapist at some later date but for now, we focus."
 
   Surprisingly, her little pep-talk worked, and she almost felt like her old self again. She even found herself singing incredibly off-key in the shower, a time honored tradition. Much of that happiness and optimism faded as she picked through the piles in that horrible room for her outfit…
 
   ***
 
   She had never blushed so hard in her life. Melanie had tried to pick out the most modest and understated clothes from the sordid heaps of the room, but there was really no getting around it; she looked easy. 
 
   The shirt had really been the hardest find. Apparently, Misty had never heard of covering up her breasts, and each top Melanie found seemed better suited to showcase, rather than conceal. As such, the young woman's pert bosom was now proudly pressed up and out of a midriff baring tube top by an incredibly effective push-up bra… the only bra she had managed to find that didn't have holes for her nipples to peek through.
 
   There were no pants, and the only choice that seemed to present itself seemed to be either short-shorts or miniskirts. Melanie tried to go for the shorts, hoping to maintain at least some of her modesty, but all of them seemed to be sized for a girl with a much rounder, fuller backside. Even the skirt she picked only fit because it was made of some kind of cheap, elastic material. 
 
   Unfortunately, that meant it clung tightly to her body, and as she turned in front of the mirror, Melanie realized she could see every inch of her  ass as she turned this way and that. Worse, every time she took a mock step, she noticed she could see a flash of the bright pink thong she had found. 
 
   Melanie felt her frustration grow even as her heart fell… There was no way anyone was going to take her seriously looking like that. She'd be lucky not to get arrested, or worse, let alone manage to land the job. She looked like some kind of drop-out turned stripper.
 
   Strangely though, frustration wasn't the most pressing emotion she was feeling. As she began moving and watched herself in the mirror, she felt something odd. She felt... sexy. Without really thinking about it, her motions started turning into poses. 
 
   Her frown turned to a playful smirk as she bent over, watching the slight but noticeable jiggle that came from the peaks of her breasts as she showed off for herself. Then she turned, running a hand down the firm curve of her ass. Reaching the bottom, her fingers continued, pressing into the surprisingly wet cloth of her thong.
 
   Melanie pressed the soaked material deeper between her swollen lips, gasping slightly as she stared into the mirror… Watching the oversexed teen begin to fuck herself. First slowly, then rougher, Melanie's hands moved in ways she didn't know she knew.
 
   As her rubbing became less about show and more about base gratification, her fingers slipped quickly down between her legs and past the little wet strip of cloth and into her needy sex. In and out they jackhammered as she brought her other hand up to paw at her well-displayed tits. Squeezing, kneading, she fondled herself eagerly, smiling at the mirror like a porn-star to her camera.
 
   She felt the part, her body crying out in almost animal heat as she struggled to both please herself and anyone who might be watching. Even her own gaze seemed to inflame her further. More and more in her mind she began to see the girl in the mirror as someone else… some dirty little teenage slut to be used. 
 
   In time with her increasingly skewed perception came a wave of incredibly dirty thoughts. Never before had Melanie even considered experimenting with other girls, but as she watched the girl in the mirror dripping onto the carpet, she suddenly really really wanted to know what she tasted like.
 
   The girl responded, tugging the tiny skirt up over her ass and presenting her glistening slit for her audience before once more slipping her fingers expertly inside. In and out, in and out they moved, only stopping to hastily stroke her sensitive clit.
 
   "That's right… fuck yourself, you little slut…" Melanie began to mutter, her mind entirely overcome by the blatantly sexual display she was both witnessing, and performing. 
 
   The girl in the mirror cooed back, reaching behind herself and giving her soft ass a squeeze while her other hand kept up the show. Faster and faster she worked her pussy, the sounds of gasping and moaning filling the room. 
 
   "Come on, you whore… show it to me… show me how much of a dirty little girl you are," Melanie cried out. Her body thrummed with arousal and her knees were weak, and her mouth drooled as she saw the slick moisture that began to shine between the girl in the mirror's open thighs. 
 
   She watched as the girl's playful smirk grew, and the hand that had been caressing, groping her ass moved… Melanie shivered as she felt the warm pressure of one slender finger pressing against her asshole. 
 
   She felt it, craved it, but her only ragged thought in her mind was that she wanted to watch the girl in the mirror do more… the pressure inside her began to build as the girl in the mirror went deeper, and deeper; wiggling her tight little ass playfully even as she indulged in it. 
 
   Tingles ran like lightning throughout Melanie's body, and she felt them creep up her spine as it began to tense. Her nipples stood out achingly, tenting the cheap material of her tube top even through her bra. She felt her thighs grip around her sex-slick hand, and her hips began to buck. Every part of her cried out in release… and then the timer went off.
 
   The beeping of her phone caught Melanie off guard, and for a moment the world seemed to shiver and shift in front of her eyes. Blinking, she reached up to rub her eyes only to catch the scent of her own pussy on her fingers. Confusion hit her hard, and the young woman looked to the girl in the mirror for guidance… only to see herself standing here, one hand still poised at her own asshole. 
 
   "Wha… what the fuck?!" she said as she stumbled away from the mirror. Her mind was still foggy, and the thoughts that tried to race through it seemed mired in a morass of confusion, need and growing sexual frustration. Even in her malaise her body seemed acutely aware of how close it was to sweet release, no matter how demeaning, and it wanted more.
 
   Still, her conscious mind prevailed. Unsteadily, she staggered into the bathroom to do her make-up, and wash her hands… though part of her wanted to keep them nice and dirty.
 
   ***
 
    The drive to the school was more difficult than she ever remembered driving to be. Suddenly she found herself making mistakes she hadn't made since high school, and worse, she was making new ones as well. More than once she caught some random guy on the road looking down her admittedly revealing top, only to smile flirtatiously in response. 
 
   Her own actions baffled her, but at the same time, she loved every second of it. She'd always been a thoroughly serious and even prudish person throughout her life, but now? Now she looked surprisingly young and hot, and above all… no one would recognize her, even if they had known her from before.
 
   Things got more complicated as she pulled into the parking lot. Now the boys (and girls, surprisingly enough) that were eying her didn't just drive off. Now they walked with her and tried to make small talk, all the while staring down at her breasts. 
 
   Worse still, she wanted them to look. Every pair of eyes on her pair sent delicious little shivers through her body, no matter how hard she tried to fight it. Over and over she had to keep her hands from tugging at the bottom of her top and showing off her firm tits for everyone to see. 
 
   She tried to rationalize it… A life of repressed sexuality suddenly, if accidentally forced open, and an incredibly, almost insanely strong exhibitionist streak that had been apparently buried inside her. Things she would be talking over with her therapist for years to come, she was sure. 
 
   Either way, she was keeping things good and steady until he came along. He swaggered through the hall like he owned it, and from the way the girls thrust their almost uniformly large tits out at him, it seemed that was the case. Melanie didn't blame them at all.
 
   Broad shouldered and muscular, he towered over most of them. Casually he reached out and cupped a jiggling breast or kissed a particularly cute blonde, and they all seemed more than grateful for the momentary attention.
 
   'Who the hell is this guy?' Melanie thought to herself. 'As soon as I'm faculty, we'll be cracking down on this kind of horribly depraved behavior.' This was what her mind thought, but her body had it's own plans. Already she was bending over slightly, her tongue sliding slowly over her pursed lips as if imagining preparing for his cock.
 
   It was her body's messages that were sent and received loud and clear, and she felt his gaze as a nearly tangible warmth on her already hot flesh. The fires only burned brighter as he strode forward, and her hungry eyes locked on the incredible bulge in his jeans.
 
   Her mouth, and more, watered as she took him in, and he took her in his arms. It was a quick motion, smooth and practiced, and she put up no resistance. She just sort of giggled, snuggling into the warm scent of his masculine body as he lead her off. The only thing she found herself thinking was how lucky she had been to catch his eye.
 
   He was nearly tender as he bent her over the counter in the men's room. At least, that's what Melanie's sex-addled brain told her. In reality, he had all but torn her flimsy little pink thong as he shoved it down off her hips and shoved his painfully large cock inside of her. Thick, calloused fingers gripped the soft flesh of her ass as he began thrusting inside of her copiously dribbling cunt, and where they hurt, her body sung. 
 
   She loved every second of it. In fact, as she looked in the mirror and saw that slutty little teen being pounded from behind, she was nearly overcome with lust. Still, she held off, enjoying the moment with a smiling, panting mouth.
 
   She gripped the countertop harder than he grasped at her ass, pushing her body back against his massive cock. She squeezed, feeling her pussy milk every inch of his throbbing member. Her pussy twitched each time she managed to coax a ragged, grunting gasp out of him.
 
   As their fucking became more heated, it was Melanie who changed things up. He seemed almost angry as she pushed him back, but as she slicked her lips nice and wet with her demonstrably agile tongue, he came around.
 
   The tiles were dirty and slightly wet as her bare knees hit the floor; just in time for her eyes to lock on the pussy-coated length of his cock. Melanie literally drooled as she looked at it, taking the warm flesh almost worshipfully into her small hands. 
 
   Gently she stroked it, feeling even his muscular body waver from the way her fingers danced along his sensitive skin. She wanted to take him into her mouth more than anything, and from the way his fingers clenched tightly onto her tiny shoulders, she knew he wanted the same.
 
   Still, she continued, her hands sliding up and down, waiting for the right moment. Then she saw it, a perfect little bead of wetness at the head of his member. Slowly she leaned in. Her tongue reached him first, dancing out in playful swirls along his tip. At once she tasted both him and her, and her body cried out in answer. 
 
   Once more she heard him grunt, just as her soft lips slid completely around his cock. Deliberately, inch by inch she took him inside her mouth, her lust-filled mind and body filled with delicious naughtiness as she tasted herself intermingled with his precum. 
 
   As she reached the base of his massive girth, she shook with need. Already she had slipped one slender hand down between her legs. Feeling the thick, pulsing cock in her mouth only served to lend even more desperation to her movements there. Stroke, stroke went her fingers, strumming along her clit as her tongue lapped every drop of her juices off his hot flesh. 
 
   The she felt it, subtle at first. His cock tensed in her mouth, ever so slightly as his breath became ragged. Inwardly she smiled, even more so as she tasted the first sweet droplets of his seed as they hit her tongue. Her movements, both above and below, doubled in speed and ferocity as she coaxed every bit of pleasure she could from both her body and his.
 
   His hands tightened, this time around her ponytail and the back of her neck. Roughly he pulled her face down on his length as his cum poured into her mouth. Even as he did so, he watched as her body began to quiver and shake in her own climax, and he grinned. He loved the way a girl shook when she came… it felt good around his cock.
 
   Melanie's mind and vision blurred as she took the last of his seed into her hungry mouth. Her hands were roaming her now naked tits, though she didn't remember ever pulling down her shirt and bra. Warmth spread through her belly and wandered throughout her body.
 
   Softly, teasingly she pulled her mouth away, feeling him shake and twitch from the firm pressure of her lips traveling along his length. Finally, she released his tip with a soft pop, grinning happily up at him. 
 
   She saw him looking down at her, and the pleasure she felt from his contented gaze sent more tingles through her body than her orgasm did. He patted her on the head, and she felt her pussy twitch in response. Then, he turned and walked to the door. He paused, and almost like an after thought, he asked her her name.
 
   She paused, because for a moment, she literally could not remember it. 
 
   "I'm um… ummm…" 
 
   He laughed at her, in a manner that seemed both good-natured and condescending at the same time. 
 
   "Don't worry, cutie… I have that effect on girls. Look, you're really disappointing in the chest department, but you give a mean blowjob. Look me up some-"
 
   "Misty! My name is Misty!" Melanie blurted, using the only name that seemed to come to mind.
 
   "Alright then, Misty. You've passed the test… you're good and fuckable, even if you don't completely look it. I'll see you around."
 
   Without another word, he left the bathroom, leaving Melanie to crumple giggling to the floor. Fuckable, he called her. It made her heart sing and her clit throb all at once. For a moment she just basked in the sweet, sexy glow that infused her entire body. And then the principal came in. 
 
    
 
   "So, not only did you not show up on time for our interview… you were late so you could suck off Derrick Chambers in the boys room. Well done… Well done."
 
   Principal Jennings didn't look like a principal, but the way she carried herself and spoke put any doubts to rest. A petite woman, her small frame seemed even littler in the big leather chair she lounged in. Not everything about her was tiny though, as her breasts practically rested on her knees as she sat. Despite their size, they looked wholly natural and wholly unnaturally perky, their nipples poking out from the sheer white dress shirt the woman was wearing. 
 
   Melanie quailed under the woman's anger, though she blushed like a schoolgirl when she learned the name of the man who's cum had filled her belly. Derrick Chambers, she said to herself, again and again, before then chanting Misty Chambers. Still, even in the haze of lust that had seemingly overtaken her, Melanie felt a pit of fear inside her after being caught.
 
   Though she didn't look it, she still knew deep down that she was a grown woman. Ms. Jennings had assured her that the student body was made up of men and women of age, but that didn't quell the taboo of a teacher bedding a student… if the dirty boy's room floor could count as bedding. 
 
   More and more she was finding her mind clearing, and her trepidation growing. She had just sucked the cock of someone she didn't even know… someone who was currently a student of the school she was actively attempting to teach at. She was, both figuratively and literally, screwed.
 
   "Please, Ms. Jennings… I'm so sorry, I don't know what came ove-" her pleas were swiftly cut off.
 
   "Oh, we both know what came over you, honey. Though you took it in the mouth, you just made a huge mess for us," Ms. Jennings said sternly. 
 
   Melanie shrunk in her seat. All at once she felt again like the teenager she remembered being, shy and uncertain. Her little thong felt cold and incredibly apparent in her mind, and though her body still throbbed with impossible need, it was buried under a heavy wall of scolding and shame.
 
   "Here's how this is going to play out. Lucky for you, this school can ill afford a scandal right now. That being said, we can also ill afford another slut of a teacher who's going to spread her legs for any student who asks."
 
   Melanie felt her body heat up as the busty woman referred to her as a slut, but it was once more pushed back by the uncertainty of her position. Still, she wiggled in her seat, and the principal scowled deeply at her. 
 
   "Did you give a name?"
 
   "Y… yes, ma'am. I told him my name was Misty, ma'am," Melanie squeaked out.
 
   Ms. Jennings sighed.
 
   "Alright then, Misty," the principal began, sarcastically. "You're going to be staying with the school, but not as a teacher. The last thing we need is people talking about some random flat-chested slut wandering onto the school grounds fucking the students, and it'd be even worse if they discovered we were planning on hiring you…" Ms. Jennings stood up and began to pace, and Melanie couldn’t help but stare at the way her hips moved seductively as she walked.
 
   "No… You're going to be a student now, at least for a while. You're going to continue being the loose little teen you are, and put up a good show for all those horny students out there. Then, after a while we'll say you had to transfer out. No issues, no scandal, and you can avoid the incredibly public disgrace that would come about if people were to discover who you really were and what you did. Understand?"
 
   Melanie, no, Misty's heart was somewhere south of her stomach. Dreams of finally being a teacher were being overwritten by hopes of simply keeping people from finding out how much of a slut she apparently really was. The worst part was, some crazy, fucked-up part of her reveled in the idea of pretending to be nothing more than a little sex-happy, hormone-dosed teenaged girl for a while. 
 
   The best part? No matter what she did, or how much of a reputation she built up, as long as she played the role well it would never reach her real life. While she lamented the loss of the job, she knew that she could suck a thousand delicious cocks under the cover of Misty and she could just go back to being her normal self at the end of it. The possibilities were staggering.
 
   "Yes, ma'am. I understand, ma'am," she replied, trying to keep the excitement out of her voice. 
 
   "Good… Now, I'm sending you home to get your cover straight. Pick out some plausible outfits and get your story straight. Remember, you've already got a reputation here at the school… try to adhere to it if you want to blend in. I'll have my eye on you, but I'll turn a blind eye to things if it means that neither you or I don't have to deal with the authorities… Now go."
 
   Misty left the class nearly skipping, well aware of how her bouncy movements were showing off the bright pink of her thong. Droves of jealous girls, now well informed over Derrick's choice this afternoon, both scowled and ogled her, and she made sure to put an extra wiggle in her walk just for them. Well, and for the scattering of cute boys that also littered the hall. 
 
   Part of her screamed that she should run, that none of this made any sense and she should get out and go back to herself as fast as she could. Another part of her had a throbbing little clit that wanted nothing more than to be touched and touched and touched. That part won by a landslide.
 
   Back in her office, Samantha Jennings tugged lazily at one thick, erect nipple. She'd been touching herself ever since the teacher-turned-teenager went prancing out of her office. Leaning back, she let herself slowly sink into fantasies of what the slutty little girl might do under her watch, and as she did so, she smiled.
 
   ***
 
   Misty rummaged through the piles of clothes, only this time, instead of cursing, she was cheering. True, the meeting hadn't gone exactly as planned, but this was still an incredible opportunity… or so her pussy kept telling her.
 
   Her mind, on the other hand, had given up on trying to bring reason to the young woman. All at once, she was throwing herself into her role with little thought to her former life, and she had a rationalization for every little doubt that seemed to pop up. Most of it, of course, stemmed from the horrible humiliation and public shaming that would come from her actions being discovered… but a lot of it came from her own animalistic need.
 
   She was knee-deep in sorting her stockings and knee-high socks when she heard a knock at the door. Quickly she grabbed some random clothes and threw them on… She had been nude the second she started going through the clothing, if only so she could sneak a peak at her own, suddenly compelling petite body. 
 
   She was still tugging the undersized white panties up as she opened the door, revealing a blonde and very top-heavy girl. She was lazily sucking on one of her fingers as Misty opened the door, and from her closed eyes and blushing cheeks, she didn't really show any signs of stopping.
 
   "Ummm… Excuse me? Miss? How can I help you?" Misty asked, almost reluctantly. The way the girl was slowly, sensuously sliding her plump, glistening lips up and down on her finger was making her uncomfortable in a very naughty way.
 
   "Oh!" the girl said, popping her finger out from her lips audibly. "Hi hi! I'm Kari, I'm like, the school val… valley dick…. Something dick! Anyway, Ms. Jennings told me that I should stay, like, super close to you and stuff!" 
 
   The bubbly blonde pounced Misty, grabbing her up un a hug that left the petite girl wedged firmly between a pair of warm, pillowy tits. For a moment, Misty was pleasantly stunned, and she just sat there, rubbing her face against the bimbo's big, jiggling rack. Breathing in deeply, she could smell nothing but bubblegum and sex emanating from the girl's bouncing breasts.
 
   After a heartbeat or nine, Misty managed to pull herself way. She felt a twinge of regret from the parting, and a stronger twinge of exhibitionist lust as she noticed a neighbor girl blatantly recording the whole thing with her smart-phone. 
 
   "Um, hi… I'm Misty. Come on inside, we'll talk," Misty said, motioning the blonde inside.
 
   She watched hungrily as the other girl bounced into the living room, her perfectly plump ass just barely contained in the bright pink, pleather skirt she was wearing. It only got worse as the empty-headed blonde minced into the room, and upon discovering a lack of furniture, simply plopped to the floor with a giggle. Her legs were wide open, and her panties were noticeably absent. 
 
   "So, like, Ms. Jennings said I need to make sure you're… Um… Umm…. Mmmmmmm…." The girl trailed off as her hands began to roam, unbuttoning her top and causing her tits to spill out enticingly. The heavy wobble that occurred as they were released caused the spacey girl to come back to herself, and she covered her nipples with token effort. 
 
   "I'm sooo sorry! Kari gets thinking about cock, and she get's so horny! Ms. Jennings said you were a slut, so you must get horny too!" 
 
   Instead of accusing, the bimbo seemed almost relieved that someone was as… enthusiastic about sex as she was, and Misty didn't have the heart to tell her otherwise. Besides, from the wolfish way she was staring at the other girl's bobbing tits, she didn't really have a lot to offer in the way of opposition.
 
   Misty just nodded, and Kari continued. She had wedged her hands firmly under her butt, though from the way she wiggled, it was a stopgap effort at best.
 
   "I… I guess I am a slut, Kari… So tell me, what exactly are you doing here? I mean, aside from touching yourself…"
 
   Kari looked up almost guiltily, bringing her hands up in a tight lock over her crotch.
 
   "I told you!! Ms. Jennings said you were a slut and we should be close… I'm gonna make sure you stay a slut…"
 
   The girl got to her hands and knees with a startling amount of grace. Before Misty could relax, there was a mass of silken blonde locks working their way under her skirt. She made a show of pushing the girl away, but the sight of that gorgeous, curvy body and that sexy, innocent face working it's way between her legs… it was impossible to resist.
 
   Misty locked eyes on the twin globes of Kari's bare and perfect ass just as the girl had managed to pull down her panties. She had just enough time to gasp before the little bimbo's tongue began tickling between her swollen lips. 
 
   And gasp she did. Never before had Misty felt the touch of a woman before, let alone one as shapely and unrestrained as Kari. The airheaded girl seemed to know all the spots to lick, and her agile tongue danced dizzying circles around Misty's throbbing clit. She gasped, burying her hand in the girl's thick, blonde tresses, but the motion only spurred her on.
 
   Before long, Misty was crying out, her body twitching and shaking as the busty girl sucked and lapped and her most sensitive parts. She tried to turn, pushing the girl away, but the bimbo just took that as a hint. As Misty faced away from Kari, she soon after felt the soft press of a warm tongue against her sensitive, puckered hole.
 
   Suddenly it was too much. Memories of her own repressed teenage years mingled with images of Derrick's cock sliding in between her wanting lips. All of this was punctuated by the dexterous and well-trained tongue of Kari, which was jumping from her asshole to her dripping slit and back again with abandon.
 
   Misty/Melanie's mind swam, and for a moment she thought she might have a handle on things. Then Kari's tongue flicked across her clit, and she lost it all. Thighs squeezing, spine shaking, cunt dribbling, Misty's mind went into pleasure overload. Falling to her knees, panting, she was only dimly aware of the beautiful, top-heavy girl climbing backwards on top of her.
 
   Almost instinctually she began to lick the girl's slit, her mind barely registering that she was tasting another woman's pussy for the first time. Any thoughts she might have had were drowned out by her own orgasm, as it thundered almost perpetually throughout her body.  In place of thinking, she had need, which was keeping her happy and content to slurp messily between the pink delicious lips of her teenaged lover. 
 
   Insanely sensitive, Kari didn't take long at all to get off, and as the curvy, bubbly girl began to cry out on top of her, Misty sucked greedily at the musky juices the girl was dribbling down onto her. Something about the taste, the act, all of it, triggered Misty's body into climax once more.
 
   Both girl's cried out, and their high-pitched, lustful voices rang out in the room like birdsong. Grasping, gasping, they pawed and groped at each other with abandon. Sweat and sex intermingled between their soft bodies. Then, as the taste of pussy filled her mouth and the feel of another girl's tongue slid across her pulsing cunt, Misty's mind careened off into someplace only slightly north of oblivion. 
 
   As her lover went slack and her body relaxed, Kari giggled. Dutifully she cleaned the girl with her ever-willing mouth, shivering with lust as her fat, sensitive nipples dragged along Misty's toned, firm belly. She knew, even in her empty, fuck-filled little blonde head, that she could now happily report her first success. With a spring in her step, she bounced out to her car to get her supplies and make a few calls.
 
   ***
 
   Misty woke up slowly, wincing at her throbbing headache. She didn't remember much of the night before… or much else for that matter. She knew her name was Misty… and that she was supposed to be a teenager? Her brow furrowed at the thought… If she was a teenager, wouldn't she just know?
 
    Stumbling out of her incredibly comfy bed, she stood up and groggily looked around. Her gaze caught on the mirror by the door, and she staggered over to it while rubbing her bleary eyes. 
 
   In the mirror was a young woman, barely over the age of eighteen from the look of it. She was wearing a sheer white t-shirt without a bra, and her plump pink nipples stood out plainly from the apex of her fairly large breasts. The shirt very nearly didn't cover them, and the gentle curve of her belly was clearly exposed.
 
   Her shorts were made out of some kind of pink elastic, from the look of it. Skin-tight, they hugged the contours of her body so smoothly, it very nearly looked like she was wearing nothing at all. This was further pronounced by the plain visibility of the puffy lips of her sex as they squeezed tightly, but not unpleasantly, around the soft seam. 
 
   "That… that's me?" Misty said, mimicked by the girl in the mirror.
 
   Slowly, dreamily she reached up and ran a perfectly manicured hand over the curve of one full breast. Just that simple caress sent shivers through her body, and she bit down gently on one supple lip as she rode the wave of pleasure. Her nipple seemed to rise out and greet her, tenting hard against the tight, thin cloth.
 
   Already she was confused, but the heat that seemed to emanate from her increasingly wet slit was making it even more impossible to think. Memories bubbled up inside her and fizzled out one by one, steadily being replaced by the sight of the firm young body in front of her.
 
   "Mmmmm…. That's me… I think I remember… I remember these…" Misty said with a grope of her plump breasts.
 
   The resulting tingles nearly brought her to her knees, and she smiled as she saw a dark patch begin to spread on the front of her shorts. Leaving one hand to paw at her firm tits, Misty reached down with the other.
 
   She dragged one slender, pink nailed finger up between her soaked, cloth covered lips. Little drops of drool fell from her open mouth as that same digit found her pronounced clit and began to rub it in tantalizing little circles. 
 
   Everything felt insanely sensitive, as if her entire body were addicted and she was suddenly getting her fix… but no matter how hard she stroked and flicked at her little nub, or tugged and toyed with her thick, swollen nipples, nothing seemed to be able to bring her over the edge. 
 
   Before long, Misty was bent over, her t-shirt nearly transparent from the sheen of sweat that covered her body. The scent of her arousal filled the air, intermingled with the ever-present smell of something just shy of bubblegum. 
 
   Her mind was a wreck, jumping between bestial lust and frustration as she tried to think of any and every fantasy she could to finish herself off. Panting, moaning, and nearly crying, she didn't notice Kari come in until the girl slipped her hand down the back of Misty's sweat drenched shorts. 
 
   Misty didn't even question it, she merely reached out and grabbed hard on the sides of the cheap little mirror and bent down low. Kari giggled, and then slipped two dexterous fingers into Misty's needy sex. Misty responded with a guttural, ragged moan, pushing her hips back as the blonde fucked her. 
 
   She was so lost in the sensation, that when Kari handed her a bottle, she didn't even question it.
 
   "Do you want to cum?" Kari said playfully, still thrusting her fingers in and out of the panting girl. 
 
   "Y…yes… I want to cum so bad! Please… please…" Misty managed to mumble out, though the effort of concentrating that hard was almost too much. 
 
   "Good girl… That's what I thought!" 
 
   As she spoke, Kari pressed gently into Misty's asshole with her thumb, her own body a bundle of sexual tension only worsened by the press of the young woman's firm backside around her hand. Still, she had a job to do, and she had just enough self control and intelligence to get it done before she broke down and got really naughty.
 
   "Now, drink what I gave you, like a good little girl. It'll make you nice and rece… respecti… Nice and easy!"
 
   Misty complied, straightening her body and bringing it flush with Kari's. The feel of the other girl's soft breasts against her back mixed deliciously well with the fingers still working her pussy, and it was hard to muster the control to hold her breath and drink. 
 
   Still, she did as she was told, and the warm flush that went through her as she chugged the bubblegum flavored drink was intoxicating. Suddenly she wasn't wondering in the slightest who she was or what she was doing. She was nothing but sensation and need… an open book.
 
   "Your name is Misty…"
 
   She heard Kari's voice and nodded with a giggle. The words spoken in her ears were like pure, candy-scented truth, pressing pleasantly into her core. 
 
   "Your name is Misty, and you're the biggest slut in the school. You'll suck and fuck anything you're asked to. You get off on being looked at, fondled, used." 
 
   Again, Misty accepted this with a smile, the drink she had just imbibed ensuring that her pliant little brain would make up all kinds of fun memories to back up Kari's words. Images of fellow students, teachers, even strangers on the street treating her like she was some kind of living teenaged sex doll flooded her mind… and she loved every second of it.
 
   "You're also like, a total bimbo… So dumb you can't even figure out how to put on a bra, so you never wear one. That's ok, though… you like it. Like, a lot. Being stupid makes you soooo horny."
 
   Misty couldn't believe she hadn't known all these things before… Ugh, she felt like such an airhead… and it made her pussy twitch with need. Eyes dim and mouth slightly open, the young woman felt what was left of her sharp mind fade away under a puffy, pink, slut-shaped cloud.
 
   In and out, Kari's fingers continued to manipulate the over-sexed teen. She smiled to herself when she felt the girl's ass start to jiggle more. Right on time, Misty's motions became more and more exaggerated as the weight on her chest grew as well.
 
   Kari had known the drink would have that effect; Ms. Jennings had told her as much. It was another thing to see, watching Misty's tits balloon outward in her reflection with noticeable speed. They hung heavy on her chest, dragging her downward with every inch gained. Soon, her shirt became too tight and Misty had to tug it upward, letting out a ragged grunt as her fat breasts spilled from the strained cloth.
 
   For a moment, Kari was tempted to see if there were any dregs left in the bottle, now dropped and forgotten by the moaning bimbo. Then she realized the sweet drink would end up making her even dumber herself, and she had precious little intellect to spare as it was. 
 
   Still, her message was delivered, and it was time for her to have a little fun before she called and made her report. Slipping to her knees with practiced grace, the busty blonde licked her lips as she tugged Misty's shorts down around her curvy, jiggling ass. 
 
   Bent over as she was, Misty's pussy was pressed out directly in front of Kari. The blonde leaned in slowly, kissing gently along one soft buttock, then the next. Slipping a hand down to see to her own pleasure as well, Kari reached out her tongue and let it slide from Misty's tailbone, between her perfect cheeks, straight down into the teen's dribbling cunt.
 
   Kari paused for a moment, realizing that the girl's juices tasted surprisingly like bubblegum… Her suspicions were short-lived, as her increasingly lust addled mind slowly cleared of any and all concerns beyond the warm flesh she was lapping at. Besides, her titties felt so good as they got bigger, and bigger…
 
    
 
   "Ok, so you're telling me that not only does this stuff turn any woman of any age into a young, easy, dumb little bimbo… It also makes them produce the stuff?" Craig Donovan asked, more amused than incredulous. 
 
   "Precisely… and you should see what it can do to the men… But that's for another day. For right now, we watch, wait and see what kind of further improvements we can make to the formula. It's amazing what you can do with a little wine and a lot of reality bending," replied Principal Jennings, as the two impossibly top heavy, giggling girls fought over who got the honor of slurping away between the older woman's legs.
 
   "Makes my previous stuff seem a little narrow-minded, I have to say. Gotta ask though… Why wine?"
 
   "Demographics, my dear boy. Do you have any idea how many housewives, co-eds and faux intellectuals go for the stuff? Imagine, plain Jane Stay-at-home takes a break from dishes with a nice glass of our delightful vintage one day, and the next she's getting registered for school as our next bouncing, giggling attraction. Who knows, maybe she ends up making out with a few neighbors on the way…" She trailed off with a smile, gasping a little as Misty got the upper hand for a moment.
 
   "Wow… I gotta say, I'm pretty bad. But you? You're an artist. Let me know how it goes, at your earliest convenience." 
 
   "Oh, and where will you be?"
 
   "Where else does one go after high school? I'm going to college."
 
    
 
   ***
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Physical Re-Education
 
    
 
   Erin slipped into the girl's room, contemplating locking the main door before deciding it would be too suspicious. Again and again she reminded herself that, especially recently, people have been caught doing far worse than what she was planning to do. Despite her attempts to bolster her courage, she couldn't slow the heavy pounding of her heart, or the bright blush that filled her freckled cheeks.
 
   It started with a rumor, like many truly idiotic dares. It was said that in Halford High, having any kind of sex while on campus, even masturbation, caused… changes in a girl. It was just superstition of course, there was no way that just touching yourself in a bathroom stall could cause a girl's breasts to grow or her hair to change… or her mind.
 
   Erin kept repeating that thought like a mantra as she locked the stall door. She took a deep breath before tugging down her jeans and underwear and settling down. Despite her illogical worry and the awkwardness of what she was about to do, she found herself surprisingly wet at first touch.
 
   She closed her eyes as she began slowly sliding her finger along the edge of her sex, trying desperately to convince herself that she wasn't about to get herself off in her school's bathroom. She had little luck with that, but she found out quickly that it wasn't a hindrance. There was something strangely compelling about the naughtiness of the act that simply hadn't occurred to her before
 
   As Erin teased herself, she reached up and pulled her shirt up over her breasts, for once grateful that she had never needed a bra. Holding the bottom hem between her teeth, she began caressing her puffy mounds. They seemed more sensitive than usual, but the same could be said for her entire body right then. 
 
   Everything seemed to thrum with pent up sexuality, and just running her palm over her small nipples was enough to elicit a gasp. She was practically shivering with need by the time her finger made contact with her clit, and when it did, she was glad she had been biting down on her shirt. 
 
   The moan came from her throat unbidden, filling the small bathroom in the same way the scent of her lust was beginning to. It didn't stop her. On the contrary, the slutty sounds she was beginning to make felt incredibly good in tandem with the throbbing heat between her legs. As it was, she didn't hear the girls come in until one of them was pushed into the side of her stall.
 
   Erin paused when she felt the thump next to her, but she found her hands didn't stay still for long. She wanted to stop, to pull up her pants and get out of there… her mind was reeling with fear of joining the constantly churning rumor mill if she was caught. Instead of stopping, she simply stuffed more of the shirt in her mouth to muffle her uncontrollable noises and continued fucking herself. 
 
   With the sheer amount of growing lust burning through her petite body, Erin's worries were dissipating quickly, but they were gone for good when she noticed the pair of high heeled feet right up against the stall. It wasn't the shoes that did it though, it was the soaking wet, hot pink thong that had been dropped down between them. 
 
   Erin had to reluctantly pull her hand away from her tingling breasts and cover her already gagged mouth just to stifle the sound of her need. She watched as the girl's legs began to shake, and little droplets of her juices came dripping down onto the tiles.
 
   "Does my little girl want to cum?" came a voice a little farther out. 
 
   The high-heeled girl began to whimper, and Erin guessed from the way her legs shook that she was likely nodding quite enthusiastically. 
 
   "Good girl… But you know what you have to do, don't you?"
 
   This time, the girl's answer wasn't a nod… Instead, it was her kneeling down. Erin managed to lift her legs up just in time to not be hit by the girl's feet, but just barely. Very carefully, and as quiet as she could, Erin pulled her feet in close, resting them on the seat in front of her so she could continue to play.
 
   Not for one moment did she consider her own actions odd, even though before this moment the thought of two girls having sex was more likely to be met by her with an 'ugh' than an 'ooh!'. Everything just felt so good right then, she barely had enough presence of mind to keep herself concealed.
 
   Heels girl's legs were moving rapidly, and Erin could hear quick and messy slurping sounds coming from the other side of the wall. Thankfully, the other girls were so loud that Erin could barely hear her own noises as her fingers began sliding in and out of her tight slit. 
 
   Her eyes were locked on the bottom of the stall wall, and she was occasionally rewarded by the pale pink curve of the girl's ass coming into view. Wiping a bit of drool from her strangely tingling lips, Erin wondered briefly what it would be like to kiss her way along those perfect cheeks, and down below…
 
   "Come on, Misty, you're better with your mouth than that…That's right, suck on it like a good little bitch… Oh fuck!"
 
   The other girl must have changed the way she was standing, because the girl nearest Erin, 'Misty' was bending over even further. Not only was her sweet, round ass in plain sight, so too was her copiously dripping pussy.
 
   Erin's eyes locked on to it, her mouth hanging open and her tongue sliding along it unconsciously. She had never seen another girl's sex before, and the sight of those bare, swollen lips was sending delicious little shocks throughout her body. It was all she could do not to fall down on the floor with the other slut and just lap away.
 
   She felt something building inside of her, and her body began to tense up. Every inch of her was on fire, from the bottoms of her feet to the tips of her meager breasts, all the way up to her short, red hair. Still Erin kept fucking herself, her fingers alternating between slipping up inside her and stroking rough circles around her needy clit. All the while her attention was pinned on the other girl's lustful display.
 
   "Oh shit...! Yes! Right there! H… Holy shit!" the girl's cries devolved into a series of grunts and ragged moans while Misty sat back a bit.
 
   "So, like… can I cum now?" came Misty's reply, and Erin could see her cute ass bouncing impatiently.
 
   The other girl was panting a moment before she could respond. "I… I suppose that was good enough… Cum for me, you little bimbo."
 
   Misty wasted no time in shoving three fingers up inside her wet slit and thrusting them roughly in and out. Erin kept pace almost instinctually, trying desperately to match the other girl gasp for gasp. As it was, it didn't take long before both girls were crying out as their bodies went into overload.
 
   Erin had stopped trying to stay quiet some time ago, though her mouth was still wrapped around her drool-soaked shirt. Even muffled, her moans and cries echoed through the restroom, only barely drowned out by Misty's slutty screams.
 
   By the time they calmed down, both girls were completely exhausted. Erin's breath came out ragged, and her legs had long since gave out under her, flopping down between Misty's ankles. This wasn't a problem until girl tried to climb to her feet, and her thong became stuck around one of Erin's legs.
 
   Mortified, Erin tried to pull her leg up, which only caused the damp, pink strip of cloth to slip off from Misty entirely. Erin held her breath as the girl stumbled to her high-heeled feet.
 
   "Um… Casey?" Misty asked, a heavy dose of confusion tingeing her voice.
 
   "What is it? You came, didn't you? Let's get back to class." Casey replied, sounding annoyed, but affectionate.
 
   "It's just… um… was I wearing panties when I came in? I think I was? But they're, like, gone!"
 
   "Misty, if this weren't the third time this week you've managed to lose your underwear, I'd be more inclined to care… now come on, damn it." Casey's words sounded mean, but Erin could hear the amusement in her voice. 
 
   The answer must have satisfied Misty, because the girl clattered out the bathroom with a giggle. Erin waited a few moments before remembering to breathe, and a few more before she managed to get her body to stop shaking.
 
   Everything seemed dream-like and surreal. She couldn't process what she had just witnessed, much less what she had just done. Worse, her body still seemed to hum with pent up sexual energy, as if it still weren't enough. The moment had passed though, and she pulled up her pants and underwear without much reluctance, though she did cringe a bit when she felt the large wet spot she had left. 
 
   Standing up, looked down and noticed the little bunch of pink cloth still looped around her ankle. She meant to kick it off, maybe even throw it away or flush it. Instead, she reached down and before she could even really think about it, she stuffed the damp material into her front pocket.
 
   Out in the hallway, she met up with her friend Angela, the one who had dared her in the first place. The girl was holding her nose comically as Erin stepped near.
 
   "Holy crap, you smell like a whorehouse right now. So, did you do it, or was it too weird with the bimbo squad invasion I saw?"
 
   Erin, not one to ever miss a beat when it came to a snappy reply, found herself just kind of spacing out.
 
   "Hey, hey! Earth to Erin! Wake up! Class is about to start and I need a full report on your 'experiences'!"
 
   "Oh, yeah… Sorry, I guess I almost fell asleep waiting for those girls to leave, you know? Anyway, mission accomplished, for what it's worth. We'll talk about it at your place." 
 
   Erin didn't know what she'd say if her friend pushed more, and so she was glad when Angela didn't try to wring more out of her just then. It was hard enough just trying to keep her thoughts in order without her friend yammering on and on and asking all kinds of difficult questions. Her cute, sexy friend…
 
   She froze when she realized she had been blatantly staring at her friend's jean-clad ass all the way to class. Worse, before she could quash it completely, she had begun to fantasize about stripping off those pants, and kissing her way up and down what was under them. As it was, she hardly noticed when they actually arrived at the classroom, and even then she had a tough time keeping her eyes where they needed to be. 
 
   ***
 
   School went by in a speedy blur, most of which Erin spent sneaking glances at people around her. A few times she was even tempted to sneak off to the bathroom again to try and sate her growing needs, but she somehow managed to resist. 
 
   Things were little better after classes, however. Her and Angela had made plans for her to sleep over that night, to make it easier to have the tongue in cheek discussion of how Erin was dealing with the rumored effects. This wouldn't normally be an issue aside from the fact that both girls tended to end up in their underwear by the end of the night, and Erin's hadn't been dry all day.
 
   Thankfully, Angela still hadn't noticed Erin's stares or the way her hand was almost constantly 'resting' between her thighs, and most of the night seemed to go by as normal. Then the questioning began. 
 
   "Ok, ok… so first… What the hell did those girls do in there for so long? I swear, the way that one was dressed I thought they were letting the teachers bring prostitutes!" 
 
   Erin's laugh was half-hearted. "Well, I guess they kind of made out for a bit… I don't know, I was trying to, you know, get things done. I tuned them out, sorta."
 
   "Wait, so you kept going while two chicks were making out next to you? Holy shit, Erin, are you gonna go all lezzie on me? Should I strip down for you, make it easier?" Angela laughed as she playfully slipped down one of the straps on her tank top before crawling over to Erin.
 
   Erin froze as her best friend balanced above her on the bed. She wanted to laugh along with the joke, or push her friend away… anything other than what she did. Reaching up, Erin slid her fingers through Angela's silky hair and pulled her in for a kiss. 
 
   Angela's eyes became huge, and for a moment she just stayed like that, unable to comprehend what was happening. Erin didn't notice, her eyes were closed and her body tingled from the delicious feeling of her friend's soft lips against her own. No matter how stunned, Angela still flung herself back when Erin brought her other hand up to cup her firm, panty covered ass.
 
   "Wha… what the hell, Erin?! Way to take the joke too fucking far!" Angela shouted as she stomped away to the bathroom. 
 
   Erin's hand shot down her pants and she began to stroke her pussy in a frenzy. All the while, she turned and kept her friend's pillow right by her face, just for the aroma of Angela's hair. In her mind, she was replaying the kiss again and again, savoring the memory of the other girl's taste.
 
   She had to bite down on the pillow as she came, shuddering and writhing. She just barely managed some semblance of normalcy when Angela came back, still looking a little pissed off.
 
   "You know, I think we've kind of talked enough tonight… How about we get to sleep?"
 
   Erin nodded in agreement, taking her side of the bed as she usually did when she slept over. Angela seemed to balk for a moment, but then laid down as well. Despite the needy ache between her legs, and the incessant tingles in her tender breasts, Erin was exhausted. Sleep came quickly, though it was far from restful.
 
   Erin tossed and turned. Her dreams kept drifting back to what she had witnessed and done earlier in the day, and even the memory was enough to get her going again. Worse, each time she passed back out into fitful sleep, the fantasies became more and more unrestrained. 
 
   The most recent found the slender girl dressed as she had imagined Misty to be… Tiny, skin-tight skirt just barely covering her little firm ass, which was currently uncomfortably occupied by that horrible pink thong. 
 
   Still, dream Erin was loving it, rolling her hips just to feel the cheap material tickle her most sensitive places. Which isn't to say that was the only place receiving attention… The short redhead was mindlessly tugging on her little puffy nipples, visible under the see-through tank top she was wearing. 
 
   They stood out proudly from her flat chest; the sensations pulsing out from them drowning out all rational thought. It was almost as if the more she played with them, the more the defined her…
 
   "That's a good girl…" Erin heard the voice but either didn't, or couldn't see who it belonged to.
 
   She didn't care though… she knew who it was. It was the same girl who had taken advantage of Misty's slutty little obedient side. Well, Erin wasn't going to stand for it. She was going to stand up and walk out of here and…
 
   No… As it turned out, Erin was going to sit right there fondling her pathetic little breasts as if they were the most important thing in the world. Inwardly she was raging, trying to force herself out of the strange malaise she found herself in. Outwardly on the other hand, she was leaning forward trying to present what meager chest she possessed; making up for the lack of size with the enthusiasm of her roaming palms. 
 
   "Does my little girl want to cum?" said the voice, and Erin nodded vigorously in response. 
 
   "Good, good… But you know what happens when girls cum at Halford High, don't you?" Again, Erin nodded. 
 
   "Alright then… why don't you fuck yourself like a good little girl? Ignore those tiny little mounds and put on a show for me."
 
   Erin pulled her hands away reluctantly. For all their small size, her breasts had been sending little shivers up and down her spine the entire time. Still, there was something about the woman… something irresistible. 
 
   Leaning back, she spread her legs as far as they would go, loving the way her damp panties hugged her bare mound. Little drops of her lust patted against the floor, leaving a puddle between her high heels. They came in almost perfect sync with her panting breath, both of which sped as her hands trailed down between her slick thighs. 
 
   Pulling aside her panties roughly, she made sure her dribbling slit was good and visible to the woman who belonged to the voice. As her fingers made contact with her clit, she began to shake. She had already been close from the sweet sensations she was tugging from her tits, and simply sliding her fingers across her little nub was enough to cause her to cry out. 
 
   As the tingles intensified and spread over her body like wildfire, her mind began to fog over even more so. Of course she knew what happened when a girl cums at Halford High… They get great, big, orgasm-inducing titties that just beg to be touched and teased and shown off. They get long, blonde hair that loves to be pulled. They get thick, pillowy, cock-sucking lips that make their mouths into just another fuckhole like the rest of them…. Girls who cum at Halford High become bimbos.
 
   Her climax tearing through both body and mind, Erin couldn't help but notice the growing weight on her chest. Her thickening lips smiled, as much as the sex-doll 'O' shape they were forced into allowed. Shaking as she was from the incredible arousal flowing through her, she could clearly feel the way her new tits jiggled and moved as her bucking hips fucked the air.
 
   "That's right… You know what happens, because you've done it. You came in Halford High, fucked yourself just like the little slut you were meant to be… and now you're getting your reward."
 
   Erin's air-headed grin faded as she looked down and saw the size of her breasts as they pulled her down onto all fours. Fat and round they were, jutting from her chest impossibly, peaked by two thick nipples that now dragged the ground. 
 
   She tried to cry out in alarm, but found the sensation of trying to use her tongue was enough to trigger another mind-blurring orgasm. Drool leaked from her pink lips, matching the mess she was making with her cunt. They both felt alike, and both ached for a cock in them as Erin's mind devolved further. 
 
   Unable to move due to her massive chest, or think due to her insane lust, she had no choice but to writhe on the floor in her own juices as she shuddered into another climax, again and again and again…
 
   ***
 
   Erin woke up covered in what she hoped was sweat. From the scent of sex that filled her bedroom, she wasn't terribly hopeful about it. Absently she scratched under one of her heavy breasts, loving the little tingles it sent throughout the wobbling mass. For a moment, she tried to gather her thoughts, realizing it was far more difficult than she ever remembered… doubly so with the added distraction of her tits being touched.
 
   Then it hit her… Erin sprung out of bed, promptly falling to the floor from the unfamiliar weight tacked onto her petite frame. Even the feeling of the plump globes being squeezed under her was surprisingly pleasant, and for a moment she just laid there, wiggling her ass up invitingly.
 
   "Wait... what? What am I…" Erin struggled to muster her thoughts, but the dull, throbbing ache in her sex kept tearing her attention away. 
 
   Before she knew it, she had slipped down her strangely tight pajama pants and began to caress her well-presented backside. Everything felt so good… so incredibly, unexpectedly sexy that for a moment she just lay there, panting with need. Still, where her mind was sluggish and hazy, her hands were quick.
 
   While it was nowhere near the world-shattering intensity of her dream, Erin still gasped as her fingers found their way in between her thighs. Her other hand was out and reaching, and even she didn't know what she was grabbing for until it was in her grasp: her backpack.
 
   She balked a bit at what she was planning to do, but it didn't stop her from slipping her hand into the bag and grabbing out the musk scented thong she had stolen. Before she could put up too much of a fight, she pressed the soft, cheap cloth against her nose and breathed in deeply.
 
   The effect was immediate, and Erin felt her thoughts slip away under the fluffy pink cloud that filled up her head. Suddenly the unfamiliar weight on her chest, or the way her pussy made her feel like her purpose in life was solely to be fucked, didn't worry her at all… She wanted all of it, and more.
 
   In and out her fingers pistoned as she continued to sniff at the stolen thong. In her mind, it wasn't simply the panties though. She imagined Misty on all fours in front of her, her swollen pussy hugging tightly around the damp cloth, pressing back her needy slit for Erin's extremely willing service. 
 
   And Erin was willing. If that girl were there in the room, the oversexed teen would have no qualms about licking, sucking or fondling anything she was asked to at that moment. Of course, Misty wasn't there… Angela was.
 
   Miraculously still asleep, the other teen had kicked off her covers in the warmth of the night. Erin nearly drooled as she took in the sight of her friend's barely covered body, spread out and exposed. She wanted it more than she had ever wanted anything in her life. 
 
   Something inside Erin felt odd… even more so; as if her actions were someone else's. She brought her hand over, stopping right above Angela's face. It was the hand that was still clutching the cheap, pink thong, and Erin watched with rapt attention as her friend inhaled the scent of the bimbo's lust.
 
   The effect was immediate. Angela's nipples tented out from her shirt, which had begun to rise and fall rapidly as the girl began to pant. Erin watched as her friend shifted slightly, her motions turning into lustful writhing.
 
   A little dark spot began spreading on Angela's panties and the scent of her sex was soon mingling with her friend's in the room. Erin knew somehow that it was time. Leaning down, she pulled away the thong and pressed her lips against Angela's mouth. 
 
   Her eyes opened slowly, dreamily, as if her mind were as hazy as Erin's. Still, she immediately met Erin's kiss with an almost animal ferocity, arching her back in need as their tongues met and clashed.
 
   It was Angela who broke off first, but only to peel off her sweat-soaked top. Erin did the same before climbing once more over her prone friend. Their breasts pressed together as they continued to kiss, and each motion sent pleasant reverberations through both girls' bodies.
 
   "P… please… I… I need…" was all Angela managed to get out from between their increasingly passionate embrace. Still, Erin knew just what she wanted.
 
   Crawling back inch by inch, letting her thick, throbbing nipples drag down her friend's gently curved belly, Erin positioned herself between Angela's spread legs. Starting with little licks and kisses, she made her way slowly along the other girl's thighs, loving the way she twitched and gasped with each tiny lap.
 
   When she reached Angela's panty covered mound, she paused to savor the moment. The other girl's scent filled her mind, just as much as the sight of her friend grasping and tugging at her own nipples. 
 
   "God... I want you so fucking bad… Just do it… Fuck me!" Angela cried out, nearly loud enough to wake the whole house. 
 
   Erin waited no longer, tugging down the other teen's drenched panties before lowering her mouth down against her dripping slit. She had never done or seen anything at all like it, but as she ran her tongue over the other girl's swollen lips, she heard Angela moan. It was all the encouragement she needed before diving in completely, lapping and slurping at the other girl's pussy. 
 
   Angela snatched up one of her pillows and pulled it to her face, trying desperately to stifle the steadily more uncontrollable and loud sounds she was making. Everything in her body was on fire in the best way possible, and it was all she could do to not scream out in sheer lust. 
 
   As the climax built in her body, Angela lifted her legs up, crossing them above Erin's head and pinning the girl between her thighs. Once done, she began to buck her hips, which only caused Erin to lick faster. 
 
   Then it hit. White hot need shot up Angela's back and her entire body tensed. She bit down on the pillow hard enough for it to tear, and for a moment, she couldn't even breathe. Worse, Erin didn't stop, and her insistent tongue was becoming almost torture for the young girl.
 
   Shuddering, the tension exploded inside her and she cried out into the pillow as she writhed on the bed. Her legs kicked almost of their own accord, and Erin took the hint to back away, collapsing on the bed next to her friend and licking her lips. 
 
   Angela was still panting when she finally felt like she could speak.
 
   "That… that was… holy shit..." she mumbled, her body still shaking at random. Then her eyes opened wide. "Wait… all this, you… The rumor is true!"
 
   Erin didn't notice or care what Angela was saying by that point, as she had once more planted her hand between her legs. The other girl just looked over at her friend, noticing her larger breasts and perfect body. She knew she should be panicking, or at least alarmed… Instead, she slid up close to Erin and whispered in her ear.
 
   "Now it's your turn."
 
   ***
 
   Erin arrived at school, still shaky from the changes and not at all sure why she wasn't running from the place as fast as she could. Just like before with her actions in the bedroom, any time she thought too hard about the specifics of her transformation, or escaping, or really anything other than going to school and being a good, obedient student, her mind seemed to slowly drift off. 
 
   As soon as that happened, her hands would begin wandering again, and after a few embarrassing (and strangely hot) moments on the bus, she learned to just let her thoughts drift on through, and to let her rebellious tendencies take a rest. She kept telling herself that she'd find some way to fix things after school, and that seemed ease her concerns.
 
   The second she jiggled her way into the main hallway, things changed. Suddenly, guys and more than a few girls were looking at her, and not in a bad way. Hungry, yes; predatory even. Still, from the way her body responded, she knew their stares were anything but wrong. 
 
   Suddenly it wasn't so hard to keep from thinking, as the pleasant warmth spreading through her young body was doing a hell of a job keeping her attention. Soon she was proudly strutting her way down the hall, showing off assets she was ashamed of not moments ago. She was so high on the rush of hormones and pure lust that she didn't notice the Principal until she ran into her.
 
   Ms. Jennings, the principal, was something else. If she weren't the only top heavy blonde who actually made an effort to cover her massive tits, people would mistake her for an incredibly hot student, even by Halford standards. 
 
   As it was, her two perfect globes were just barely contained by a tight white dress shirt. The buttons strained against her quivering titflesh with every step, and when Erin strode right into her, several of them went flying. Ms. Jennings, the consummate professional, didn't flinch as her breasts came into open view; pressed against a student no less. 
 
   Instead, she simply stepped back, ignoring the gasping, blushing crowd and looked down at the stunned teen in front of her. Erin's eyes were locked on the older woman's erect nipples, and she was just barely resisting the urge to lick and suckle them. Then she felt the hand on her shoulder, and was immediately shocked back to reality.
 
   "Ms. Phillips? Erin Phillips? Come with me, please." Ms. Jennings' voice was like steel wrapped in silk, seductive and utterly irresistible. 
 
   Erin merely nodded meekly, trying to ignore the flush of arousal that was still running through her body after impact with the gorgeous woman. As it was, it was all she could do not to stare openly at the slow side-to-side motion of the principal's ass as she sauntered down the hall.
 
   The office was strangely spartan compared to the sensual grace of its owner, barely more than a desk and a couple of chairs. Samantha Jennings provided all the atmosphere though, and she was more than capable of filling the space adequately. 
 
   "Ms. Phillips. I couldn't help but notice today that you've… blossomed," the principal said, gesturing down to the girl's barely covered chest. 
 
   Erin was flabbergasted. Was Ms. Jennings coming on to her? Was she really that lucky?! She tried to brush the thoughts from her head and was only partially successful.
 
   "I… I guess so."
 
   "Well then… we run into a bit of a problem. See, with assets such as yours, you simply won't be able to attend your regular gym class. I mean, can you imagine if you tried climbing the rope in your state? Even if you were able to achieve an acceptable level of activity, you would be an incredible distraction to the other students… don't you agree, Ms. Phillips?"
 
   Erin was currently staring at the older woman's still-exposed tits, and as such she nodded dumbly in response. She didn't know why, but ever since entering the office, she had felt even more airheaded than she had before, which was a considerable feat. Maybe it was the growing heat in her body, or the other woman's sexy, silken voice, or Erin's hand creeping between her legs to play a bit… she didn't know. Whatever it was left the teen willing and happy to do anything Ms. Jennings said.
 
   "Good, good… I'll take you down to your alternative classes myself. Just give me a moment to change." 
 
   For a moment Erin shook her head at the idea of one of the faculty stripping down in front of her… it was just too unusual. Then Ms. Jennings dropped out of her skirt, and the firm, tight curve of her amazing ass came into view and banished any and all objections the young girl might have had.
 
   "I'm sorry to have to do this, but you know how it is… a girl has to look her best, right?" 
 
   As she heard the principal speak, Erin felt herself react oddly to the words… 
 
   A girl has to look her best… look her best… look her best… The words echoed in her hazy mind, and all of a sudden Erin found herself feeling almost ashamed of what she was wearing. She didn't look her best at all! She didn't even bother to put on make-up this morning, or wear heels, or find a shirt that showed off her slowly growing tits. 
 
   "Um… Ms. Jennings, ma'am? Do you… um… do you have anything I can wear?"
 
   Even fully clothed, Erin felt more self-conscious than the now completely nude woman in front of her. She couldn't believe that she had managed to leave the house without looking her best this morning.
 
   "It's just that… well, these," she pointed at her heavily wobbling tits," were kind of a surprise, and I really didn't have anything that fit me… I really wanna look my best, like you said."
 
   Ms. Jennings turned around, looking extraordinarily pleased. "Oh, of course! We're used to girls well, growing up fast here in Halford, and I put together some care packages some time ago. I'll make sure you have one by the end of the day. For right now, you can start by putting on your new uniform for class, that'll help!"
 
   Erin was so grateful as the principal handed her the little shimmering bundle that she didn't even look askew as the older woman sat back in her chair and began to caress her breasts. She was much too eager to get out of her ratty little outfit. 
 
   The uniform was minimalist, to say the least. Consisting of little more than a lacy, see-through white top and a frilly micro skirt, the clothing would cover less of her body than her current stuff would… and Erin loved it.
 
   "Oh my god, it's beautiful!! Like, thank you so much!"
 
   She couldn't help it, she had to  change immediately. Piece by piece she tore her outfit off and tossed it aside, until she was standing nude and panting in front of the principal. For her part, Ms. Jennings was leaning back in her comfortable leather chair, slowly teasing the outside of her bare, wet pussy. She loved breaking in a new girl… there was something so erotic about watching their morality, standards and intelligence just erode away.
 
   "Erin, honey… Why don't you show me some of the changes you've been going through. Go ahead and bend over that chair, dear, and let me have a look at you."
 
   Erin was conflicted. She wanted to put on her pretty new outfit and look her best, but Ms. Jennings had told her to do something… and she simply couldn't resist. Pouting slightly, she bent over the dingy chair, presenting her ass for the principal to see. She blushed as she felt the little droplets of arousal fall from her slit, compounded by the scent of feminine lust clouding the small room.
 
   "That's very nice, you're coming along nicely… Spread your legs more, don't be shy."
 
   Erin did as the principal asked, not at all questioning why the older woman would want to see her naked backside. In fact, she also found herself becoming significantly less self-conscious in general, giggling a bit and wiggling her ass invitingly. 
 
   "You know… it's not often I take the time to be so 'hands on' with the student body, but I'm starting to rethink my policy on that. I mean, you love it when people look at you, don't you? It fills your empty little head with all kinds of dirty thoughts when people can see your naughty little slit, doesn't it?"
 
   Erin gave out a ragged moan, caught off-guard by the sudden rush of lust that slammed into her mind. She had been aroused already, but feeling the older woman's eyes on her body… Erin's tongue was out and drooling, searching for a cock or cunt to please, and both of her other holes were just as eager.
 
   "Come here, pet… You can thank me appropriately."
 
   Erin didn't stop to think, she just fell to the floor and crawled over between Ms. Jennings's legs. Tongue still out, she wasted no time in diving in at the woman's pussy, slurping loudly. The principal merely leaned back and got comfortable, enjoying the enthusiastic, if unskilled performance of her little plaything.
 
   ***
 
   Erin stepped into the gymnasium with a look of utter confusion on her face. She couldn't seem to remember how she got there, or when. She had some very hazy memories of being with an insanely beautiful woman, but considering the fantasies she'd been lapsing into recently, she figured it was her overactive imagination playing up again. Still, that didn't explain the outfit…
 
    Her train of thought ended the moment she scanned the room. It wasn't terribly full, there were only a handful of girls giggling and stretching in the middle of it. Off to the side were some tables that looked covered up by sheets. Next to those were several poles, anchored to the floor, spread out broadly. Erin only had a few moments to stare quizzically at the equipment before one of the girls noticed her and came bounding over with a loud squee. 
 
   "Ohmigod, you're here! Ms. Jennings told us we'd be getting a new girl today! My name is Misty, and I'm gonna be your partner!" The words tumbled out of the girl's glossy, swollen lips, punctuated with little titters and bounces. 
 
   Then, without warning, Misty pulled her in for a tight hug before pressing those soft, pillowy lips against Erin's own. The scent and taste of sweet candy and feminine musk hit the young girl hard, and she found herself melting into the curvy girl's arms as they kissed.
 
   "Ugh, Misty you little slut. Let her at least get acquainted before burying your face in her cunt." 
 
   The girl's sarcastic, but amused tone shook a few memories loose for Erin, and she slowly came to the realization of who she was now embracing, and who was speaking… these were both the girls from the bathroom. Erin was immediately bombarded with the image of Misty's round ass bouncing as she fucked herself on the bathroom floor, and it made her moan.
 
   Even when Misty obediently tried to pull away, Erin found herself clinging tightly to the bubblegum perfumed girl, her hands wandering along her immaculate, plush skin. She nearly fell as Misty skipped back to the group, and she staggered over to the other girls feeling antsy and horny.
 
   Erin had thought her own tits were large, but these girls put her to shame. None came close to the massive orbs that sprung out from Misty's chest, but they were all impossibly big, and surprisingly firm. 
 
   Nearly each girl greeted Erin in much the same way as Misty had, and by the time they were done her head was swimming with the aroma of sugary lip-gloss and teenage slut. Then she was approached by the one person who didn't seem to fit in… the girl who's voice she had heard both in the bathroom and now.
 
   She was slender and short, her brunette hair standing out in the group of blondes and platinums. Her breasts were small and actually well covered by a gray t-shirt with a faded logo on it, and her eyes still sparkled with intellect behind her glasses.
 
   "Hey there, I'm Casey.  I'm the de facto teacher around here. The principal, Ms. Jennings herself tasked me with making sure you girls are properly taught, despite your sudden growth. I've put together a physical education routine that should help you all stay in shape, as well as help hone some abilities you'll be using in later life. Any questions?"
 
   Erin tried to think of something pointed and intelligent to say, but thoughts just kept on drifting out of her grasp.
 
   "Why… Um… why aren't your titties… like, you know, big and stuff?" Inwardly Erin applauded herself for her keenly insightful question.
 
   "Hahaha, I forgot how hard those hormones hit you girls when your bodies really start changing… Look, Erin is it? Some girls are just smaller than others. Now I know that there's some rumors going around about people at this school being magically changed or something, but come on… that's just absurd. Anyone who thinks that is just stupid. Very stupid."
 
   Erin nodded, feeling extremely miffed. She did feel stupid… and worse, it made her feel even hotter than she had before. She began pouting openly, and Casey looked at her almost sympathetically, if a bit patronizing.
 
   "Now, now… It's ok to be stupid, Erin. Every girl in here is just as dumb as you… aren't you girls?" She addressed the group as she spoke, and each of the curvy teens gave a happy, giggling yes. "See? Now why don't we get started with your education? Ms. Jennings has given me all the tools I need to make sure you're all well-trained for your post-school life."
 
   Erin felt a little better, and she had perked up quite a bit as they all made their way over to the rows of poles sticking out of the floor. 
 
   Janie, Come here and show our new girl what we do here." Casey gave a quick snap of her fingers, and one of the girls broke off from the group and jiggled over. 
 
   Without a moment's hesitation she wrapped her leg around the pole and began to spin on it, making sure to constantly show off her massive breasts as she gyrated along with an imaginary beat. Every movement was both graceful and sexual, and by the time the girl had finished, Erin was panting with lust.
 
   "Good girl, Janie. You can use one of the treat-seats while I finish up here."
 
   Janie clapped excitedly before running over to one of the pieces of covered equipment. Pulling off the drop cloth revealed what looked like a comfy cushioned chair, with one difference. Rising out of the center of the seat was a long, thick rubber cock. The young woman settled down on top of it, the wide girth sliding easily into her well-trained slit. From there she wiggled and bucked, fucking herself with the toy with a look of placid contentment on her face.
 
   "As you can see, even girls like Janie can find some kind of employment with the training I provide," Casey said with a smile.
 
   She lead Erin over to one of the seats, gesturing her to sit down. Erin took the opportunity immediately while the rest of the girls looked on in envy. Somehow, instead of embarrassing her, all their eyes on her jiggling, fuckable body just made it all the better, and soon she was bouncing up and down even more enthusiastically than Janie was.
 
   "Do what you're told, and you get rewarded." Somehow, the petite woman seemed to loom over Erin, and her words echoed in the girl's empty head.
 
   "Getting fucked is your favorite treat. Your body craves it."
 
   Erin agreed wholeheartedly. Nothing could feel better than the cock sliding in and out of her needy pussy. Except for maybe the feel of her hands on her thick nipples, or the tingle of pleasure that came from being told to fuck herself in front of everybody.
 
   "Your purpose is to be a fuck toy. You don't need to think to be a fuck toy. You don't want to think."
 
   Erin's mouth hung open as the words penetrated her mind. Suddenly she wasn't fucking the toy beneath her because it felt good, even though it felt absolutely amazing. No, she was giving every bit of her being to make the cock under her feel good, and her audience feel good, and anyone or anything else that wanted to use her…
 
   ***
 
   Class went by quickly, and Erin was amazed at how easily and naturally the lessons were coming to her. All the girls were really supportive, and more than happy to give really hands on teaching. By the end though, Erin was a sweaty mess.
 
   Thankfully, the locker room came well equipped with a shower, and there were even a few spare clean uniforms Erin could grab from. In no time the busty girl was scrubbing away under the hot, steaming water. 
 
   "Good first day… " Casey said, stepping in behind Erin. 
 
   The teen didn't turn around as the other woman's hands began running along her soapy body. She simply smiled and shivered as Casey's palms fell against her breasts, slowly rising until they reached her fat nipples. As Casey reached to toy with Erin's tits, their bodies met, and that's when Erin gasped.
 
   It was hard and throbbing, sliding between her legs to nestle against her swollen pussy lips. The young girl couldn't help it, she reached down and felt, her fingers coming into contact with what was undeniably a cock.
 
   "As I said… Ms. Jennings gave me all the tools I need to make sure you girls are well trained. I think it's time for a little practical application. Bend over."
 
   Erin was happy to comply. A day full of fucking fake dicks all day had been fun, but she couldn't help but be curious about the real thing, even if it was currently on a woman. Ass out, she bent as far as she could, until the tops of her massive breasts bounced against her chin. 
 
   Mere seconds later she felt the head of Casey's cock slip between her lips, just sliding along the entrance to her sex. Erin was confused… She didn't know whether to push herself back against the thick member or wait until Casey wanted to take her. Her growing need answered for her, but as she began to take inch by inch inside her, she felt Casey's hand slap against her ass.
 
   "No… you do not decide. Your role is to please, not to be pleased. Understand?"
 
   Erin nodded, her ass stinging sweetly from the contact. Though she waited this time, she still couldn't help wiggling her backside invitingly, hoping it would tempt Casey into haste. It worked a little too well, and the other woman slammed into her hard enough to press her against the wall. 
 
   Erin's tits slapped against the wet tiles as Casey took her, and she loved every second of it. Thrust by thrust, Casey pounded away at the young girl's pussy. Erin met each entry with a push of her own, her body humming with lust and purpose as she heard the other woman gasp in response. 
 
   Though she felt her climax building, and the sensations coming from her cunt were threatening to drive her insane, she couldn't seem to go over the edge. It only spurned her on more so, and she braced her self against the wall as she tried to match Casey's thrusts even more enthusiastically. 
 
   As she moved, she felt the cock inside her begin to tense and twitch, even as Casey's grasping and pushing became more frenzied and erratic. 
 
   "Fuck me… Fuck me, I'm yours! Use my body! Fill me up, make me filthy!" Erin's words quickly devolved into a series of moans and cries as she felt the first hot sprays of seed inside her sex. 
 
   Casey's orgasm had immediately triggered her own, and as the waves of pleasure spilled over her mind and body, speaking was no longer something she had the ability to keep up. Instead, she mindlessly milked the cock inside her with her cunt, her body shuddering with every drop. Soon, even though she wanted more and more and more, she found her legs giving out and she fell to her knees.
 
   Even then, she didn't stay prone long, turning around and taking Casey's still hard member in her shaking hand. She stroked it slowly, tingling all the more as she watched the woman twitch before her.
 
   Soon, simply touching wasn't enough. Erin could smell her juices on the throbbing cock in front of her, and now she wanted a taste. Leaning forward, she slipped the head in her mouth, taking a moment to enjoy the way Casey shook. Then, just like she had been taken, Erin began to bob up and down on the hot, wet member with a ferocity that surprised both of them. 
 
   Drool spilled from her pillowy lips as she sucked and licked at perfection, and the flavor of Casey's cum was impossibly addicting. All the empty-headed girl wanted was to have more and more of it, filling her up, and she pursued that goal with single-minded purpose.
 
   Casey's hands clutched down on her hair in record time, and soon after Erin wasn't sucking a cock… she was being face fucked. Realizing her hands no longer had a job, she quickly put them to work squeezing her tits as well as making sure they were well presented and ready… just in case.
 
   She needn't have bothered, as Casey wanted nothing more than to fill the little bimbo's belly with her seed, and it didn't take long before she was doing just that. Erin swallowed gulp after gulp until there was no more. Once finished, she pulled her head back some and began to clean off Casey with long, deliberate licks.
 
   Noticing Casey's cock was still rock hard, she made to begin sucking again, but the other woman pushed her back gently.
 
   "Now, now… You did well, but don't be greedy. You're not the only girl who's getting a private lesson from me today."
 
   ***
 
   Erin felt amazing as she bounced out into the hall, clean and full. She was far from content, though, and she scanned the crowd for anyone looking particularly antsy or willing. That's when she saw Angela. 
 
   Her friend had gone from sporty and slim to curvy and top-heavy, and Erin loved it. Prancing over to her, Erin took her in a big hug, shivering as she felt her friend's stiff nipples poke into her.
 
   "Erin? Like… I'm so confused… what's happening? I feel like, all tingly and sexy and stuff, and my titties are so big!" Angela punctuated her remark by grabbing her massive globes, and then promptly shaking from how good it felt.
 
   "I don't know… but it's so awesome, isn't it! Come with me, there's like, this really smart lady who'll tell you all about it!"
 
    
 
   ***
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Fund-raiser Revenge
 
    
 
   Allison wrapped her lips around Todd's cock, marveling at how much she was enjoying the experience. Again and again she had turned her boyfriend down when he suggested she give him a blowjob, but today seemed somehow different. There was something about him today, something in the way he looked, or smelled… Whatever it was, it had Allie tingling in ways she hadn't realized she had the capacity for. 
 
   As she lovingly slurped away at his throbbing length, she couldn't help but notice a sort of fruity scent, almost like bubblegum. Just a little whiff of it and her head was swimming in the most pleasant way possible. In addition to the aroma, she randomly caught little hints of the taste as well, and before long she was moaning around his thick member. 
 
   Todd's hands were on her head as she bobbed up and down in front of him, and his fingers stroked her cheeks in time with her motions. Even those simple touches were enough to send little shivers through her slender body, causing her to wonder why she had put this off for so long. 
 
   Her own hands were firmly planted on her small breasts, pawing at them through her hoodie. She hadn't had time to strip down when Todd came over. She hadn't even expected them to make out, let alone start pushing any sort of intimate boundaries, but when he came in and started whispering in her ear she just sort of melted.
 
   The lack of access to her body didn't bother Allison much though. For some reason, even the press of the hoodie's soft cloth against her little mounds was nearly maddening, and combined with the way her lips seemed to thrum with sexual energy, she was rapidly losing herself to lust.
 
   As such, between her arousal and her lack of sexual experience, she was caught completely off-guard as Todd pushed her head back and began coating her face and chest in his cum. As it spattered warmly against her skin, she was fully prepared to freak out on him: to stand up, shout and demand he leave immediately.
 
   Then, some of his seed hit her tongue as her mouth hung open, and her body went into auto-pilot. The scent and taste of that same strange bubblegum filled her up as she leaned forward and began licking up the mess he had made on his lap and herself. She was still lapping up remnants when her phone began to buzz in her pocket.
 
   The sensation was oddly intense, to the point where she just kneeled there on her bedroom floor with her eyes shut, just bucking her hips a little as her phone's vibrations seemed to sink all the way in between her thighs. 
 
   "Hey babe, go ahead and take that. I'm gonna head off to practice… " he got up and wandered out without another word. 
 
   On any other day Allison would've given him a piece of her mind, but right now she couldn't seem to find any to spare. It took all her meager attention span to fish the phone from her pocket and answer it. 
 
   "Hey, so… I was fucking around on the internet like usual, you know… and I saw something I thought you should see."
 
   The voice seemed at once amused, sad, and apathetic, and belonged to Allison's best friend, Megan. Still, it was odd that she would call and not just text, which left Allie more than a little dubious as to the reasons why.
 
   "What's up? You never call… " Allison got cut off immediately by Megan's impatient voice.
 
   "Just look at this damn video I'm sending you. It's not good. Hope you're good. Talk at you later." 
 
   Megan hung up abruptly, and her absence was quickly followed up by a little chime indicating that Allie had an email. She held out her phone like it had the plague, and opened up the mail, and its attachment.
 
   The video started blurry, and the first thing that came into view as it began to gain focus was Allie's boyfriend, Todd. He was laying back on a bed that looked similar to Allison's, only the comforter was a bright pink. Allie's eyes narrowed as she heard a familiar female voice begin to speak.
 
   "Mmmm… you're looking good enough to eat, you know that?"
 
   All at once a pair of well-filled yoga pants filled the camera, and Allie knew exactly who was wearing them: Desiree. They had been friends for years; best friends even. Then, Desiree started to fill out, and from then on it was all eyes on her.
 
   Their friendship began to falter as the curvier girl began attracting dates left and right, and when Desiree had the audacity to take her long-standing crush out to prom, it had shattered entirely. Words were spoken that could never be taken back or forgiven, and now both girls had settled into a routine of periodically stabbing at each other verbally whenever given the chance.
 
   The worst part for Allison, aside from losing a good friend, was the fact that she never really developed at all. Her breasts were pathetically small, and several times she'd been mistaken for a boy from the back. She was beginning to recover some kind of self-esteem, even asking out, and then dating one of the cuter boys in the school.
 
   Her hand fell into her lap, still holding her phone, as she watched the slow, seductive sway of the older girl's hips walking toward her boyfriend. Allison's heart soared as she heard him begin to stammer.
 
   "L… look, Desiree… I have a girlfriend already. You said you had some kind of… of an emergency or something. I-"
 
   He was cut off as Desiree slipped out of the skin-tight shirt she was wearing. Allison gasped quietly as she watched the topless girl slip down between Todd's legs in much the same way she just had. Still, Todd tried to scramble away, but Desiree leapt up quickly and kissed him.
 
   Allie barely heard the phone hit the floor as she watched Todd's resistance wane and then wash away under the advances of the curvy girl on top of him. As soon as he ceased escaping, Desiree began kissing her way down his body, lifting up his shirt and licking slow circles across his abs. Everywhere her lips made contact, she left little pink lip imprints… leftovers from her lipstick.
 
   Allie reached up and touched her lips, immediately remembering the taste of candy that had teased her tongue when she went down on him before. She wanted to gag at the thought, now knowing full well where the flavor had come from… wanted to, but couldn't seem to keep herself from almost drooling at the thought of it.
 
   Nor could she tear her eyes away from the screen, even as events progressed the way she thought they would. She watched every second of Desiree slurping her way up and down Todd's cock, staring at the girl's round, soft ass as it bobbed around.  Worse, she got a perfect view of the dark patch that was swiftly spreading on Desiree's pants, right between her luscious thighs. 
 
   Though she was devastated, Allison couldn't help feeling strangely… aroused by it all. Little tingles danced through her body as strongly, if not more so than when she had been going down on Todd. She wasn't even thinking as she pulled off her still sticky hoodie and sat topless on the floor of her room. 
 
   Sounds of her boyfriend's pleasure began spilling from the phone as Allison brought it up and placed it on the bed right where Todd had been. Leaning forward, eyes glued to the screen, she reached down and pulled off her jeans. Clad in nothing but sweat and soaking panties, with the taste of cum and infidelity on her tongue, Allison began masturbating for the first time in her life. 
 
   She had played around a time or two, to be certain. Each time had felt just a shade too lustful, too naughty and she had pulled away. Now, too naughty was just right. Reaching down, her hand cupped her mound, the tips of her fingers just barely tickling the very edge of her sex. She held there a moment, watching the scene unfold on her phone as she slowly pressed her little stiff nipples against the soft blanket on her bed. 
 
   They felt incredibly sensitive, almost throbbing with need as they rubbed against the thread of the comforter. Meanwhile, on the video, Desiree was moaning along with Todd. Again and again she seemed to bring him right to the edge of climax, only to back off again just in time. This time, as Desiree sat back and waited for the young man to relax, she reached back and slipped out of her now drenched yoga pants. 
 
   A deep, guttural grunt fell from Allie's mouth as her former friend's ass came into sight, along with a perfect view of the other girl's dribbling, bare slit. As soon as she saw it, that's when she began to stroke at her clit… slowly at first, and then gradually more frenzied. Allison's efforts became even more intense when she saw the flicker of Desiree's pink polished nails appear between the other girl's legs. 
 
   Allie had never once been interested in girls before, but her libido at the moment seemed like it couldn't care less. All at once, the sight of Desiree's bouncing posterior became a thousand times more compelling than the cock it shared a screen with. 
 
   Wet sounds grew between both girls' legs as their movements became faster, more desperate. Echoed cries rang out in the room, and Allie's room filled with the scent of feminine lust. Back arched, her finger strummed against her clit with bestial ferocity… Just like Desiree. 
 
   Finally, as she saw the first errant sprays coming from Todd's cock, Allie saw with fevered vision that her former friend had begun to tense up and shiver with impending climax. For what seemed like infinitely pleasurable agony they both kneeled there, one hand working a slick pussy and the other clenching down on the blanket in front of them.
 
   Allison broke first, crying out into the open air as she fell back from her bed. One arm held tight across her belly, the other pinned between her soaked thighs, she rocked on the carpet as mind-shattering, almost impossible pleasure rocked up and down her petite frame. As the pulsing pound of her own heat slammed into her, Allison passed out on the floor from sheer overload.
 
   ***
 
   It was dark by the time she woke back up, and the open window was blowing cold air across her nearly nude form. Groggy and confused,  she dragged herself to her feet, only to hear something thump to the floor next to her. Reaching down, she found it to be her phone, which lit up and nearly blinded her unprepared eyes.
 
   Scowling, she waited a few moments for her vision to adjust while she cursed to herself. As soon as she could see, though, her cursing only got louder. On the screen was the end of the video, and all it showed was Desiree looking right at the camera, smiling and winking. 
 
   "Fucking bitch! Slut! I'm gonna kill her!! I'm gonna-" She paused as she realized the full extent of her state of undress, and exactly how she had come to be so. 
 
   An ice cold rock seemed to hit the pit of her stomach and this time she really did gag, though whether from her actions or from the reality of her suddenly shifted relationship status, she didn't know. 
 
   She had no idea why she had done what she had, and though little sparks still flickered in her body, the state of mind she had been in was now completely foreign to her. Confusion and shame were both replaced by anger, vicious and sharp. She glossed over her actions, waving them away as some kind of shock, and focused on the real issue: Desiree had stolen her man, and the bitch would pay.
 
   Her first step was checking her messages to see if there was any sort of follow up from Megan… after getting herself cleaned up. A thorough shower later, she was sitting in her comfy computer chair still fuming, distinctly not looking at the little dark wet spot on the carpet by the bed.
 
   Megan had texted her only once, roughly an hour after the original message. All it said was "You ok?" which was about as close as Megan came to emotional support. Still, the reminder that she had at least one ally out there still was enough to make Allison smile at least a bit.
 
   "I'm good," she messaged back, "a bit in shock, but not really surprised Desiree is a whore. We all knew that. And fuck Todd…" 
 
   She waited a bit, hoping for an enthusiastic response from Megan, knowing full well that there probably wasn't one coming. Undaunted, she continued.
 
   "Still, bout time she gets what's coming to her. We have to find some way to take her down. You in?"
 
   This time the reply was quick and to the point.
 
   "I dig vengeance. Plan?"
 
   The question stumped Allison, who rocked and turned in her chair listlessly as she wracked her brain for some way to humiliate her rival. Moving this way and that, her eyes fell upon a brightly colored piece of paper sticking half-crumpled out of her backpack. A plan began to form as she remembered what it was, and her grin widened along with it.
 
   "Got it. Fundraiser." Allison sent the message and just giggled to herself a bit.
 
   "Fundraiser? What, you gonna buy her or something? Help me out here."
 
   Allie groaned, but her mood was incredibly buoyant right then.
 
   "No, no. The Halford High fundraiser! Teams of up to four, all trying to gather as much has they can for the school, any way they can. The winning group gets a scholarship to the college of their choice and a ton of hurrah from the school."
 
   When Megan didn't respond immediately, Allie continued, too excited to wait.
 
   "Remember about a week or two back, Desiree was running her mouth off about not caring about her grades. She said her and her friends had a foolproof plan to win the contest, so she didn't have to worry."
 
   "All we have to do is enter, beat the bitch at her own game! Not only does she not get the scholarship, she might not even graduate! Plus, we get a path right to college, paved in goddamn victory! It's perfect!"
 
   Megan responded back quickly this time, and Allie was pleased to see that not only had her friend caught on, she was in.
 
   "Man, that's sadistic as hell. I like it. I'll do some recon. Meet tomorrow, usual spot, usual time."
 
   Allie slipped into bed with a smile on her face, thinking that for once, things were finally going to go her way. As sleep overtook her, though, persistent thoughts of victory were slowly being eroded by dreams that seemed to become more and more dirty as the night progressed.
 
   Suddenly Allison was in a very familiar room, hearing some equally familiar sounds coming from the bed. There, laying on the blankets, was Todd. He looked relaxed and content, his naked, muscular body spread out on the plush covers. In contrast to his otherwise restful state, his cock jutted straight out, hard and thick.
 
   It pulsed with his heartbeat, strong and seductive. Each throb seemed to pull Allie closer until her lips were warmed by the sheer close proximity. The scent of male filled her perceptions and her mind, and in moments she was leaning in to take his perfect length into her eager mouth.
 
   As she was about to make contact, the aroma of sweet bubblegum spread into the room. It was cloying, but seductive… and while Allie fell back, overwhelmed by the scent and the lustful sensations it seemed to drag out of her, Desiree entered the bedroom.
 
   She strutted like she was halfway between model and stripper, and she looked the part. Tight, almost see through short shorts had replaced the yoga pants she had been wearing in the video, and she hadn't even bothered with a shirt.
 
   Allie took in that last detail with an uncontrollable, pleasant shiver. She watched as the older girl's tits bounced enticingly on her chest, her nipples erect and seemingly crying out for attention. Allison gave that attention more or less willingly, her eyes and mind as firmly locked on the older girl's body as they had been on the video before. 
 
   Once near, Desiree reached over and simply pushed Allie away from Todd's relaxed body. The petite girl crumpled to the floor like a discarded doll, her face upturned towards Desiree's barely covered posterior. Helpless, she was forced to watch as her former friend began to re-enact the video mere inches from her face. 
 
   The scent of candy and lust grew as Desiree really got into the act. Her hips shook and bucked as she noisily slurped away at Todd's cock. Meanwhile, Allie's body was practically on fire with lust, and she struggled to move an arm, a leg… anything if it meant she could reach and rub her needy little slit. 
 
   As it was, all she could do was lay there, panting and watching as Desiree began to rub her own dripping pussy. Her rival turned and smiled at her, suddenly rising to her feet for a moment before bending down over the bed right next to Todd's exposed body. She slipped her shorts down and Allie moaned as she watched the little drops of Desiree's juices spill from between her bare lips. 
 
   Strangely enough, it was then that Allie felt that she could move again, albeit sluggishly. Pulling herself to her unsteady feet, her gaze darted between the two naked bodies, now writhing on the bed…
 
   "Well, go ahead… Pick whichever you like," Desiree said playfully, one hand twirling slowly around the head of Todd's member. "Of course, we both know which one you really want, don't we?"
 
   Allie's dream self nodded slowly before walking over to the bed and standing over her lover…
 
   ***
 
   Allison awoke to the sound of her alarm and the feeling of her pillow being rubbed rhythmically against her crotch. Both her pajama bottoms and the cushion were soaked clean through, and from the extent of it, she'd been doing that for some time now.
 
   A minor wave of shame and confusion hit her as she gathered up her bedding to be washed, but it was quickly pushed out of her mind as she focused once more on her plan for the day. As such, she was practically skipping as she got ready for her meeting with Megan.
 
   The 'usual spot, usual time' was, as always, one o'clock at the Halford Café. The place was run for students by students, making it a great place to pick up as much gossip as a teen could handle. It was also the place where Allie and Megan had really hit it off as friends, and as such became more or less their defacto meeting spot every Saturday.
 
   As always, Megan was there first. Staring at her phone, she was steadily sucking down a glass of soda. Allie knew this wasn't her first drink, and it wouldn't be her last. Literally the only thing in the world that could get Megan out in public without prior obligation or cash was the promise of free refills.
 
   The second she sat down, Allie had a folder thrown at her.
 
   "Figured if we're gonna do an evil scheme, we had better do it right. This is what I've managed to collect in terms of data on Desiree's fundraiser so far. Table on the left shows how much she's got so far, including how much she would need to get each day to reach said numbers. Table on the right shows how much we'd need to get each day to catch up… That is of course assuming that her profits don't increase even more," Megan rattled off in her usual quasi-monotone. 
 
   When Allie looked at the figures, her heart sunk hard.
 
   "Five hundred bucks a day?! How the hell is she managing five hundred fucking dollars a day?!" Allie practically screamed. 
 
   Megan shrugged. "Who knows, man. Maybe she's got a sugar daddy. She's got the body for it."
 
   Allison scowled at her before hissing, "Ugh, don't remind me."
 
   She got up and paced a bit, coming up with an utter blank on how they could manage to get that much money in a week, let alone a single day. Then it dawned on her… she didn't have to think up some new amazing plan to make the money. She just had to figure out what Desiree was doing, and do it better. Or sabotage her. Either one sounded just fine.
 
   She told her idea to Megan, who shrugged again and finished drinking her soda. Thankfully, while Megan hadn't been able to find out exactly what Desiree had been up to, she at least knew the place: Donovan Memorial Park. The girls agreed to meet up in a couple of hours… Allie had something she needed to do first.
 
   Todd didn't sound the least bit guilty when Allison called, which only made her angrier. Worse, he seemed more pleased than usual, and even a little sexier as he agreed to meet up back at his place. Still, Allie was gonna stick to her guns and break up with him… after a bit of teasing of course. She had to make sure he knew just what he was going to be missing.
 
   It took a short trip back to her house before she felt ready for the encounter. She had scoured her closet and dresser for the perfect outfit, and she was confident she had found it. With a devilish grin, she drove over to his place.
 
   His room was a mess, as normal, and he was laying back on his bed watching football when Allie arrived. She noticed ,with a little blush, that he was in much the same position he had been in her dream; minus the nudity and blatant erection of course.
 
   He hardly seemed to glance her way as she came in, electing to stare straight at the screen instead. It made Allison's blood boil, but she kept her cool. She had a mission. As smooth and seductively as she could, she sat down on the bed. Laying down, she slid up next to Todd, making sure he could feel her stiff nipples against his side as she snuggled in close.
 
   As his arm wrapped around her slender body, that's when she smelled it, or rather her. That damn beguiling scent was trickling up off of him, reminding her of the unforgivable things her soon to be ex-boyfriend had been doing with the bitch. Allie clung to the aroma, breathing it in and using it as a reminder of what she had come here to do.
 
   Once she was pressed tightly against Todd's body, she began running her fingers across his chest playfully. He didn't seem eager to take the bait, so Allison decided to take a more direct approach.
 
   "So, sexy…" she began, letting her hand drag slowly down his torso and letting her nails scratch lightly across his t-shirt covered abs.  "I was sitting at home last night thinking about what we did, and it got me all hot and bothered… I was thinking, well…"
 
   Her hand reached his crotch, and she toyed with the button that kept his boxer shorts closed. He still didn't say anything, but his breath had begun to speed up, and Allie was pleased to see the bulge in his underwear beginning to grow. Before long she could see the head of his cock peeking out, just barely held in by the lone button.
 
   "I was thinking we could, you know, go further." As soon as the words left her mouth, she undid the clasp, and set his member free. 
 
   She was surprised, both by the way it seemed to jut out even further than usual, and from the way the scent of bubblegum seemed to grow once his cock was in view. Between the aroma and the sights, Allie was beginning to have trouble remembering that this was supposed to only be a tease…
 
   As such, instead of the little strip tease she had planned for him, ending with her telling him exactly where he could stick it from there on out, Allison was suddenly rather enthusiastically stroking away at Todd's hard shaft. Little bits of drool threatened to spill from her lips as she watched the throbbing flesh of him as it pushed against her hand. 
 
   She couldn't explain it, but it just looked so delicious to her, as if every inch of his member would be coated in Desiree's sweet lip gloss. Despite her jealousy, and her plan, the urge to get a taste was irresistible. 
 
   Her ass raised up high as she got up on her hands and knees and began to slowly lick the head of his cock. In her mind, she was trying to tell herself that there was some way she could still use this to show him what he'd be missing, but she was rapidly ceasing to care about the how's and why's… instead, her mind was simply filling up with the pleasure of her boyfriend's cock in her mouth, and the delicious taste of bubblegum that seemed to coat it. 
 
   As arousal overrode her worries and cares, she reached back between her legs to play. The short skirt she had picked out might not have worked for the little faux strip show she had planned, but it certainly gave her easy access to her already wet slit. Her fingers slipped right by the cute pink thong she was wearing, with no thought to the amount of time she had been deliberating about her outfit before.
 
   No matter how frantically she seemed to rub, it seemed to do nothing to quell the lust inside her, to the point where it was even difficult to focus on the blowjob she was performing. Her pussy just felt so wanting and empty, it was driving her insane. Two, then three fingers she slipped inside herself, pistoning her hand in and out as she moaned around Todd's cock. 
 
   Still, it wasn't enough. Her eyes darted around the room as she struggled to pleasure both herself and her boyfriend, searching for anything she could use to fill up the aching emptiness inside her. As Todd's member began throbbing against her tongue, it dawned on her. 
 
   She certainly hadn't planned on going so far, but she hadn't planned on sucking him off either. Without much thought, she pulled her head away from his crotch almost reluctantly, and climbed up on top of him. Her pussy tingled where she could feel the head of his cock pressing against the flimsy material of her thong, and for a moment she simply sat astride him enjoying the sensation and anticipation.
 
   With eyes half closed she looked down at Todd and saw that he was actually looking straight at her. With an oddly strong flush of pride and lust, she saw that his eyes were planted firmly on her small breasts, and she tried to push them out as much as she could in response. There was something so intoxicating about him enjoying the view of her little mounds in her sheer tank top, to the point where she immediately tore the top off and began playing with her tits right on top of him.
 
   He smiled as she tugged on her hard little nipples, before he reached up and pulled down on her hips. His cock tore right through the thin cloth of her thong and carried right on through until it was completely inside her tight slit. A long, ragged moan came unbidden from Allie's mouth as she took him in, and her hands grasped at his shirt clumsily. 
 
   She wanted, no, needed more, and immediately began riding him hard and fast. The remnants of her thong remained, tickling her asshole as she bounced up and down and driving her even more wild.
 
   For his part, Todd kept his fingers clasped firmly on Allison's hips as he continued staring at her meager breasts. She could feel his gaze on her body like another pair of hands, roaming and teasing her sensitive skin. She basked in the feeling, her mind going blank as she drank in the pure pleasure of being wanted. 
 
   Distracted as she was, she was still aware enough to feel the first twitches of Todd's cock as his climax began. Even so, she was barely able to slip him out of her in time, pressing his cock between the firm cheeks of her ass as he coated it with his seed.
 
   Though the feel of hot cum against her asshole was incredibly naughty and somehow extremely pleasurable, Allison was still unfulfilled. She began stroking her clit, still straddling Todd's body. She felt her own release building as her boyfriend spoke.
 
   "Man, that felt amazing… who knew imagining you were Desiree could actually work so well," he mumbled, and Allie opened her eyes to see he was looking at his phone with plain disinterest.
 
   "W…what?! You were fucking pretending I was Desiree? What the fuck, man?!" she shrieked, for once today able to set aside her carnal needs.
 
   "Well, yeah. I mean, have you seen her? She's fucking hot. She's got these big ass tits that just seem to-"
 
   "Wait. Fucking wait. I'm your girlfriend. I'm the one who's supposed to be fucking hot to you! Who the hell do you think you are?" 
 
   He looked up at her in confusion, as though he was caught completely off-guard by her anger. Suddenly, a realization hit him and he started guffawing loudly.
 
   "Oh shit, did I forget to tell you? Oh man, I'm sorry. I've been so busy lately, it must have skipped my mind. I'm dating Desiree now. I've dumped you!" 
 
   Allison just stared at him, her mouth open wide in shock as he continued.
 
   "Yeah, like… she's really into some pretty kinky shit, and she's crazy hot, so I'm gonna be with her now. I mean, if you still wanna come over and fuck, you can. Desi's not a jealous girl at all…"
 
   The slap caught him by surprise, but as Allie strode out of the room, he had all but forgotten her. The screen on his phone showed another random nude pic of Desi that she had sent, and he had all the girl he wanted already.
 
   ***
 
   Allison was nearly out of her exhaustive collection of curse words by the time she got back to her house for the change of close. Though furious, she couldn't seem to write off the visit as a failure somehow. The throbbing of her sex had been at least somewhat sated, and she actually comforted herself with the knowledge that she had done her fair share of using during the act.
 
   Still, panic gripped her when she saw the time, and she sprinted out of the house in a fresh pair of shorts… though she kept the ragged thong on. She found she rather enjoyed the feeling of it against her skin. 
 
   Megan was fuming as Allison approached, a good forty minutes late for the rendezvous.
 
   "What the hell, Allie? I've been sitting here in these goddamn bushes for the better part of an hour waiting on you!"
 
   "Sorry, sorry! I got… caught up. So what's the scoop, they giving away tons of trade secrets yet? We're gonna take that bitch down if it kills her…" 
 
   Megan sighed, already tired of the whole affair. "Nothing yet, they haven't even started, it looks like. I mean, the buckets are there, and they set up hoses not too long ago, but it looks like they're being pretty slapdash about it. I'm not really sure…" 
 
   She trailed off as she noticed Allison gawking, and after following her friend's gaze, she had a similar reaction. Desiree and her flunkies had finally decided to show up. The only thing missing, was the majority of their clothing.
 
   Megan and Allison both gasped as they saw just how big the other girls' tits had become. It was easy to see, partially because of how plainly they stuck out from the teens' slender frames, but also because each girl was wearing a wet white t-shirt.
 
   The flimsy tops just barely came down to the bouncing curve of the bottom of their breasts. Stretching, each girl reached upward, and both Megan and Allison sucked in their breath quickly as they saw the vast majority of Desiree and company's jiggling busts.
 
   "Well.. at least we know how they're getting the numbers they've been pulling in, the only-" Megan whispered, until Allison cut her off.
 
   "Shhhh! Later!"
 
   Megan pouted as well as she could surrounded by underbrush. Meanwhile, Allison stared on in rapt attention. She just didn't have the time or presence of mind to be able to tell Megan how important it was for them to watch the other girls, and learn every little secret they could. She would NOT let Desiree and her flunkies keep the upper hand… no matter what it took.
 
   Deep thumping music filled the park, and for a bit the half naked girls simply stood around chatting, though neither Megan nor Allison could hear a word of what they were saying, aside from copious giggles. 
 
   It didn't take long for the first car to make its way into the lot, whereupon it was immediately swarmed by a group of top-heavy teens. Desiree leaned over into the driver's side window, and Allison saw a bundle of bills change hands. Money in hand, Desiree bounced over to the little lockbox they had while her friends all began washing the car sloppily.
 
   Soap went everywhere but the vehicle they were washing, it seemed, and before long each girl's shirt was even more soaked, as well as covered in suds. They pranced and danced around along with the beat coming from the boombox nearby, playfully tossing bundles of bubbles at each other while they made a token effort at washing the car.
 
   "So that's it. They just strip down and act like slutty little idiots and people just pay and pay…" Allison mumbled as she continued to stare. 
 
   For her part, Megan was done with the whole affair, and her attention was now squarely on her phone. Allison didn't notice. Her eyes were locked on Desiree with a mix of seething hatred coupled with something near to respectful rivalry.
 
   As she watched the newly curvy girl bounce and shake, Allison found she couldn't really fault her for the tactics she was using. She realized, with a mix of jealousy and no small amount of strangely growing arousal, that she wouldn't be adverse to doing the same.
 
   "As I was saying, Allie… That's not really something we could really pull off, you know? I mean, you're flat as a board and I'm little better. Besides, I don't think we could really… you know, act like that," Megan said, briefly looking up from the little game she had been playing on her phone.
 
   "Well… we'd have the attitude if we had the body. I mean, who wouldn't want to flaunt a bit looking like that?" Allie gestured over to where Desiree had pressed her heavy, wet tits against the closed driver's side window as she scrubbed. 
 
   "Yeah, and we'll just magically grow actual breasts, right? Great plan, Al. Look, this has been fun and all, and I just love staring at scantily clad women as much as the next girl, but I'm out. Text me later." 
 
   Allison didn’t respond as Megan stormed off, she just kept her eyes on the soap-coated, giggling girls. She had expected the flare of anger that came with seeing Desiree again. What she hadn't expected was how turned on she got while watching them. 
 
   There was something about the blatant display of sexuality, the open, casual flirting combined with massive, jiggling tits… It was almost like her dream before, only the feelings were less fantasy and more casual stroking on the outside of her shorts.
 
   She didn't know when her hand had made its way down between her spread thighs, but even when she realized what she was doing, she made no effort to stop. Why should she? If that slut Desiree wants to run around with her tits out for anyone to see, it was only natural that she get turned on. Allison even smiled as she imagined Desiree finding her here, rubbing at her throbbing sex and staring at her… the busty girl would be incredibly embarrassed, obviously.
 
   As she watched, Allison played out the scenario in her head. Desiree would strut over, her tits wobbling under her tight little shirt. She'd find Allison squatting in the bushes, fucking herself like a dirty whore… 
 
   Then Desiree would reach out and pull Allie to her feet, kissing her with those beautiful, pouting lips before pushing her down roughly to nibble at one of those big, thick nipples. The feel of the warm, rubbery flesh in her hot mouth would make Allie moan; the sensations impounded by Desiree's hand stroking through her short blonde hair.
 
   A car horn honked in the distance, breaking Allison out of her daydream abruptly. While she was fantasizing, her hand had slipped under the waistband of both her shorts and thong, and she was fingering her clit frantically. Even fully brought out of her dream, she still didn't want to pull her hand away… it all felt so yummy.
 
   Her clit twitched and her panties became even more soaked as she saw the reason the car had honked. Desiree and her friends were stripping off their soaked shirts, one by one. A ragged grunt tumbled from Allie's mouth as she took in the sight, and her hand worked her pussy all the harder from the sight.
 
   Her other hand was reaching up slowly, sliding her own shirt up to expose her tiny breasts and their hard little nipples. Once bare, she began teasing the hot little nubs, gasping and moaning just barely quietly enough to keep concealed. 
 
   The music was punctuated by more frequent honks as the girls playfully whipped their soaked shirts over their heads, their tits shining wet in the sun. Camera flashes came from the waiting cars, each of which were greeted with blown kisses, and giggling impromptu poses. 
 
   Allison slipped two fingers deep inside of her tight slit, pounding into herself as she watched Desiree cupping her beautiful chest in her soap-slick fingers. Her juices dribbled down, drenching her panties and shorts, but she was well beyond caring. Something about watching her former friend acting like the slut she really was just compelled Allie…
 
   After what must have been several hours, the cars began to thin. Allie had fallen to her knees at some point, sinking into the moist dirt as she mindlessly fucked herself. Her phone had gone off a few times so far as Megan had tried repeatedly to reach her obsessed friend to no avail. 
 
   Allison's diligence was rewarded though, as one of Desiree's friends brought out a big cooler from one of their cars. Within moments each girl had a bright pink can in their hands, and were knocking them back messily. Streams of bubbly soda fell down their chins, onto their still-wet tits, which caused them all to collectively giggle.
 
   Watching from her vantage point, still rubbing at her needy little slit, Allie watched in awe as the girls began to change. Subtle at first, and hard to tell from so far away, each girl's breasts began to jut forward even further, bouncing on their chests both heavy and firm. The girl's themselves wobbled in place, as if their knees had become weak. Their hands reached up, cupping their newly expanded tits as their dim and unfocused eyes stared off in the distance. 
 
   Allie could smell the drinks, and even from as far back as she was sitting, the scent was overwhelming. So strong she could almost taste it, and so familiar; like a mix of candy and sex, wrapped in a great big bubble of slutty stupidity… and Allison wanted some. 
 
   She didn't know why she wasn't surprised or even in a great deal of awe over the way the girl's bodies had become even more sexy before her very eyes… All she could think of was that getting her hands on some of those drinks was just the thing she and Megan needed to compete with these jiggling bimbos.
 
   Reluctantly she pulled her hand out of her shorts, her nostrils flaring at the strong scent of her lust still clinging to her fingers. Making a half-hearted effort to smooth out her clothing and clean off her dirty knees, she marched out of the bushes and made a bee line for Desiree.
 
   The older girl was still reeling, her fingers brushing slowly over her puffy lips as Allie marched up to her and began yelling.
 
   "I knew it! I knew you were cheating somehow, and now I have the proof! I've caught you all shoving your tits into the face of every man and woman who drives through here, and now you're drinking some kind of medicine that makes your breasts balloon up even more! Just wait until I tell the principal about this! Soon everyone is gonna know just how much of a cheating slut you are!!"
 
   Allie was shouting the first angry things that had come to her addled mind, but was nonetheless caught completely off-guard when her threats were met with derisive laughter.
 
   "Holy shit, Allie... First off, Ms. Jennings specifically said anything goes with the fundraiser, and showing some rocking titties is like, just fine! Second… medicine that makes our breasts grow? Are you high or something?"
 
   Allison shrunk back from the older girl, suddenly feeling incredibly foolish. Desiree didn't stop there, though.
 
   "Look, you can hang out here all you want and enjoy the show. From the look of your shorts, it seems like you already have…"
 
   Allie looked down and saw for the first time just how wet she had made her shorts. A wide wet spot spread out conspicuously right where her little slit would be, and showed all the girls there just how horny she had been from watching them. 
 
   "I… I spilled my drink," she mumbled, her face burning in shame. 
 
   "What drink? I don't see one. All I see is a brazen, hypocritical slut letting everyone know about her obsession with tits that are much, much better than hers. You know what? I feel sorry for you, Allie. Why don't you take home a six pack. Maybe it'll magically give you those big fat titties you want so bad!" 
 
   With that said, Desiree began laughing loudly, and her friends followed suit. Allison stared a moment at their bouncing breasts, which only caused them to all bellow louder. In humiliation, Allie turned and sprinted off, but not before snatching a six pack of the bright pink drinks out of the cooler on her way out.
 
   ***
 
   The girls were in their usual spots for sleepovers at Allie's house: Allison sprawled on the bed watching a movie or reading a magazine, and Megan on the computer giggling at cat pictures. This time, while the locations were the same, they were attending a far different task.
 
   Between them on a foldable dinner tray, was the pack of drinks. The labels called them Bimpops, but there was very little else in the way of writing on the cans: even the nutrition label was suspiciously absent.
 
   "Ok, so let me get this straight. Desiree, Ms. Tits herself, drank one of these and it made her breasts grow," Megan asked, not even trying to keep the sarcasm out of her voice. 
 
   "Pretty much, yeah. All the girls were drinking them, and they were all… expanding, I guess." Allison threw up her hands.
 
   "Huh."
 
   "Look, I saw what I saw, ok?! Plain as day, she was changing. It wasn't just the breasts, either. I swore her hips, even her damned lips were plumping up, it was crazy. You gotta believe me!" Allie pleaded.
 
   Megan sighed, then stared once more at the drinks with what looked like a slightly better facsimile of scrutiny and attention than she had been able to muster before.
 
   "Ok, ok… So let's assume that this stuff does what you say it will… Why would she even take it? I mean, she's already got one of the best bodies in the school, and I can't tell you the number of teachers I've caught staring at her tits. Hell, I've done it myself from time to time. Them puppies are impressive. Making them bigger just seems… I dunno, excessive."
 
   Allison shrugged. "I don't know, maybe it feels good? Maybe its addictive? Maybe she's got a thing for having gigantic breasts. There's still a lot we don't know. Bottom line though? This is our chance to even the odds and beat her at her own game, and I'm gonna take it."
 
   Megan looked at her like she was even more insane than before. "Look, you just said it yourself… Maybe this stuff is like, crazy habit forming. Hell, for all we know, the stuff she drank wasn't even this… Maybe she knew you were coming, and this is some kind of prank. Maybe-"
 
   Megan scowled as she was cut off, but Allie barely noticed.
 
   "Honestly, I don't care at this point. She betrayed me, she took my boyfriend and now I have the chance to set things to right. I'm taking it, with or without you."
 
   As soon as she was done talking, Allison reached forward and grabbed one of the bright pink cans. Staring at Megan intensely, she popped it open and waited. Eventually, the other girl finally gave a shrug in concession and picked up a can of her own.
 
   "You know what, fuck it. I wouldn't mind a bigger rack. Let's do this."
 
   The girls clinked the cans together in a mock toast, following up with their first tentative swig. For Allie, the taste and scent brought her right back to the mindset of the slutty girl she had been, kneeling in the bushes and fucking herself. Memories of the things she had done with Todd, and the fantasies she had indulged about Desiree crashed into her mind and reverberated down throughout her entire body. She was panting in seconds, messily gulping down the drink as fast as she could.
 
   Megan on the other hand, was taking slow sips of the stuff, her eyes half lidded and unfocused as she felt the first little tingles begin to tickle her sensitive areas. She didn't know if it was the drink, which tasted to her like nothing more than a very, very sugary soda, or if it was the way Allison had started to sort of wiggle in place on the bed, but Megan found herself becoming more and more horny by the second. 
 
   Trying to be coy, she drained down her drink as she brought up her phone and began searching for porn, hoping that her friend was too distracted to notice her sudden, embarrassing hunger. She flicked from page to page, frustrated both by how slow things were loading, but also by how difficult it was to read some of the words. 
 
   The letters seemed to swim in front of her eyes, and her once familiar phone began seeming so complex. Pushing random buttons, she finally found an icon that gave her some hope: a camera.
 
   "That's it…" she thought to herself as the image came into focus, "a nice sexy video… Maybe I can even get off before Allie notices…"
 
   The screen was filled with a video of a petite, short haired blond girl on a bed. Her tank top was pulled up over her small breasts and she was kneading them in her hands in shameless lust. Little streams of pink liquid had spilled out from the girl's mouth and over her tits, dripping all the way down to her open shorts.
 
   The girl in the video was so slutty, so brazen, Megan couldn't help but try and act on the growing arousal in herself. Practically forgetting that she was currently sharing a room, she stood up a bit and tugged her jeans down and off, kicking them into a corner. Bottomless, the scent of her own needy sex wafted up to her, mixing with the aroma of the drink and sending shivers through her teenage body.
 
   Megan was pleased to see the girl in the video was really starting to get into things, bent down on all fours on the bed with her shorts completely missing. She was still wearing panties though: a cheap pink thong that even had a ragged hole torn out of it. Megan could clearly see the girl's swollen, bare lips through the tear as the girl stroked her clit.
 
   There was something odd about the video though, Megan noticed. It didn't have a duration at all, which the addle-minded girl really liked. It also seemed to move if Megan shifted her phone this way or that, and she found if she wanted a really good view of the slutty girl's backside, she had to aim the phone right at Allie's bed. 
 
   Thinking about Allie reminded Megan of why they were there, and she reached up under her t-shirt and cupped one of her breasts. Frowning, she realized they were just as small as they usually were.
 
   "Allie! This stuff isn't working. My titties are still like, really tiny."
 
   When her friend didn't answer, Megan finally set her phone down and looked up, her eyes widening in surprise.
 
   "Holy shit, Allie! You look just like this slut I saw on my phone!"
 
   Allie moaned in response, her hips bucking as a little trickle of her juices escaped her soaked thong. Megan didn't think anything strange of Allison's behavior in her addled state, though she was disappointed to see that her friend's breasts were also unchanged.
 
   "Like, maybe we need to have more of this stuff, you know?" she said as she cracked open another can. The sound and scent produced seemed to finally catch Allie's attention, and the other girl hopped down off of the bed. Crawling over to the chair that made up their impromptu table, she snatched one of the drinks and chugged it in time with Megan.
 
   Allie was still kneeling, lapping up the remainder of her drink when she noticed a little rivulet of the beverage slide down Megan's body, falling right into her already wet cleft. The sight of it and the promise of the tastes inside caused Allie to lick her lips again before crawling between her friend's open legs. 
 
   The sensation of hot tongue against her throbbing clit was surprising for Megan, to say the least, but she met the contact with a giggle and a gasp. Everything felt too good, too bubbly to be anywhere near against the idea of a little bit of fooling around. 
 
   What surprised her more though, was the tingling sensation that began to spread throughout her chest.
 
   "Allie! Allie, I think… umm… whoa. I think something's happening!" she shouted, excitedly. 
 
   Allison didn't even bother looking up from between her friend's thighs, completely and mindlessly content to just lap at even the tiniest little droplet of the Bimpop, and copious feminine juices besides. 
 
   Megan moaned and shook as her tits began to grow, every inch of expansion echoing with the waves of pleasure spilling out of her well tongued slit. They ballooned outward, with her erect and quickly thickening nipples jutting out in front, and before long she had trouble seeing the eager blond beneath her. In a panic, she tore off her shirt and tossed it aside.
 
   When they stopped, Megan reached forward and cupped the jiggling flesh in her hands. Her breasts were large, but not unmanageably so, and even in her hazy state she was glad they stopped when they did. As it was, she was going to get a ton of hungry stares, but she didn't look like some kind of freak or pornstar. 
 
   "Allie! My boobies got all big! Look at them, I'm all sexy and stuff!" She bounced up and down as she spoke, loving the pulsing arousal that came flowing from her new assets as she did so.
 
   Allison sat up, still kneeling on the carpet. Beyond her large breasts, Megan could see that her friend's bust had grown as well, and it was now at least as big as her own.
 
   "Allie, this is perfect! We're hot now, and if we slut it up enough, we could totally win the fund raiser thingy!"
 
   "We're not done yet…" Allison said with a serious tone, though her hands were toying with her tits as she spoke. She handed Megan her third Bimpop with a look of determination that stood in stark contrast to her whorish actions.
 
   "No no no, Allie! I wanna help you win, like sooo bad, but I don't wanna look like a slut forever! That thing'll make me look like some blown up stripper or somethin'… you too!" She shook her head vigorously as Allison brought the drink closer, opening the tab on top. 
 
   "Tell you what, Megan… if you drink just one little sip of the drink, I'll lick your pussy until you wanna scream. I'll be your busty little lezzie fucktoy and do anything you want me to do… just one little sip." 
 
   As she spoke, Allison's hand was sliding seductively across Megan's heavy breast, and as she finished her offer, she began gently tweaking and twisting the other girl's stiff teat. Megan squirmed in her damp seat, the heat in her body slowly overriding any sort of rational thought. 
 
   She knew she didn't want to be some kind of top-heavy slut… she just knew it. Still, the scent of the drink was irresistibly enticing, and the feeling of Allie's soft fingers manipulating her already large breasts made her decision easier.
 
   "Alright, just one sip, but then you leave me alone about it and help me finally fucking cum. God… I've never been so fucking horny…"
 
   Allison smiled and handed her the drink, picking up one of her own. She didn't open it right away though, she just waited and watched Megan, making sure she kept up her end of the deal. With a deep breath and an already jiggling bosom, Megan tipped back the drink slowly, enjoying the sweet bubbly feel of the liquid as it slid across her tongue.
 
   The little swig had been pleasant, and Megan reeled a bit in her seat as she became suddenly very light headed. Without thinking, she took another gulp of the Bimpop, giggling to herself as a little of it spilled out onto her growing tits. Allie watched all this with a grin before opening her own drink and chugging it all in a single go. 
 
   Megan's eyes were unfocused, and her face held a kind of air-headed, dopey smile as she used her fingers to clean up some of the sticky drink. As soon as the sweet scented digits reached her increasingly puffy lips, her eyes fluttered and she started fidgeting even more so in her chair. It felt so good, she just sat there for a while, her soft, curvy thighs spread wide, showing off her the bare, glistening lips of her pussy while she fucked her own mouth.
 
   Her enjoyment was cut off as she began to slowly tip forward from the weight of her growing bust. Each breast was massive, and though it jiggled enticingly, each was round and firm. They looked fake, sticking out off of her otherwise small frame, but they were completely without blemish or scar, and they felt soooo good as she played with them. 
 
   She loved the way they tingled as they wobbled, little bolts of lustful electricity dancing across their expanse. Still, they just kept growing, and Megan couldn't help but wonder in her nearly empty head how people would treat her from now on.
 
   Her mind gave over to thoughts of men and women both just treating her as a walking fuck doll, a living display of tits and wet holes to be seen and used… Part of her was bothered by the thought, but another part of her was steadily tugging on her fat nipples in anticipation of her new role in society.
 
   While the sensations coming from her new body were exquisite, she was nonetheless unfulfilled. She wanted more… and she was owed more. Looking down, she gasped through plump fuck doll lips as she saw what had become of her friend.
 
   Allison was writhing on the floor, legs spread and both hands plunged between her legs. Megan could see that the girl had a hairbrush in each hand, and she was vigorously plunging the handles of them inside herself: one into her wet, squelching slit, and the other into her tight, puckered asshole. 
 
   Two enormous globes stood proudly on Allie's chest, hanging off to either side of her sweat soaked body. Plastered across them were strands of long blonde hair, cascading off of Allison's head, framing a face that looked like it belonged on a high quality sex doll. Thick round lips stood plump from an always open mouth, and eyes that seemed entirely devoid of intelligence. 
 
   Reaching up to her own face, Megan giggled as she realized she probably looked the same. As she brushed her own long blonde hair out of her eyes, she thought they probably almost looked like sisters now. Still, Allie seemed a little more far gone at the moment, seemingly only capable of fucking her own holes and dripping sweet smelling lube all over the carpet. 
 
   "Hey… you promised you'd lick my pussy and be, like my toy and stuff! Get up!" Megan demanded, her tits wobbling as she stomped a foot. 
 
   "U…. use me… Please, use me…" came a breathy reply.
 
   Megan thought a bit before she got up unsteadily onto her feet. They seemed almost to arch on their own, forcing her plump ass out and her tits even more front and center, and a sudden thought came into her mind that she would just love to try on a pair of high heels…
 
   Still, she had a task for the moment, and a throbbing little clitty. She walked sexily over until she was standing astride Allie's face. Little drops of her lust fell down onto the other girl's open lips causing them both to shudder with need. Turning around, she crouched until she was laying down, pressed against Allison's tight belly.
 
   Megan could feel her nipples pressing against the other girl's soft flesh as she got into position; Allie's face right next to her dripping slit, and her own face leaning down to lap at her friend's delicious pussy. Their tits rubbed against each other, top to bottom as they both began to lick, their sweet, sweaty bodies fitting perfectly into a seamless sixty nine. 
 
   For what seemed like hours, and countless orgasms later, both girls retired in a mess on Allison's bed. Each was completely exhausted, their slutty bodies pushed to the limit, but both had big grins on their well used lips.
 
   ***
 
   It had taken a long time for the girls to make up the signs and get all prepared, but as the cars began to line up, they knew it was worth it. Most of the time had been spent making out, mind you, and getting dressed had been punctuated by several impromptu bouts of masturbation/eating out, but still, they had made the perfect set up for beating Desiree.
 
   The sign was done in bright colors, coated in way too much glitter, but the message stood out clearly: "Use a bimbo - $100!" Use was spelled wrong, and the word bimbo had been scratched out and rewritten a few times, but that was alright. The sign was mostly an afterthought, really; it was the girls who caught everyone's eyes. 
 
   They had gone to the store earlier in the day for new clothes, especially since they could barely get even their biggest shirts to cover their massive tits. They forgot their money, but everyone was very understanding, and a few blowjobs later, the girls had brand new outfits.
 
   Shirts were the first thing everyone noticed as they drove up, considering the jiggling mounds they were stretched over. They had searched and searched for the right ones, and had eventually scrounged up some bright pink t-shirts with the word "Slut" written across it in what looked like lipstick. It had been meant to be ironic, but the girls were absolutely tickled by it.
 
   There weren't any that had fit them, but they did manage to stretch the cheap cloth just barely enough to cover most of their nipples. While the covering did slip from time to time, the girls found out very quickly that there were just a ton of people willing to help them fix it.
 
   Barely concealing their bare slits, each girl wore a short miniskirt made out of some kind of plastic materiel that shined in the sun. Pale pink, the stuff was pulled so tightly that it almost looked as though they had skipped getting dressed altogether.
 
   Propping each girl up was a pair of stiletto heels, clacking on the pavement as they strutted about. Top heavy as they were, the salesman was worried they would have trouble walking in heels that high, but it turned out both of the giggling teens were naturals. 
 
   As the first car rolled up, Allison saw the flash of money and she slid into the passenger seat without hesitation. She'd never seen the man in her life, but she didn't care… This was the first of many who were going to help her get her revenge on Desiree.
 
   ***
 
   Weeks later, Megan and Allison were sitting in the principal's office, fidgeting. Megan had a thick, buzzing vibrator filling up her hungry sex, as usual. Allison had one of her own, though she preferred it shoved deep in her tight little asshole. Neither girl's cared that the sound of the toys could be heard clearly, in fact, it tended to attract some fairly pleasant attention.
 
   Mrs. Jennings looked at both girls with a mix of lust and pride.
 
   "Girls, as you know, the fund raiser will be ending today. I'm happy to announce that your little duo here has more than doubled the next runner up. That being said… there's a little problem with the matter of prize redemption." 
 
   The busty principal sighed and stood up, walking over until she was behind the two girls and her hands were rubbing softly on their shoulders.
 
   "See, the prize was for a scholarship to the college of your choice, but… Well, let's just be honest, neither of you girls are exactly ivy league material," she said, sounding almost regretful.
 
   Allie and Megan both nodded in faux understanding. They barely knew what the sexy principal was saying, aside from the fact that they had managed to beat Desiree. All this talk about a college was confusing and boring, and both girls wanted to get back on the streets as soon as they could… they had clients waiting.
 
   "So what I've decided to do instead, and I think it's going to be good for all of you, is offer an alternative prize… Come on over here, Desi... You too, Tanya."
 
   Crawling out from behind Ms. Jennings' desk was a pair of girls who looked like Allie and Megan in almost every way. Fat, full breasts dragged on the ground, and drool spilled from open 'O' shaped mouths. A bright pink leather collar was placed around each of their necks, from which dangled a long leash. 
 
   Ms. Jennings picked up the leashes, handing them to Allison with a smirk.
 
   "I've heard rumors… and I think that these two would make a much more fitting prize, don't you think?"
 
   Allison took a deep breath, victory and arousal rising in her heavily hanging chest. Finally… finally, she had won.
 
   ***
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   Book I: Open For Business – Available here at Amazon.com
 
   -
 
    
 
   Rumor Mill Series
 
   "Sometimes rumors can get out of hand, especially where unimaginable power is involved. Desmond Mill High is struck by a series of odd changes after one incredibly perverted girl's spreading gossip starts to turn out to be more and more true. Soon one of the bustiest girls in the school has another big bulge she's carrying, just in time for her boyfriend to become the big-breasted, dripping wet bimbo he's always wanted to be."
 
    
 
   (Heavy genderbending/Futa themes, lots of transformations, humiliation, breast expansion, intellect loss and bimbofication. Think Obedience School, only that busty, airheaded cheerleader probably also sucks her own cock.)
 
    
 
   Book I: Spreading Secrets - Available here at Amazon.com
 
   Book II: Girl Trouble – Available here at Amazon.com
 
   Book III: Pep Rally Perversion – Available here at Amazon.com
 
   -
 
    
 
   Bubblegum & Plastic Series
 
   "Sometimes becoming a bimbo isn't enough… Sometimes it's a little more hot to turn that girl into a literal fuckdoll, posable and eager. Join Cindy and Candice as they discover the joys of becoming the sweet, fuckable Cindi Doll, and the infinitely customizable Candi Doll. They're ready to play…"
 
    
 
   (Heavy breast expansion, intellect loss and bimbofication themes, doll transformation and a little bit of petplay for good measure.)
 
    
 
   Book I: Bubblegum & Plastic - Available here at Amazon.com
 
   Book II: Cherries & Plastic - Available here at Amazon.com
 
   Book III: Strawberries & Plastic – Available here at Amazon.com
 
   -
 
    
 
   Mr. Holiday Series
 
   "There's always a new holiday around the corner, which means there's a new way for Mr. Holiday to make his neighbors into his playthings. From fluffy bunny tails to firecracker triggered orgasms, there's no telling how far he'll go to make sure you really get into the holiday spirit…"
 
    
 
   (Heavy transformation focus with intellect loss and bimbofication themes. May be odd, but fun. Fair warning.)
 
    
 
   Like Rabbits - Available here at Amazon.com
 
   -
 
    
 
   The Manor of Change Series
 
   "The mansion on the edge of town is the source of many a spooky tale, but what people don't know is that it houses a power that can warp reality for anyone inside: A man-hating harpy becomes a slutty maid with a fetish for servitude, while her girlfriend puts herself in the doghouse in the kinkiest way possible…"
 
    
 
   (Heavy transformation focus, breast expansion, intellect loss and bimbofication themes, petplay/dog tf, some genderswap)
 
    
 
   Book I: Manor of Change - Available here at Amazon.com 
 
   Book II: Second Honeymoon - Available here at Amazon.com
 
   -
 
    
 
   Standalone Titles
 
   "These stories have no overarching plot or theme, though as you may have noticed I tend towards growing tits, empty heads and delightful obedience. When in doubt, head over to the blog and check out an excerpt. Enjoy!"
 
    
 
   Mommy's Little Plaything - Available here at Amazon.com
 
   Mind Read Mayhem - Available here at Amazon.com
 
   Camwhore Control - Available here at Amazon.com
 
   The Princess Whore - Available here at Amazon.com
 
   Monica's Master Plan - Available here at Amazon.com
 
   Maid In Halford - Available here at Amazon.com
 
   Cassie's Conundrum - Available here at Amazon.com
 
   The Bimbo in the Mirror - Available here at Amazon.com
 
   Bimbo in Training – Available here at Amazon.com
 
   Experiments in Lust – Available here at Amazon.com
 
   Bimbo Backfire – Available here at Amazon.com
 
   The Bimbo Commission – Available here at Amazon.com
 
   The Bimbo Bodysuit – Available here at Amazon.com
 
   The Last Truth or Dare – Available here at Amazon.com
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Excerpt from Obedience School 10: Delinquent Urges…
 
    
 
   While not entirely closed off, her position left her mostly hidden and the shade did the rest. Setting her backpack down on the cool earth, Janice sat down and waited for the show to begin. As the team began to mill out onto the grass, the teen found herself grinning when she noticed the bimbo was nowhere to be seen.
 
   “Just you and me, boys…” she whispered to herself, easing back on her impromptu seat. The backpack seemed remarkably comfortable to sit on, though the back of her shorts felt a little tight. Not wanting to have her legs get covered in dirt, she had her knees pulled up, and her back came to rest on a beam behind her. It was the perfect position to run one naughty hand down between her open thighs.
 
   The moment her fingers brushed across the front of her shorts she paused. All at once the reality of what she was doing, what she had planned on doing came down on her with utter clarity. Even so, she could feel the throb of her pussy just inches away, and she knew that despite the shame she couldn’t turn down now.
 
   “I-I just can’t help myself,” she muttered, as she reached down and slipped off her shorts and underwear, bunching them down around her tennis shoes. Her panties were soaked clear through, the plain cotton made slutty by her perverse slit. “It’s just my va-… my pussy needs to be touched… used…” 
 
   She gasped, both at her brazen words and the way her sex seemed to quiver at just a slight touch. Before, any of her late night indulgences were tentative and tender, with even her dirtiest fantasies being comprised mostly of being swept off her feet first. This was different… This wasn’t some sweet, teen daydream. This was lust, messy and vulgar, as if her body wanted to be fucked whether her heart was in on it, or not.
 
   Rather than be worried, Janice couldn’t help but be more turned on at the filthy state of mind she had worked herself up to. Discarding her underwear and shorts completely, the girl spread her legs as far apart as she could, leaning back to put her sex on open display. Reaching down, she slid two fingers up inside herself, shuddering at how good it felt. Almost instantly she became discontented, however, and within moments she was messily thrusting her fingers in and out.
 
   The area was filled with her increasingly louder and sluttier moans, coupled with a wet slap every time her hand hit home. The sound, along with the shameful squirt that came with it was driving the teen into a frenzy of lust and humiliation, and her fantasies were becoming more and more dirty.
 
   “My stupid cunt needs to be filled… I’m like a bitch in heat, begging for cum. My pussy rules me, owns me… I’m just a fuckhole with legs, use me… u-use me!” Janice cried out as her climax hit hard. While every part of her locked up and burned with insane pleasure, her legs stayed firmly open, as if keeping her slit available was more important than the feelings rolling through her…
 
    
 
   Continued in the full story – Obedience School: Delinquent Urges!
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