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   The Rebel and the Bimbo
 
    
 
   Tracy leaned back against the cool stone of the gymnasium, awkwardly puffing from a cigarette. Each drag burned in her lungs, causing her to cough uncontrollably, to the point where she was about to throw the horrible thing away… Until her friend Joyce came running around the building. Tracy fought back her hacking and tried to look both casual and badass all at once. It must have worked, because Joyce looked at her in admiration and wonder.
 
   Being a rebel was hard work: Tracy had to constantly push the boundaries of what she could get away with, and make sure to make a huge scene whenever she was caught or chastised. Over the months she had built up quite the reputation, and her peers looked at her with either fear, disgust or respect. Tracy did care which.
 
   At her old school she had been a nobody, a face in the crowd. Moving to Halford, she had decided that it was time to reinvent herself. Just a few days at Halford High and she had seen there were little to no actual delinquents in the school at all. Everyone just seemed to mill along, happy and stupid, without the guts to go against the flow.
 
   Joyce had been a wonderful fluke. The eager little lackey was excited to have anyone or anything to latch on to, and Tracy was happy to take on a subordinate. Though she would never admit it, Tracy was glad to have the girl around, though she always put on a front of arrogant disinterest.
 
   It was Joyce who told her about the school's previous notorious bad girl, Katrina. Apparently the girl had been almost legendary in the amount of trouble she'd get in… Until the day she'd been sent to Principal Samantha Jennings' office. No one knew quite what the hot young principal had said to the girl, or threatened, but after that she'd been nothing but syrupy sweet to everyone she met; even insisting people call her 'Kitty'.
 
   Tracy had been disgusted by it, the sheer lack of spine the girl had. No amount of pushing around by some trumped up slut in an office was gonna make her back down, and she had made a point of practically shouting that to the whole school. Now, as Joyce ran up to her looking more than a little distressed, she wondered a bit at the wisdom of her challenge.
 
   "Tracy! Tracy! You've gotta get out of here! Ms. Jennings is on her way, she knows you did it!"
 
   It was a four foot tall 'FUCK YOU' she had spray-painted on the back of the main building… One of her crowning achievements.
 
   "Good, let the bitch come," Tracy said with a smirk, trying to keep her hands from shaking as she took another drag. 
 
   Joyce stared at her agape, her eyes wide with terror. For a moment it seemed as though she was going to say something, maybe try to pull her friend away, but that moment was brief. Shouting a quick 'Sorry!', she darted around the other side of the building.
 
   Tracy was a little wounded by the abandonment, but she didn't blame her friend. The girl really just didn't have the mettle for things like this. Besides, she told herself, this'll only add to the legend. The defiant rebel Tracy against the establishment, standing all by herself. She was almost grinning by the time Ms. Jennings turned the corner. 
 
   As always, the principal was a sight to behold. Long blond hair framed a flawless face, trailing down over jutting breasts just barely contained in a smooth white button up dress shirt. Not a wrinkle could be found on the woman, neither on clothes nor on body. In fact, though everyone swore that they had seen somewhere that she was in her forties at least, she looked barely out of high school herself. 
 
   Still, neither her youthful appearance or the massive globes on her chest seemed to indicate the woman's personality, as Tracy had found the woman to be stern and serious at every meeting. At this moment she exuded superiority and rage in equal measure as she strutted Tracy's way. 
 
   "Come with me, little girl. We need to have a chat, you and I," Ms. Jennings said, flipping a silky tress out of her brilliant blue eyes. 
 
   Tracy had planned a whole tirade about how the bitch had no proof, and how she wasn't going anywhere, and a thousand other bits of defiance. For some reason, instead of saying any of them, Tracy found herself looking down meekly.
 
   "Y-yes, ma'am."
 
   ***
 
   Head still down, she could feel rather than see everyone staring at her on the way to the principal's office. She tried a few times to look up and say something, maybe flip the older woman the bird as they marched, but she found she simply couldn't. 
 
   Instead, her gaze seemed locked on the perfect ass in front of her, pushing out against the thin black skirt. Tracy had never been into girls before, but as she watched Ms. Jennings' round ass jiggling slightly with every sauntering step, she found herself getting surprisingly turned on. 
 
   As she stared, she could hear people whispering about it, about the way she was practically drooling over the other woman's ass. It didn't matter though, she couldn't look away if she wanted to, and she found she really didn't want to. The more she looked, the more she noticed Ms. Jennings' skirt was ever so slightly see through…
 
   Tracy nearly ran into the object of her desire when the older woman stopped abruptly in front of her. Her gaze rose slowly as Ms. Jennings turned around, until she was staring at the woman's large, firm breasts. She could see her nipples, stiff and inviting, and Tracy couldn't help but wonder how they would feel if she were to just suckle on them for a while.
 
   "Well, are you going to go in the office or are you going to stare at my tits all day?" Ms. Jennings said sharply. 
 
   A few passing students giggled as Tracy blinked a few times, wiped a bit of drool off of her open mouth and scampered inside. The office was small without feeling cramped, holding little more than a desk and chairs on either side of it. It would've looked completely innocuous if not for the woman who occupied it.
 
   What did catch Tracy's attention about the place was the scent. It smelled like sweet candy, with a hint of lust. It filled the room, and seemed to take up every bit of the air, to the point where even Tracy's thoughts seemed as though they were mired in it.
 
   The aroma seemed to be most thick around a bowl of bright pink lollipops on the desk. They seemed to call to her, making her want to slide them into her mouth and just suck and suck. Without thinking about it, her hand reached up to take one, only to have it slapped away by the principal.
 
   "Bad girl. Those are treats for girls who follow the rules," Samantha scolded, taking the bowl away and stowing it in the desk. 
 
   Tracy pouted, disappointment and shame suffusing her body in equal measure. While her thoughts felt muddy and slow, her emotions were strangely acute and blunt, to the point where her lower lip was sticking out as she lamented being admonished.
 
   Ms. Jennings didn't seem to notice, instead sinking down sensuously into her desk chair and spreading her legs wide. With the desk in the way, Tracy couldn't tell that the older woman had hiked up her skirt and was now slowly sliding her perfectly manicured fingers across her clit. With the way the scent of the room was affecting her, she wouldn't have cared anyway.
 
   "Now Tracy… First off, let me say that I know how hard it is to be the new girl in school. We have several new students almost daily, and many of them have trouble finding their place in Halford High. I know how tempting it must be to want to stand out and be noticed."
 
   Tracy crossed her arms in what defiance she could muster, though as she did so, she realized that not only were her nipples hard, but they were incredibly, impossibly sensitive. They stuck out of her t-shirt, pressing against her arms where she held them down, and every breath was enough to send distracting little tingles down her slender body.
 
   "As such, I had decided to take a somewhat hands off approach with you. Let you get your bearings and eventually cease your troublemaking. After your most recent stunt, I could see that this isn't something that's going to go away on its own."
 
   Though Tracy heard every word, she was much to preoccupied with her throbbing nipples to respond. She had begun gently stroking them through the cloth, as much as she could manage with her arms crossed as they were.
 
   "It had become clear to me that there must be some kind of ulterior motive, some kind of other reason for your outbursts. When you wrote your little graffiti, I suddenly realized exactly what the problem was with you: extreme sexual tension."
 
   Tracy looked up in surprise, the shock of the woman's words breaking her out of her silence at last.
 
   "What?! Who the hell do you think you ar-!" Tracy was cut off as Samantha gestured down at her chest.
 
   Tracy's hands were now blatantly groping her own breasts, no longer even keeping up the pretense of covering it with her arms. As she realized what she was doing, she began blushing furiously, shoving her hands underneath her legs to keep them from wandering. 
 
   "You see what I mean? It's obvious you need to find some way to find release, to the point where you even painted your offer on the wall of one of my buildings. Immature, but I should've expected it. You're an immature girl, acting the way you do."
 
   Even after the shame of fondling herself in front of the older woman, Tracy still felt anger bubble up inside of her.
 
   "I am NOT immature, you bit-!" Again, her angry reply was cut short by Samantha pointing downward. This time, the woman had an arrogant smirk on her face.
 
   As Tracy had shouted, she burst to her feet. Somehow in her rage, she hadn't noticed that when she had stood, her torn jeans had crumpled to the floor. This gave Ms. Jennings a perfect view of her tiny pink panties, covered in colorful pictures of little ponies and practically dripping with her juices.
 
   Tracy's mouth flapped open and closed a moment, as astonishment and humiliation ran through her. She wanted to shout that she would never wear something like that, something so girly and immature, but while she struggled to think of the perfect retort, her memories began to shift.
 
   Suddenly she remembered putting on the panties this morning. She had an entire drawer filled with them, and they were all she ever wore. They didn't make them in her size, so she always had to get ones that were tight and small, pressing constantly against the bare wet lips of her pussy. 
 
   She remembered the way the checkout girl had stared at her as she bought them, while she mumbled out some kind of story about having a little sister. The second she got to the car she stripped out of her pants and slipped a pair on, rubbing her little clitty in the parking lot out of sheer girlish need.
 
   Tracy fell back in her seat, not even bothering to tug her jeans back on. Her tight slit dribbled on to the chair, adding to the scent in the room.
 
   "As I said, I get it," Samantha began, "you're an immature brat."
 
   Tracy's pussy twitched as the woman called her what she was, and she slid one hand slowly over to her drenched mound. 
 
   "You're a rebellious little girl with an overactive, but unfulfilled sex drive. Even now you're trying to somehow touch yourself without me noticing… Go ahead and do it, girl. I know you can't help but get incredibly aroused when people treat you like the little brat you are."
 
   Tracy let out a sigh of relief and plunged one of her hands under the tight waistband of her cutesy panties. She stroked with abandon, her body shaking from the sheer pleasure of rubbing her hot little clit in front of the gorgeous older woman.
 
   Ms. Jennings was unbuttoning her shirt as Tracy was struck by her first orgasm. The girl shook and moaned, writhing in the chair as the principal took off her shirt. 
 
   "Now, to rectify your behavior, we're going to do a few things. First, everyone in the school is going to know about your needs, so we can make sure that you're well taken care of. Of course, this also means people are going to hear about your little… quirks as well."
 
   Tracy kept rubbing her dripping sex, now reaching up to tug on one of her stiff nipples. Her whole petite body seemed to blush as the older woman spoke of everyone finding out how horny she got when people treated her like the naughty little girl she was, and she felt her second climax building quickly.
 
   "I'm also going to be enlisting your friend Joyce in making sure you get back on the straight and narrow. Well, narrow anyway. I'll be talking to her next." 
 
   As she spoke, Samantha pulled the bowl of lollipops back out of the desk and set them out again. Then, she stood and made her way around to Tracy, until her bare, massive tits were dangling over the young girl's panting face.
 
   "So… if you've decided to be a good little girl, I can help you out. You'll discover quite fast that there are many benefits to being well-behaved…"
 
   Tracy leaned back and took one of the woman's thick nipples into her mouth, sucking and lapping away at the hot rubbery flesh while she fondled her own meager mounds. Her own breasts had seemed so big before, maturing quickly and jutting out from her small frame. Now though, they felt tiny and underwhelming compared to the fat, jiggling globes hanging over her.
 
   As she suckled, she felt something hard and round being pressed between the slick, swollen lips of her needy sex. The scent of candy grew stronger, and Tracy realized that Samantha was sliding one of those delicious pink lollipops into her pussy. If the feeling of her own soft fingers against her clit was intense, the sensation of that sexy older woman thrusting the sticky sucker into her tight hole was mind-blowing.
 
   "I'm only giving you this treat because I think you can be a good little girl for me… Can you be a good little girl, Tracy?"
 
   Tracy's pussy squirted, her clit pulsing with insane pleasure as she nodded and mumbled a yes. She would've spoken out loud, screamed it to the school if she had to, but she didn't want to pull the thick, hot nipple out of her wet, drooling mouth. 
 
   "Good girl… You'd better not be lying, because I'll know. You don't want to see what happens to naughty girls who cross me."
 
   Samantha was pumping the sweet treat in and out of the young girl, watching with open lust as her student shivered and shuddered through another orgasm. The principal herself was rubbing her own prominent clit, enjoying the view of girl in heat beneath her. As Tracy came down from her climax, however, she stopped her play. She wanted to pace herself… she had another meeting coming up.
 
   Tracy's mouth stayed pursed and sucking as Samantha pulled her heavy breast away. Sweat soaked, smelling of candy and slut, the girl writhed in the chair trying desperately to get Ms. Jennings to play with her. Her bare slit dripped, still holding the lollipop inside of it now without a hand to push it in and out. 
 
   "Get up, Tracy. It's almost time for class, and you don't want to be late."
 
   The girl rousted herself quickly, though her legs were still a bit shaky. Her little pink panties were completely soaked, pushed slightly to the side so the sucker stick could poke out. Reaching down to pull up her pants, she paused. The cloth pooled around her ankles was still denim, only it was now bright pink and far too short.
 
   Her head swam as she tugged on the tight little skirt, noting even in her malaise that even with the lacey white frills along it, the bottom barely covered her panty clad crotch. In fact, the stick of the lollipop could be plainly seen poking out from between her legs. As she reached down to pull it out, Samantha stopped her.
 
   "No, no, no, my dear. You keep that in there for now. Let it be a reminder of our little deal, eh?"
 
   Tracy blushed and nodded, feeling the candy rubbing against the inside of her pussy as she gathered up her things. Already the memory of sucking on Samantha's nipple was fading, the experience slowly becoming nothing more than a slutty little fantasy in the young girl's hazy mind. 
 
   In fact, as she slipped on her backpack and turned to look at the principal, she saw the woman was completely dressed and typing away at her computer. Brow furrowed cutely, Tracy struggled to remember how the meeting went. All she could remember was that she had, for some reason, decided to be a good girl from now on. 
 
   Rather than merely accept it, Tracy's rebellious streak started to return, and she was just about to tell Samantha just where she could stick it. As she turned though, she felt the lollipop slide around inside her. Her still damp thighs closed together, rubbing as her knees knocked. Pleasure lanced through her body as her hand moved on it's own, reaching up and plugging her delinquent mouth with her thumb. 
 
   Turning back around and blushing furiously, she minced out of the room sucking noisily at the soft digit, unable to bring herself to think about anything else. She was so engrossed in the sensations coming from her tight little slit and her sensitive, drool soaked lips that she didn't even notice Joyce moving past her into the principal's office…
 
   ***
 
   Joyce had tried to wave at her friend, but the young girl didn't seem to notice her. There was something strange about Tracy that she couldn't quite put her finger on, but as she stepped into the sweet smelling office, her concerns seemed to melt away.
 
   "Please take a seat, Joyce. We have much to discuss," Samantha said, turning to face the nervous teen.
 
   Joyce did as she was told, sitting quickly and folding her hands politely in her lap. While she certainly supported Tracy in her rebellious endeavors, she absolutely didn't share the other girl's disregard for authority, or her backbone for that matter. As it was, she was trying desperately not to let her leg shake as she waited for the inevitable judgment to fall.
 
   "It has come to my attention, Joyce, that your friend Tracy has been growing a bit more… extreme lately. I've given her what guidance I can, but I believe that if she has support from her breast friend, we'll be able to get her back on track to being an ideal Halford girl."
 
   Joyce perked up. She had expected to be yelled at, or at least grilled for information about some of Tracy's heretofore unknown misdeeds. Instead, she was just being asked to try and keep her friend out of trouble, which was something she tried to do anyway.
 
   "O-of course, Ms. Jennings, anything! I-" she stammered, before she was cut off.
 
   "Drink, Joyce? Here, I've been told these are becoming quite popular…" 
 
   As she spoke, Samantha slid a bright pink can across the desk. The label called it a Bimpop, and Joyce had seen some people drinking them around town.
 
   "Uh, sure, Ms. Jennings… but…"
 
   "But what, Joyce?" Samantha said with a grin that seemed half friendly and half predatory.
 
   "Aren't these, you know, alcoholic or something? I've seen some girls drinking these, and they started acting… you know, strange."
 
   Samantha laughed. "Oh, Joyce… Would I, the principal of your school, give you anything remotely alcoholic? Come now, girl, don't be silly. I drink these myself!"
 
   Joyce blushed, embarrassed. Of course there'd be nothing weird about the drink, what was she thinking? Quickly she grabbed the can and popped it open, taking a quick sip. The taste of bubblegum flooded her mouth, and the fizzy bubbles seemed to drift up into her brain. Her skin tingled and felt strangely warm, and the added sensitivity made her realize her bra felt strangely tight.
 
   "Now as we know, Joyce… you're kind of a pushover, and that's fine! Obedience is one of Halford High's core values. In this particular instance though, we need you to take a bit of a firmer hand with Tracy. I'm going to need you to be the… well, dominant one in your little friend dynamic. Can you do that for me, Joyce?"
 
   Joyce giggled, her head feeling light and empty. She nodded as she downed another swig of the sweet tasting drink, feeling some of the sticky substance trickling down her chin and dripping onto her chest. She felt every drop as it hit her tightly stretched shirt, her breasts transmitting every touch, every motion as pleasure.
 
   "Good girl, Joyce. I'll be helping you every step of the way, guiding that silly little mind of yours as we both work on reforming your deviant friend. That way you can still have the perfect Halford girl attitude and intellect, while still being useful in this particular task. Does that sound good, Joyce?"
 
   The teen had begun squirming in her chair, to the point where she hardly heard Samantha's words. Everything felt so yummy, and the only thing that didn't feel tingly and good was her tight bra strap. She reached back and fumbled with it, only to feel the clasp give way under the strain of her steadily expanding tits. 
 
   No longer held back, Joyce felt her breasts press outward, throbbing with mind-numbing pleasure with every bit of growth. Shamelessly she reached under her tight shirt, cupping the jiggling mass of her bust as it spilled out under the ruined bra, and she felt her pussy pulsing with need as her fingers glanced across her thick, sensitive nipples. 
 
   The rest of Joyce's body followed suit, her slender body giving way to voluptuous, womanly curves that belonged more on a porn star than a highschooler. Her lips plumped up in time with her breasts, becoming pillowy and soft, tingling with the need to suck. Her hair cascaded down past her shoulders, shifting quickly from mousy brown to brilliant blond. 
 
   "There you go… Now you look the part of a Halford girl. How do you feel, Joyce?" Samantha asked, her hand down between her own long, sexy legs. She so loved watching the changes happen right in front of her. 
 
   Joyce's hands were groping her massive tits, squeezing the jiggling handful with blatant lust. Her shorts were soaked in the front, her pussy aching to be touched, licked and fucked, but her simple mind was more than preoccupied with the weighty globes in her palms. 
 
   "I like, feel sooooo good. By boobies are really, ummm… tingly and stuff," the teen moaned out. 
 
   She was having trouble piecing her thoughts together, and it hurt to think too much. Instead, she found just letting go and running on happy, slutty instinct felt delightful… and increasingly natural.
 
   Samantha just watched, the heat in her own body threatening to boil over. Every time she altered one of the girls she felt her mind slide a little bit closer to her darker, dirtier side, and it was a deliciously seductive feeling. Already little tendrils of her power were encircling Joyce, changing her clothing, her habits, even her past. 
 
   Changing two girls in one day to the point that she had was almost enough to push her over the edge, and she didn't know if she'd be able to hold back from molding everyone and everything to her most perverted whims. 
 
   It was a main reason why she'd enjoyed creating things like the bimpops and the like. A minor expenditure of power at the onset, and she didn't have to worry about too much sexual backlash. It had the enjoyable side effect of altering people well outside the range of the school.  She loved it when a new girl suddenly appeared for registration, her tits inhumanly large, and her mind filled with fluff and fuck.
 
   Joyce wiggled in lust as her clothing shifted around her. Her shirt shortened into a tube top that would just barely fit over her wobbling mounds. Her shorts also shrunk, the cloth turning stretchy and cheap, showing every contour of her curvy bubble butt, as well as her swollen, wet pussy. Her thong showed clearly from behind, the flimsy strings of it resting right below her poorly done tramp stamp. 
 
   Samantha felt the power getting a little out of control, and she fought to hold back. Meanwhile her fingers were pushing in and out of her own wet slit, and the leather of her chair was slick with her juices. In the haze of her lust, her own body was changing as well.
 
   No longer were her breasts simply large… They hung out of her dress shirt obscenely, her stiff nipples pressing out against fabric that was becoming rapidly more see through. Her modest earrings had spread out, turning into wide gold hoops framing a face that was showing less and less intelligence the harder she fucked her needy hole. 
 
   The room shimmered pink as both girls continued to change, both in body and in dress. Joyce's tennis shoes morphed into heels as her socks stretched up into fishnets. Samantha's shoes did much the same, her heels stretching into high stilettos that would force her round, juicy ass to wiggle enticingly with every step. 
 
   Samantha struggled for control while her powers went wild. She felt the buzz of a big thick vibrator manifest inside her puckered asshole and she could feel the vibration rattling around her emptying head. A tattoo of her own had appeared, and every jiggle and shake of her backside caused the script to become bigger and more flourished.
 
   The words "Teacher's Pet" had come into view as her dress shirt shortened, the cloth now coming up just under her improbably large yet impossibly perky chest. As she looked over at the teen gyrating her hips and getting off on her tits alone, she knew the girl had the same tattoo.
 
   It was feedback, caused by overuse of her power and embellished by her own deeply embedded slutty streak. Her body, mind and clothing were shifting to be just like the little living fucktoy in front of her, and she wanted it so badly. Still, a thread of her willpower remained, and she clung to it with all her dwindling self.
 
   Panting, both from lust and exertion, Samantha fought to ignore the feelings of her well fucked pussy or the compelling buzz of the toy in her tingling, sensitive ass. She pulled back her influence, thread by shimmering thread, until at least Joyce's body had stopped corrupting. 
 
   As Samantha's power died back down a little, she took a look at what she had done to the girl. Joyce's tits were huge, soft and squeezable, resting on her knees as she sat down. The principal could practically feel the lust and sensitivity radiating from the sweat sheened globes, and it would be a miracle if the teen could keep from cumming after even a light tug on one of her rubbery nipples.
 
   Joyce's mouth was barely more than another wet fuck hole at this point, her lips opened almost permanently, thick and inviting. They glistened, and the girl couldn't help but lick them constantly. Her tongue itself was long and dexterous, well suited to pleasing any lover that decided to use her.
 
   Samantha could hear a loud buzzing, and she knew the girl had a toy just as large and pleasurable in her round ass. From the way Joyce's finger's clenched into the arms of the chair, her nails long and fake, the girl seemed to be enjoying the sensation quite a bit. 
 
   Despite the close call, Samantha couldn't help but feel a naughty thrill burn through her at the sight of this good girl turned into a cheap, dirty whore. As it was, she was having trouble turning herself back, reveling in the feeling of needing to be fucked by anyone or anything, and having the perfect body to get that accomplished. 
 
   Joyce's eyes fluttered open, blinking in confusion. "Titties… titties feel funny…" 
 
   Samantha licked her lips, reveling in the taste of her candy flavored red lipstick. Her pussy dripped down her legs, coating her fishnets as she stood up.
 
   "That's because they're better… don't they feel better?" Samantha cooed. Her voice sounded like sex coated in sugar, only twice as dirty and three times as sweet. 
 
   Joyce looked up and saw the other trashy slut in the room for the first time, feeling an even greater heat build in her body at the blatant display of easy whore. She nodded up at the woman, willing to say anything she wanted as long as the woman would touch her, use her. 
 
   "Titties need you so bad…" the girl mewled, reaching up and tugging on one of her obscene nipples. 
 
   She came the second she made contact, her body writhing and convulsing with animal pleasure. One hand reached down and pushed the vibrating toy deeper into her tingling ass as her mind was lost in the sensation of her fat tits simply being touched. 
 
   Samantha fucked herself while she watched, her fingers plunging into her pussy as she watched the girl surrender to her lust. Soon though, she couldn't help but get closer. Her whorish body ached to be used in the worst way, and all her instincts were crying out for her to suck the busty teen's pussy as long as she could. 
 
   Kneeling down, her own huge tits nearly rubbed the floor as she leaned in towards the girl's tight little slit. Reaching up, she pulled aside the stretchy material of the girl's short shorts, the cheap elastic giving easy access to Samantha's skilled and eager mouth. Hungrily she lapped at Joyce's pussy, moaning just as much, if not more than the writhing teen as her body was wracked with lust from being used.
 
   Without warning, Joyce reached down and clutched Samantha's hair, pulling the woman's face against her messy slit. Her hips bucked and her thigh's clenched around the principal's head as she fucked her face, giggling and panting in mindless arousal. 
 
   Within moments the top heavy slut was cumming against Samantha's mouth, crying out in animalistic pleasure as the older woman continued to dutifully lap and slurp away at her throbbing clit. Samantha's own climax had hit her full force, pleasure feeding back twofold from the altered girl, to the point where she could feel her own mind grow steadily more dim.
 
   As Joyce's shaking slowed, Samantha let herself fall back. Kneeling in front of the chair, she struggled to regain herself, to somehow cut back the chaos. It worked, but barely, and while her own body began to shift slightly back to it's usual self, some things remained stubbornly altered.
 
   Her breasts were still heavy and sensitive, pouring out of her top and begging to be seen. The rest of her body had followed suit. Though significantly less embellished, her ass was still rounder and more jiggly than it had been, and it was still clenched around a seductively pleasurable toy.
 
   Worse, she could still feel the hot lettering of her 'Teacher's Pet' tattoo, and she couldn't manage to muster the willpower to cover it up. It thrummed with meaning, tempting her to get down on all fours and just lick and suck whatever was given to her, and it was all she could do not to crawl back between Joyce's thighs again for round two. 
 
   Instead she stood, balancing precariously on her heels and teetering over behind her desk. As she did so, she tried to give some manner of minor intellect back to Joyce… the girl was no use to her as a drooling fuckdoll just yet. Within moments the girl began to look a little more normal herself, blinking dimly and sucking on her finger.
 
   Samantha risked just enough power to ensure the girl could at least remember who she was, instead of just calling herself 'Titties", but even that was enough to almost make her let loose again. Quickly she shooed the brand new bimbo slut out of the office, and resolved to get in touch with the one who blessed her with her power. Right after she found the nearest person and begged them to fuck her right there on the floor, that is.
 
   ***
 
   Tracy leaned against the building, her head still reeling from the trip to the office. Even in her bewildered state, she still had her rebellious streak though. The second she was out the door she had pulled out her lollipop and was sucking on it triumphantly as she walked through the halls.
 
   Everyone stared, but for the first time in what seemed like forever, she didn't care in the slightest. She had survived a meeting with Ms. Jennings and she couldn't even remember getting scolded. In fact, she had felt better than ever as she practically skipped her way to her usual hang out behind the gym. 
 
   "Fuck that bitch!" she said aloud, and she felt her body tingle from the naughtiness of the statement.
 
   There was something so thrilling about going against the principal's orders that she shivered in the pleasure of simple delinquency. Her tongue curled around her lollipop as she savored both the flavor and her triumph in nearly equal measure.
 
   The candy tasted sweet and delicious, still seemingly coated in her own juices no matter how enthusiastically she slurped away at it. It never struck her as odd, neither the way her slender body tingled as she tasted herself, or the way she couldn't keep her hand out from between her legs while she did so.
 
   Ever since pulling out her treat, she'd been fingering herself non-stop, leaning against the graffiti she had put on the wall. "FUCK ME" it said in huge colorful letters, and just reading the naughty curse word was enough to make her gasp in need. Leaving the sucker in her mouth, she reached down and pinched her puffy nipple, tugging it out from her tiny chest.
 
   She was so absorbed in the sensations she didn't notice the two men approach until they were right nearby.
 
   "See man? I told you! She's like a total slut, she even put up a fuckin' ad!" one of the boys said.
 
   His friend was dubious, looking at the youthfully dressed girl with barely restrained lust. "I mean, she's a slut, that much is obvious, but she looks young enough to be my little sister, dude. It's-"
 
   "No, man! Listen, Mark, she's nineteen. They had to hold her graduation back because of the transfer out here. Hell, she's older than you are. She's got like, this fetish about looking like a little girl, the principal told us all about it. Seriously man, it's cool. And look at her, she wants it bad."
 
   The man was wrong, but only by degrees. She didn't simply want it; she needed it. Even as the boys discussed her, she had continued rubbing her bare wet slit, her pink girly panties pulled down her thighs. 
 
   "I don't know, Johnny… I mean, she's old enough, but she still looks like my little sister…"
 
   Tracy wasn't about to let him get away.
 
   "Oh, hi Mark!" Tracy said with a cute giggle, walking over to the boy and snuggling up close.
 
   "Ummm… hey. So, I-"
 
   "It's ok, big bro… let your little sissy take care of this great big problem you have," Tracy said, sliding her hand down to the large bulge in Mark's pants.
 
   His mouth opened and closed a bit, as if struggling to know just what to say. Meanwhile, Johnny was cheering and clapping, glad his friend had decided not to be such a nerd about things.
 
   "No, that's… oh man… " He groaned and fell back against the stone wall.
 
   Tracy had opened his fly, and the second his cock was in view she pulled out her lollipop and replaced it with with something much more satisfying. Unwilling to completely surrender her treat, she reached down and rubbed the sweet candy against the little nub of her clit as she pushed her pert ass out. 
 
   "That's it you little slut… suck my cock…" Eyes closed, Mark held onto Tracy's pigtails, tugging them with every thrust of his cock in her mouth.
 
   Tracy's mind was fogging over as she strove to be the perfect little plaything for Mark, but even in the haze of her lust she knew she wanted more. Ass already out, she wiggled her backside invitingly, bringing up her free hand to spread her firm cheeks.
 
   Johnny, having been filming the entire thing once his cheering tapered off, took the bait in seconds. Setting up his phone on a nearby pile of boxes so it could still record the joyous event, he took position behind the petite girl's presented bottom.
 
   Both her holes looked equally well lubed and ready, and Johnny felt like a kid in a candy shop as he considered how to take the young slut for his first go. Eventually he grabbed one of her tight little buttocks in one hand and pressed the head of his cock against her dribbling slit. His thumb rubbed her puckered pink hole as she slipped inside of her, and he could feel her pussy practically milking his shaft with every thrust.
 
   The increased sensations pouring from her overeager backside made Tracy squeal around the thick girth in her mouth. She used Johnny's thrusts to shove Mark's cock deeper in her throat, letting her focus on cradling the throbbing erection with her tongue. 
 
   It was unclear how close the boys were to cumming, but Tracy's body was well on the edge. Her petite body shook with overwhelming pleasure as all of her holes were being used all at once. Even that hadn't been quite enough to get her off though, her oversexed body more than accustomed now to being played with.
 
   "Suck it… that's my good girl…" Mark had said, and those two words were enough to cause her entire self, mind and flesh to fire into climax.
 
   Good girl. Good girl. Good girl. The words echoed in her simple mind as she bounced between the boys. It felt good to be a good girl… even better than being the naughty rebel she had been. Good girls get fucked in all their holes… good girls get to cum.
 
   She continued rubbing her lollipop against her clit, even as the orgasm tore through her. The magnitude of the climax was mind boggling, and while her hand continued to steadily play and tease, her knees were growing weak and unsteady.
 
   Then she felt Mark grab her arms, holding her up so she could keep sucking him. Meanwhile, Johnny's strong hands reached around and hefted her by her small waist, positioning his cock right next to her asshole. Feet lifted off the ground, she was held entirely aloft as the two strong boys enjoyed her shuddering body.
 
   Good girl. Good girl. Good girl. Again those words rang through her, rewriting her as she felt her whole self surrender to being used. The words rose in volume as she felt the two cocks inside her begin to twitch and tense, and her eyes rolled back in anticipation of their gift.
 
   Hot seed spilled into her mouth, which she hungrily swallowed. Meanwhile, she felt a similar sensation spreading in her ass, her legs clenched around Johnny's thighs as he slammed into her tight hole. She didn't know how long the sensation lasted, or how soon after they lowered her to the ground, but when she came to the boys were gone. In their place was the warm sensation inside her, reminding her that she was a good girl now…
 
   ***
 
   Joyce minced through the school, loving the feeling of the people checking out her tiny little skirt and her trashy tattoo. Looks weren't all she was getting, as men and women, teachers and students alike randomly groped at her curvy body, sometimes even leaving a dollar or two stuffed into her cheap, pink g-string. 
 
   She loved being the slut she'd become, to the point where she would often return the gropes with interest. It was because of these frequent stops that, by the time she reached Tracy's hangout, the girl had already had several takers for her painted ad on the wall.
 
   "What the heck… Joyce, is that you?!" Tracy said, incredulous.
 
   Though she was laying back on the pavement, legs spread wearing nothing but her little pink panties, she still thought Joyce's whorish appearance surprising for a moment. As she thought about it though, she realized what she was wearing and how she was acting was strange as well… And then the world seemed to shimmer slightly.
 
   Tracy sprung to her feet, giggling and clapping as she ran to her busty, if unintelligent friend. Ever since Tracy moved here, Joyce had been her constant companion. She was just as easy, if not more so than Tracy was, and she came with the added benefit of bringing in some boys and girls who weren't as into the petite girl's youthful seeming body. 
 
   The girls hugged, Tracy's flat chest fitting perfectly against Joyce's massive pillows. Despite the difference in size, they were both just as sensitive as the other, and the embrace left both girls panting and flushed.
 
   "Where've you been, girl? I've been such a good girl so far! I've slept with like, a zillion people back here today!"
 
   Joyce's brow furrowed, trying to remember anything past the lust filled march through the halls, but nothing came up. She had an inkling that she had some kind of important task… something about making sure Tracy was a good girl, but from the way her friend spoke it had already been done. Joyce grinned as she let her concerns go, and let her mind fill up with the candy sweet scent coming off of the smaller girl.
 
   She led with her mouth, kissing her friend softly as she held the smaller girl against her curvy body. Slowly she lowered herself, until she could suck on one of Tracy's puffy little nipples, loving the way they fit between her bee stung lips. Tracy loved it as well, quivering against the other woman's skilled ministrations, her knees knocking together as she fought to keep herself standing.
 
   Bending down at the hip with her jiggling bimbo ass out in the open air, Joyce's pussy dripped around her thong, her empty head swimming with thoughts of being taken from behind. She licked and teased Tracy's little flat chest with the hope that the girl's high pitched gasps and cries would attract someone who could help quench the never-ending heat between her perpetually spread legs.
 
   Eventually even her dim mind realized the girl wasn't being quite loud enough, and she pulled away. Turning Tracy around, she bent the girl over and swatted her firm little ass just hard enough to give a loud smack sound. 
 
   "Be a good girl and find. Me. Some. Cock!" Joyce said, punctuating her words with more light spankings.
 
   Tracy squirmed in place, though not from pain. She had heard those words again: good girl. The moment they hit her ears she grew louder, more enthusiastic. Her little candy flavored slit dripped welcomingly by the time her cries drew a few people around the building. Like always, some turned away in disgust at the blatant display of whore and brat, but many more stayed. 
 
   Both girls shivered with anticipation as the first group stepped closer, but for Tracy there was something more to it. As she was bent over and the feeling of fingers sliding into her eager slit began to over take her, she realized something that made her smile. She had found her place at Halford High.
 
   ***
 
   Samantha huffed and panted on the floor behind her desk. Her tits were massive, weighing her down to the floor as she pushed her jiggling ass back against the massive dildo she had installed on the wall. She found that simply fucking herself with the toy was no longer good enough: she needed to be degraded while she used it if she wanted her slutty hole to respond.
 
   She had tried to contact Craig, the one who had given her the power, many times, but the call never seemed to go through. As she grew more and more frustrated, she began losing her control more, and her body started shifting away from sexy teacher and much closer to dirty gutterslut, and her mind was changing with it.
 
   Now, with a thick buzzing toy planted firmly between her curvy ass cheeks, and slamming another one into her soaking wet fuck hole, she couldn't help but change herself more. Her nails lenthened, becoming cheap fakes, her hair began to look like a shoddy dye job. Her face was coated with slutty make-up, and she looked more like a prostitute than an educator by miles.
 
   As it was, when the phone finally rang, she was tempted to shove it into her throbbing slit alongside the toy, just so the person on the other line could hear what a whore she was. She just barely got the reciever to her face instead, though her response matched her current form.
 
   "Come here and fuck me… god, I need cock, pussy, anything… Just come and use me!"
 
   The answer was an arrogant chuckle coming from a familiar voice. 
 
   "Oh Samantha, you poor thing… This is just the beginning."
 
   Her control slipped moments before he hung up, but by that time she didn't care. The feeling of being stretched out by both the toy and her phone was just too much for her dwindling mind. And as her intellect drained, so too did her willpower. Unchecked, her power began spilling over the school in waves…
 
   ***
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Homeschool Bimbo – Part 1
 
    
 
   Bent over, resting her slender body on top of the massive jiggling tits as they pressed into the plush comforter, Marie gasped as his fingers slid firmly into her welcoming slit. Gasps turned to giggles as the intense sensations of being used spread throughout every inch of her being… and centering on her empty, fluff-filled brain. 
 
   Her own hands caressed the sides of her heavy breasts, adding to the already insanely compelling throbs coming from her thick, stiff nipples. Worse, the pleasure caused the busty blonde to briefly close her almost perpetually 'O' shaped mouth, and the tingles that ran from her glistening, pillowy lips rivaled those coming from her dripping, manipulated sex.
 
   Marie expressed all this with little high-pitched moans, punctuated with air-headed giggles as she pressed her firm, round ass back against her lover's arm. He quickened his pace, and was met with the pleasant sight of Marie's perfect buttocks shaking under him. 
 
   "Fuck me…. Fuck me Mr. Chambers! Fuck me til I can't think anymore…. Fuck me stupid, please!" Marie pleaded, shoving the plump, bare lips of her pussy back around his fingers. 
 
   He pulled his hand away, and Marie pouted for a few moments. Just long enough for Greg to move around the bed and slip his wet fingers into her fuckhole of a mouth. Marie moaned as she instinctually began to bob her head up and down, lapping and sucking at the delicious mix of lust and candy that her juices now tasted like. 
 
   As her tongue swirled seductively around him, so too did her thoughts spin around her foggy mind. Spin and become discarded, falling under the growing cloud of pink and sex and pleasant ignorance. She was so lost in the warm, tingling sensation of her old, boring life slipping away, she barely noticed as her lover pulled away completely. 
 
   Her head fell softly into a pair of warm, comfortable pillows instead, and she nestled into them as her body continued to pulse and hum.
 
   "Marie…. Marie… Wake up, Marie…" 
 
   The voice sounded so different from Greg's… almost feminine. Marie turned over, little droplets of drool falling out of her open mouth.
 
   "Marie… Miss Edwards…. Miss Edwards, you, like, are totally getting my titties all wet!" 
 
   Marie's eyes flashed open, piercing the haze of her dream. Bolting upright, she blushed furiously as she realized she hadn't just fallen asleep… she had dozed off right onto her student's well-displayed and well-rounded breasts.
 
   "Oh god, Erica, I'm so sorry! I don't know what happened! I didn't mean to-"
 
   The bubbly blonde in front of her just giggled, patting down her wobbling chest. "It's like, totally okay, Miss E! These things are kinda made for it. Besides, I kinda fall asleep during math too."
 
   "Yeah, except I'm supposed to be teaching you… and you falling asleep in math is likely the reason you're here," Marie quipped, though not unkindly.
 
   She had always liked Erica. The girl had always been a well-meaning tomboy growing up, and when Marie heard through the neighborhood grapevine that she was having trouble passing her classes, and was in danger of flunking out even… Well, Marie came running.
 
   It wasn't as if she had much else to do anyway. An established photographer, Marie had been convinced by her boyfriend that she had needed a little time off. After a long series of fights, followed by a few long months of cooling off, Marie found herself agreeing. 
 
   Though still fairly young at twenty-nine, she didn't want to go through the rigors of dating again anytime soon. Not that it would be hard. She kept herself good and fit, and her auburn hair was just striking enough to grab some eyes. Coupled with her perky chest and small but firm ass, Marie found herself already declining more would-be suitors than she felt comfortable with.
 
   The problem was, she needed someone who was comfortable with a woman of her drive and intellect, and that was hard to come by. Even Greg Chambers, her boyfriend, had some reservation. Still, if a few months of vacation were what it took to keep him out of her way the rest of the year, she'd go for it. She just didn't realize she'd be so… well, bored.
 
   Helping out Erica seemed like the perfect fix, a task that Greg wouldn't complain about that she could still focus just a bit too much on. What she hadn't expected was how monumental the task would be…
 
   The rough and tumble tomboy with the permanent clever glint in her eye had "blossomed" into a curvy and incredibly top-heavy young woman. Worse, with the growth of her body, it seemed as though the girl's mind had phased out to compensate. As it was, it was likely Erica was going to now be spending her 19th… and maybe more, birthdays still in school.
 
   Worse, the girl didn't seem to care. Part of her, it seemed, still wanted to pass and learn etc. An almost bigger part of her wanted to interrupt her math tutor with talk of cute boys, girls and even teachers she'd been flirting with. From the way the girl giggled, jiggled and blushed, Marie was certain some of that flirting had to be successful.
 
   Still, Marie tried not to think about that. Tried and failed, actually. More and more frequently, the older woman had found herself imagining, and quite vividly, some of the exploits of her young charge. She had never been into girls before, but there was something about the deep plunging tops the girl wore, the tight, short skirts… and worse, the cloying, sweet-scented perfume. 
 
   There was something about that scent… it was almost bubblegum-like, that seemed to make Marie go almost insane. Just a week ago she had found a lollipop that smelled just like it while grocery shopping… She had spent the next hour in the store bathroom just sucking on it, slowly sliding her fingers along the outside of her sex, her tongue and her mind just taking it in.
 
   Stranger still, Marie never seemed worried about her reaction. True, she found it odd, but no matter how wet her own slit got as she imagined her student fucking and sucking her way across town, she never got really worked up about it. Even when the dreams started changing the way she thought as well.
 
   As it was, she was more concerned about falling asleep during a lesson than she was having her face pressed against those perfect, jiggling globes. Even though they had smelled so amazing… and they just drew in her eyes…
 
   "You can look all you want, Miss E, that's what I'm here for," she heard, watching intently as Erica adjusted her thin, clingy top.
 
   "E…excuse me?"
 
   "I said, I can't find the book, Miss E!"
 
   Marie blinked a few times, and then gave an uncharacteristic giggle. "Ohhh, of course, Erica. Um… tell you what; I'm feeling a little off today. Let's reschedule for tomorrow, ok?"
 
   The girl gave a dopey smile in return, nodding cutely in a way that seemed to shake her entire upper torso. 
 
   "You bet, Miss E! I'll see ya later!" 
 
   Without another word, the girl half sauntered, half skipped out of the house. Marie already had a hand down her pants before Erica had even cleared the door, her eyes locked on the teen's ass as she bounced away.
 
   The scent of Erica's perfume still filled the living room, and the older woman breathed it in with an almost slack-jawed expression. Mindlessly, almost instinctually, she slipped out of her clothes and climbed back on the couch. Fingers already working her dripping slit, Marie lowered her face down to where Erica was sitting, taking in the scent of the girl's pussy and perfume from where it had soaked in.
 
   Ass up, face down, she didn't even notice anyone walk in until she felt a pair of calloused, masculine hands grip her hips tightly. In her lust, she didn't care, continuing to rub her face on the slightly damp cloth. 
 
   Still, as she felt the warm throb of his cock pressing against her lust-slick lips, she reacted. Spreading out her legs as far as she could on the narrow cushions, she pushed her ass out invitingly. Just that movement alone was enough to push the first few inches of his member inside of her, and the sensations that erupted from it made her gasp… and giggle a little. 
 
   As he slammed into her, using her, Marie's mind flooded with memories of her daydream, and for the first time in her life, she found herself wishing she was now resting on a pair of massive, fat tits. She wanted that long blonde hair, and those puffy pink lips. She wanted to be the girl in her dream, and while he fucked her from behind, she acted like she was. 
 
   "Fuck me, Mr. Chambers! Fuck your slut!" she cried as she bounced her tight ass against his abs. 
 
   He didn't need a second invitation, and while his hands grasped at her small backside, his cock slammed in and out of her vigorously. All the while, Marie kept her face down against the cushion, soaking in the smell of another girl's juices and loving every bit of it. At the scent, her mind began to wander further, losing definition as the feeling of her man filling her took her over.
 
   Hands clenching on the soft couch, she pressed back against him. Her cries filled the room as she fucked herself against him, her climax screaming through her body even as she felt his member tense inside of her. Biting hard against the cushion, she shook and shivered as the warmth of his seed filled her being. Out of breath, and out of thoughts, Marie fell gasping onto the couch. 
 
   Greg was chuckling behind her, and the sound was like music to her beleaguered mind. "Goddamn, honey… looks like the time off is starting to help some things, huh?"
 
   For a moment, her mind was murky. Didn't he always fuck her like this? Didn't she love it every time? Then she remembered the fights, the sulking, the lack of intimacy they'd had for the past few months. 
 
   Her pride boiled up, and she wanted to walk away and get cleaned up. She hated making love like that… like animals. It was intensely degrading, and she had told him again and again that she'd never do it. In fact, she was tempted to turn around and give him a piece of her mind about his presumption.
 
   Then she remembered how she must have looked, presenting herself like a bitch in heat… how could he resist? With the scent of candy and sex still flooding her brain, she chided herself for being so frigid and even mean, especially to a man who had made her feel so deliciously good.
 
   "Mmmm… yeah. I just got done tutoring Erica and thought you could use a little surprise…" she murmured into the cushions she was still snuggling with. 
 
   "Trust me, Marie… I'm more than a little surprised," he said with an obvious smile, his hand tracing lazy circles over her firm backside. "So how is the little bimbo-in-training?"
 
   In her post sex haze, Marie thought he was talking about her for a second, and she found herself unexpectedly pleased by it.  "… Still hot, don't you think?"
 
   Greg raised an eyebrow at his girlfriend's response. Normally, at best Marie would be grumbling about the girl's growingly open sexuality, or at worst, yelling at Greg for debasing even a ditz like Erica by calling her a bimbo. Never in his life did he ever expect to hear his girlfriend referring to another girl as 'hot'. He felt his cock stiffen just thinking about it, and decided to ask a bit more.
 
   "I mean, yeah, if you're into that kind of thing. Which, I guess I am. I mean she does have some pretty amazing tits, especially for an eighteen year old. Honey, since when are you into girls?"
 
   Marie's anger flared as she realized he was talking about Erica instead of her. In a huff, she sprung to her feet, slapped him across the face and marched off… leaving a little trail of wet behind her. Speechless, Greg just watched her leave with an incredibly confused expression. 
 
   ***
 
   Hot water poured over Marie's body, and for a moment she could feel her head clear. The shower was just what she needed after what had happened, and before long she felt her anger subside somewhat. She was still angry, but more and more she found herself just mad at herself for over-reacting.
 
   Of course he wouldn't be referring to her when he said bimbo… She was much too intelligent for such a label, and she certainly didn't have the body to go with it. She even found she couldn't get too mad about him being attracted to Erica even. Simply thinking about the girl was enough to get Marie to consider making her shower less about cleanliness and much more about becoming dirtier.
 
   Again Marie found herself more than mildly boggled about the recent change in her attitude lately. Maybe the break really was good for her; a little breathing room to sort her thoughts out and become a bit more honest with herself. Maybe Erica… sweet, sexy, air-headed Erica was just the catalyst.
 
   Either way, by the time she stepped out of the shower, Marie felt infinitely better. As it was, she was already thinking of ways she could make up for her outburst with Greg… the thought made her knees weak with anticipation. 
 
   As she approached their bedroom, Marie could hear Greg talking on the phone. Not wanting to interrupt if it were something important, and certainly not because she would ever in a million years want to eavesdrop on purpose, Marie tiptoed up to the barely open door and waited.
 
   "… I know, I know… It's just, she slapped me today. I don't know how to react to it. One minute she's all sexy and sweet, and the next she's back to her old self…"
 
   Marie gasped as she realized Greg was talking to someone about her. Worse, he seemed to still be upset about earlier…
 
   "… Believe me, I understand these things take time. I just can't wait around much longer for her to change… Ok, ok… I appreciate it, and I think that's a great idea…. I look forward to it. Thanks again, bye." 
 
   He hung up, and Marie heard him approach the door. In a panic, she quickly and carefully ducked into the spare room, hoping that she could come up with a convincing story if he were to enter. Fortunately, he passed right by, and Marie gave a sigh of relief. 
 
   Heart pounding, she paced around the office, ending up at the window. Night had fallen, though the air that flowed into the house was warm. For a moment Marie considered taking a couple of shots of the town's peaceful skyline. In fact, she was already reaching for her camera case when she saw it: a light, just next door. 
 
   Out of reflex, Marie huddled down in the shadows of the office as a figure stepped into view. Of course… Erica. The older woman had never realized it before, but the way the two houses were set up, her office had a perfect line of sight right into the girl's bedroom. 
 
   For her part, Erica was entirely oblivious. She literally bounced around her room, talking excitedly with someone on the phone. With their houses so close together, Marie could plainly see the girl was blushing furiously, and she could even see the little points of the girl's nipples as they pressed out of the tight white tee shirt she was wearing. 
 
   Maybe it was the frustrations of the day, or the steady increase in her libido… whatever the reason, Marie found herself becoming incredibly turned on just watching her busty young neighbor prance about unaware. Kneeling on the soft carpet, Marie eased her thighs apart, running one soft hand up along her sensitive skin. 
 
   Her damp towel fell unnoticed, and as the wind tickled against her breasts, Marie shuddered. By the time Erica's call was over, the older woman was already teasing the lips of her sex, while her eyes stayed locked on the curvy girl. 
 
   Erica didn't notice, tossing down her phone with a giggle. Marie's heart caught in her chest when the girl wandered over to the window, though her fingers didn't stop their movements. Panting hard, both from the pleasure and the excitement of potentially being caught, Marie watched as Erica reached up and began to tug off her shirt.
 
   The older woman had always known that Erica's breasts had grown large, but as she saw the soft, pale globes finally exposed, she realized they were almost inhumanly big. The ditzy teen didn't seem to mind, immediately running her hands up along the curve of them and giggling when she reached her erect nipples. 
 
   Marie mimicked the act, cupping her small mounds in her hands and squeezing. The envy she felt for the younger girl was palpable, only eclipsed by the slow, powerful throb that seemed to run from her pussy to her mind. 
 
   After a few moments of toying and teasing her oversized chest, Erica turned and moved out of sight. Marie continued alternating between fingering her dripping slit and tugging on her little puffy nipples as she waited impatiently for the girl to return.
 
   "Come on, you little slut… give me a show," she whispered, roughly stroking her clit.
 
   Right on cue, Erica stepped back into view, holding what looked like a bottle of lotion in her hand. She had stripped entirely while she was away, and Marie felt her sex twitch in response to seeing the other girl's smooth, bare mound so plainly. 
 
   Erica poured a messy glob of lotion into her hand, tossing the bottle onto the bed behind her. Still facing the open window, she began to slather the stuff onto her chest. With each wet, glistening swipe across her massive tits, the girl's body shook. Before long, her thighs were pressed tightly together, and a little trickle of her arousal was slowly dripping down her leg. 
 
   That's when Marie saw the impossible happen. The girl's breasts, already large, seemed to almost grow before her eyes. It started with just a little more jiggle, and soon became more pronounced, as Erica's hands seemed to sink into her own pillowy titflesh. 
 
   A playful breeze kicked up as Marie stared rapt at the scene in front of her, and the strong scent of candy drifted over to her. The second it hit her senses, the older woman's hands went into overdrive. Two fingers pistoned inside her slit, her juices spilling to the floor beneath her. Her other hand was pulling hard at one of her small nipples, almost punishing herself for their lackluster size.
 
   Erica's chest, on the other hand, now seemed so large it pulled her down. Her tits rested on the window sill as she scooped up some of the lotion up off of her heaving mounds. Moaning loudly into the night air, the oversexed teen began rubbing the stuff over her lips, her tongue flicking out across them. 
 
   Marie watched as the girl's lips puffed up, much as her breasts had. Thick and pink, they fit snugly around her fingers as Erica began fucking her own mouth. Drool spilled out and splashed across her tits, and even that subtle sensation seemed enough to drive the girl insane. 
 
   In and out Erica's fingers moved, and Marie matched her rhythm thrust for thrust. She’d lost all sense of perspective, her entire focus locked on the bimbo teen and her massive breasts. Marie had never wanted anything so much as she wanted that little airhead’s big fat nipples in her mouth. 
 
   Erica began to moan louder, and that’s when Marie heard it…
 
   “Oh Greg… Fuck me, Greg… Fuck your little slut, Mr. Chambers…”
 
   The girl was fantasizing about her boyfriend, Marie realized. A flush of jealousy spread through her, but riding on that was an absolutely maddening rush of arousal. She couldn’t explain it, but knowing that that top-heavy, mindless little whore was getting herself off thinking of the man she’d fucked that day was like concentrated aphrodisiac.
 
   “Come on, you dumb little bitch… fuck yourself for him…” Marie whispered to herself as she began rubbing faster.
 
   Erica began to speed up as well, her tits jiggling with each rough motion. The display made Marie’s hips begin to buck wildly, to the point where she almost didn’t notice that the slutty teen was suddenly looking directly at her. 
 
   Marie’s heart stopped, but her hands did not. They locked eyes, both girls fucking themselves into a frenzy. It was Marie who broke contact first, though not out of shame. Instead, the climax that slammed into her body as she felt Erica’s gaze all over her was so much that she could barely keep upright. 
 
   Even with her eyes clenched tight, her body shaking with maddening orgasm, she could still hear the teen gasping in the night. It only served to keep her riding the waves of pleasure spilling throughout herself, as she was constantly bombarded with further audible proof of her own perversion.
 
   It didn’t last forever, though it certainly felt that way to her as it was happening. Gradually though, she felt the heat inside her die down, and soon she felt her rational mind return timidly. Slowly she opened her eyes, steeling herself to deal with the consequences of her own uncontrollable urges. Instead of a window full of Erica’s generous bosom, Marie was greeted by a closed window and a darkened room beyond it. 
 
   Where had Erica gone? Had she imagined it all somehow? Was she going insane? All these thoughts and more spun around and around inside her tired mind, being almost mocked by the small shudders that were still going through her. 
 
   “W-what the hell just happened?” 
 
   ***
 
   Exhausted and confused, Marie made her way downstairs. The virtual eternity spent fucking herself and dripping on the carpet had left her dehydrated, so she made a bee-line for the fridge. The moment she opened it, the sweet scent of candy hit her nostrils. There, on the center shelf, was a bottle of wine.
 
   “When did you get here?” she wondered out loud as she reached for it.
 
   The label called it ‘Obéissance de Jeunesse', and while the lid was still firmly sealed, the bottle seemed to be drenched that same obvious sweet scent. Rolling it over in her hand, she noticed there was a sticky note attached. 
 
   “Hey babe. Sorry for earlier… got this for you as an apology, since it’s your favorite. Forgive me? Love – Greg.”
 
   For a moment she frowned. This wasn’t her favorite. In fact, she’d never even heard of the stuff before today. Just another little slip up by her often inconsiderate boyfriend… Normally, even something little like this would be enough to get her to march upstairs and loudly correct him. Right then, though, she couldn’t help but think it was sweet.
 
   “So sweet…” she mumbled to herself, feeling her body begin to tingle enticingly.
 
   Almost in a daze, she opened the bottle. After a moment of half-heartedly looking around for a clean glass, she simply shrugged and took a swig. The second the taste hit her tongue she felt weak in the knees, and a shudder passed through her petite frame. 
 
   “Mmmmm… I guess this is my favorite after all…” she slurred, running her free hand up underneath her night shirt. 
 
   There was something about that scent, that irresistible candy-sweet aroma that just made her entire body shiver with need. It seemed so natural to touch herself, to tease her puffy little nipples as she messily downed the entire bottle of wine by herself. 
 
   It went straight to her head and her bare slit in equal measure, and for a moment she just stood there and reeled at the light-headed euphoria that was filling up her mind. Moist thighs rubbing together, she sucked on the bottle long after it was empty. It felt so good to have something hard sliding in and out of her drool-coated, sensitive lips that she couldn’t seem to stop herself.
 
   As she suckled, she tugged down her tight pajama pants, which fell to the floor in a pussy drenched heap. The moment they were off, her hand was right back between her legs, rubbing her little throbbing clit with mindless abandon.  All the while her thoughts were steadily growing simpler by the second, being happily surrendered into the growing cloud of slut and cute that had taken up residence where her intellect had been.
 
   Memories grew foggy and faded, only to be replaced with fantasies. Highlights of her career gave way to an overwhelming love of sucking cock, and years of college were being slowly converted to giggling thoughts of trying to remind herself to keep her tight little asshole lubed and ready.
 
   Each stroke of her fingers over her little bud sped up the process, until at last she felt her climax start to burn through her. Rather than succumb to the insane pleasure inside her, she held off, almost reluctantly pulling the bottle out of her mouth. Setting it on the floor beneath her, she could smell the scent of candy mingling with her own musky juices, and it made her drool and drip at the same time.
 
   The mix immediately brought the image of Erica to her mind, but something seemed strange. She couldn’t seem to remember exactly who the girl was… She was cute and busty and fun… Was she Marie’s girlfriend? From the way Marie’s slit quivered at the thought, she assumed it was true.
 
   Slowly Marie lowered herself down on the bottle, feeling the cool glass slide inside her needy little fuckhole. All the while, she imagined Erica watching her, the girl’s fat, jiggling tits hanging in front of Marie’s panting face. Up and down she bounced on the bottle, feeling her pleasure building as she thought of that delicious little slut and her fuckably curvy body…
 
   With a moan Marie began to cum, her juices trickling down over her impromptu fucktoy. As the sensations washed over her, she quickly pulled the bottle out from under her and  began licking the glass clean. Each lap at the musky mess just made her oversexed mind flood with fantasies of slurping away at Erica’s pussy.
 
   Want shifted to need as her continued stroking of her clit became even more fervent. Her orgasm seemed to stretch on, drowning out any thoughts of stopping with sheer animal lust. It only seemed to gain more intensity as it went on, until she thought she’d go insane. Moaning like a whore, eyes rolled back and body shaking from far too much arousal, Marie’s mind finally gave in completely. With a sigh, she fell to the floor, fading out of consciousness with a smile on her face.
 
    
 
   To be continued…
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Homeschool Bimbo – Part 2
 
    
 
   Sunlight streamed in through the window as her alarm went off. The scent of slut still filled the bedroom, and it was all she could do to keep her hands from roaming her tight, teenage body. Still, she knew she had to get up and get ready for… something?
 
   Marie’s hand flew to her head as a wave of dizziness went through her. Everything seemed off, somehow… from the twin sized bed she had slept in, all the way to her own petite, youthful body. She couldn’t seem to remember much about the night before, or really anything else besides the warm tingle between her legs. 
 
   Still confused, she got up and got dressed, managing to find an outfit in the room’s dresser. The clothes were unfamiliar, all pink and tight, the shorts clinging to her pert backside and pressing against her tingling sex with every step. The shirt wasn’t much better; covering her chest like a second skin and leaving her midriff bare. 
 
   The simple act of getting dressed was almost too much for her, and by the time she was just barely covered, she was nearly panting with need. The shorts were thin enough that she could rub herself from the outside, though she quickly had a large noticeable wet spot spreading on the bright pink cloth. The young girl was far from caring at this point though… it all felt too good to ever want to stop.
 
   It felt even better when she felt a pair of silky soft hands joining her own. They slid over her meager chest, gently pinching her stiff little nipples before sliding down towards Marie’s needy slit.
 
   “Good morning, cutie…” came Erica’s voice, sweet and playful.
 
   The sound of the other girl’s voice shook Marie out of her reverie, and she fell back down onto the bed. Erica took that as an invitation and flopped down next to her, cooing as she rubbed her heavy tits against the smaller girl. 
 
   “Wait… what’s… mmmf!” Marie’s words were cut short by a pair of pillowy soft lips pressing against her own. For a moment, all sense of concern flew right out the window, and she eagerly met Erica’s mouth with a moan. Still, a nagging part of herself resisted, and she managed to untangle herself from the busty teen.
 
   “Hold on a second… I don’t understand what’s going on… everything’s all foggy, and even my room feels strange. What are you doing here?”
 
   Erica tittered, kissing Marie’s neck in between words as she spoke. “Like, I was really confused today too… I came over for tutoring, and Greg told me that I totally had it all wrong. We fucked, and he said that *I* was supposed to be tutoring you! I’m such a ditz sometimes, you know?!”
 
   Marie filled with jealousy as she heard Erica say she’d fucked Greg, but in her hazy state, she could barely remember who the man was. Every time she tried to imagine him, her mind filled up with images of being on all fours and getting taken for all she was worth. 
 
   “Greg… who’s… who’s Greg, and why am I mad about you fucking him?” Marie asked, trying to keep her mind from drifting back to thoughts of cock and servitude. 
 
   “Ohmigod, you’re even more of a ditz than me! Greg is our boyfriend, silly! He totally prefers me, though. He said to me that he prefers girls with big tits and empty heads, and that I’m just about perfect.”
 
   Again, a pang of jealousy went through Marie, but Erica continued unabated.
 
   “It’s like, ok though. That’s why I’m gonna be tutoring you and stuff! I’m gonna make you like me, so he’ll want to fuck both of us… doesn’t that sound awesome?”
 
   Marie nodded, and she couldn’t help but agree. Her fantasies had shifted to include both her and Erica on their knees, both happily slurping away at Greg’s thick cock. In her daydream, her tits were round and heavy, wobbling beneath her body as she bobbed her head up and down in mindless lust.
 
   She was broken out of her thoughts by Erica pulling on her arm. Marie hadn’t even noticed the girl get up, and she found that her own hand had sunk down into her tight little shorts while she was fantasizing. Erica didn’t care though, and it seemed as though the teen bimbo had become well accustomed to the idea of a girl playing around with herself.
 
   Despite the allure of her own bare, wet slit, Marie found herself immediately complying with Erica’s pull. Part of her wanted nothing more than to simply fuck herself in bed all day, but the bigger part of her knew that doing what she was told felt sooo much better.
 
   ***
 
   Erica giggled and tugged the petite girl into the house. Marie followed along obediently, her eyes glued to the top-heavy teen’s perfectly round ass. She didn’t know what the other girl had in mind, but she was more than willing to follow those luscious curves anywhere. Besides, it felt so good to just let someone else lead… relaxing even, and strangely hot.
 
   Though her mind was still fuzzy, she could swear she was a lot more assertive than this. Still, every time Erica pulled her along it felt like the most natural, sexy thing in the world to just nod and surrender. It was that strange enjoyment of obedience that managed to keep her from finding some excuse to go hide and touch herself, though she could feel her body shaking with need.
 
   “As I saying,” Erica began as they reached the kitchen, “You might be able to get a girl like me riled and ready, but that’s not hard.”
 
   Marie gasped as the busty girl opened the fridge and bent down inside of it. She could plainly see the girl’s pussy dribbling down her thighs as Erica’s tiny, frilly skirt rode up. It was all the girl could do not to fall to her knees behind the older teen and lick her way up to that sweet, dripping prize. 
 
   Erica continued on unaware, bringing up two bright pink drinks. “So this stuff is sooo good! Plus, it’ll help you with all your, like, boy troubles.”
 
   Marie took the cold can of soda and looked at Erica quizzically, though her eyes kept drifting down to the girl’s erect nipples.
 
   The older girl smiled and leaned in conspiratorially whispered, “It makes your titties bigger.”
 
   Marie flushed, looking down at Erica’s massive globes with envy. The way they stuck out from her body, round and impossibly perky, made Marie more than willing to try anything she could to replicate the other girl’s success. Slowly she popped open the soda and took her first swig.
 
   The taste flooded into her mouth, all the way throughout her body. Everything tickled and tingled, and Marie found herself shivering a bit as her knees rubbed together. Eyes rolling back in her head, she tipped back the rest of the drink, spilling streams of the fizzy beverage down her chest.
 
   Erica had managed to hold back a while, just watching as her friend chugged. Once the scent of candy hit her nose though, she found herself getting closer step by step. Taking the now empty can from Marie’s slack fingers, Erica took the bottom of the girl’s wet shirt in her hands and peeled the drenched cloth off inch by inch.
 
   Marie simply shook in place, her mind overwhelmed by the sensations washing through her. Her already hazy thoughts slowed more so, her attempts at reasonable, intelligent consideration being muffled by the dripping want between her legs. It felt as though a weight was being lifted from her consciousness, and a lazy smile spread on her face as her brain filled up with sex and fluff.
 
   Even the feeling of Erica’s soft hands roaming her small body wasn’t enough to shake her out of the intensity of her internal shift. It wasn’t until she felt the wet warmth of the girl’s thick lips enveloping her stiff little nipple that her eyes fluttered open at all.
 
   Marie looked down slowly, dreamily watching as the older girl suckled on her breast. The feeling of skilled, enthusiastic tongue and thick, cock-sucking lips were almost too much for the young girl, and she held onto Erica’s shoulders to steady herself. Wobbling in place already, her entire body screaming out to be fucked, Marie nearly passed out as she felt the first throbs of growth on her chest. 
 
   The first pulse hit hard, and she cried out loudly in animal lust, her hands tugging Erica’s head closer. The motion caused her body to shake, and Marie giggled as she felt the first jiggle of her expanding bust. 
 
   Erica didn’t stop for a moment, not even when Marie’s growing tits began to push back on her face. The taste of that delicious drink combined with warm, sweet nipple in her mouth, and the airheaded girl found she either couldn’t or didn’t want to think about anything else. As it was, just from the little drip of sugary soda into her eager lips was enough to cause her own massive chest to begin growing beneath her, taking precious bits of her remaining IQ with it. 
 
   After what seemed like forever, Marie slowly pushed Erica away. It wasn’t that she was done with the girl, far from it. In fact, it took all of her meager will power not to just fall to the floor with her and make an even bigger mess than they already had. Still, she had to see just how much she’d grown up.
 
   As soon as she had been pushed away, Erica crawled over to the fridge. She felt her fat nipples dragging against the kitchen floor, and the sensation was almost enough to get her off right then and there. She managed to hold out just long enough to get another cold can out of the fridge…
 
   ***
 
   Marie stared at herself with open mouthed wonder… she was an utter bombshell. Her waifish, petite frame had given way to soft, womanly curves. Even her pose was changed,  and she found herself leaning forward and pushing her ass back, giving herself a damn good view of her new tits in the full length mirror. 
 
   Her new, massive breasts dominated the reflection, seeming to draw every bit of her gaze. She felt it internally as well, the constant irresistible tingles of her jiggling globes were more than enough to keep her thinking about nothing else.
 
   They pushed out from her body, heavy but perky. Perfectly round, and peaked with perpetually stiff, thick nipples, they looked for all the world like the world’s best implant job. The felt completely real to her though, and as she reached up to knead and grope at them, Marie couldn’t help but moan.
 
   The sound caught her off-guard. Even with her sudden endowments, she hadn’t expected her voice to sound so… slutty. 
 
   “My name is Marie, and I’m a…”
 
   She paused, letting the sexy, breathy sound of her own fuckdoll voice fill her ears.
 
   “I’m a… I’m a… dirty, cheap whore.”
 
   She shuddered as she spoke, her whole self reeling from the way the words hit her. She didn’t simply hear them, she felt them. It wasn’t simply playful or testing anymore… it was an affirmation.
 
   She leaned in more, nearly pressing her tits against the reflective surface. “I’m a little teen slut… a hot piece of ass… a cute, fuckably dumb bimbo with great big tits and… and… ohmigod!!”
 
   The climax came fast and hard, almost like a reward for her newfound honesty. For all its intensity, it had come purely from her own words, and her hot little hands grabbing her breasts. Rather than satisfy her, or wear her out, Marie found her need to be fucked had become even stronger than before, and she staggered back out to the kitchen to find her friend.
 
   Erica was sprawled out on the linoleum, her legs spread wide. She was currently fucking herself with a big, thick cucumber while messily pouring more Bimpop into her mouth. Every inch of her was covered in the sticky stuff, including her inhumanly large tits. 
 
   It was those that Marie homed in on, sliding her own sweat-soaked body against the dripping teen. Starting down at the girl’s soft belly, Marie ran her tongue up Erica’s wet skin, until she began lapping her way up a single massive breast. 
 
   Erica hadn’t stopped fucking herself for even a moment, and as Marie started to suck and lick at one of her hypersensitive nipples, she only began to move faster and more zealously. Both girls gasped and moaned as the curves of their bodies writhed against each other, their fat tits pressed together as they squirmed.
 
   Marie licked up the errant streams of Bimpop off of Erica’s tits, loving the way it made her own breasts jiggle with new growth. She didn’t care that she’d have trouble standing straight, let alone getting anyone to consider her beyond her massive bust… quite the opposite. Right then, she loved the idea of someone treating her as just another pair of tits to stare at and use.
 
   It’s why, despite the fact that her body cried out for pleasure, and her bare pussy throbbed with need, she continued to mindlessly slurp away at Erica instead. For her part, Erica seemed to appreciate it, her hips bucking upward as she slammed the big, bumpy vegetable inside of her. Still… it wasn’t quite enough.
 
   As soon as Marie felt the pressure of Erica’s hand on the top of her empty head, she knew what the other girl wanted.  She couldn’t remember ever having gone down on another woman before, but she was literally drooling by the time her face was lined up right next to Erica’s sopping pussy.
 
   Without a word she dove right in, licking clumsily at the other girl’s tiny bud. Erica seemed to like it though, and she cried out Greg’s name as Marie went down on her. Every slurp Marie performed slid her bulging tits against Erica’s smooth legs, and before long the girl had mastered the art of teasing her own nipples as she pleasured her tutor. 
 
   Marie wasn’t the only one enjoying her own jiggling breasts, however. Erica had a hand on each of her tits and was steadily tugging on her teats, almost milking the thick, rubbery nipples. With all the stimulation, it didn’t take Erica long to get off, and she wrapped her thighs tightly around Marie’s head as she began to shudder and shake.
 
   Marie’s eyes rolled back in her head as the other girl came against her face. The heady aroma of sugary sweet candy and sheer lustful musk was too much for her, and she felt her own body respond in kind. Clutching tightly at Erica’s legs, she felt her orgasm wash over her, even as she still mindlessly kissed and licked at the teen’s slit.
 
    
 
    
 
   Hours passed before the girls were finally able to pull themselves to their feet. The aroma of slut and candy filled the kitchen and coated them both, and it took all they had not to go back to licking it off of each other.
 
   “Those drinks are like, amazing and stuff. I feel… oh god… I feel like… I don’t even know, but it’s soooo good!” Marie said with a giggle. 
 
   Everything felt so bubbly and tingly and good… even more so when Marie looked down and noticed her great big tits trying to pull her back down to all fours.
 
   “Look at my titties, ‘Rica! They’re so big!”
 
   Erica stood up slowly, having to hold herself up with the counter. Even then, her ability to simply stand was greatly hampered by the insatiable flesh of her impossible breasts. 
 
   “Mmmm… Lookin’ good…” was all Erica managed to say before they both embraced, their lips meeting immediately. 
 
   Hungrily they kissed each other, their lips almost as sensitive as their breasts had become. Still, after a few delicious moments Erica pushed Marie back.
 
   “Wait a sec, cutie...” she mumbled as she looked at the clock on the microwave. “It’s time… our man is home.”
 
   Marie felt light-headed as she imagined Greg seeing her brand new tits for the very first time. It was with a big grin on her cute little bimbo face that she happily let Erica lead her off to go get ready.
 
   ***
 
   Greg was waiting in the living room when both girls came teetering in. Erica had gone all out with their outfits. Each girl had on a tight, short skirt that was just long enough to barely cover their jiggling, round asses, and only if they didn’t move at all in them. From the front, each girl’s see-through panties could plainly be seen peeking out, as well as the musky, sweet juices dribbling perpetually down their thighs.
 
   Erica was wearing a tight pink shirt that did little to hide her massive chest, and each shake of her breasts caused the girl to cry out. As such, just walking in the room made it sound as though she were being used in a very pleasurable way.
 
   Marie had on a similar shirt, though on hers the words ‘Daddy’s Little Whore’ were printed in playfully bright letters. The title fit very well with her youthful face, her long blonde pigtails and the way she couldn’t seem to stop sucking on her thumb for more than a few seconds at best. 
 
   Both girls bore a dim expression, their big blue eyes showing little to no signs of intelligence beyond the most simplest of sexual wants. In fact, even as Greg ushered them into the center of the living room, he had to stop the girls from simply falling to the floor and fucking each other. 
 
   Once they were situated and somewhat calm, he turned to Marie and showed her something that had been sitting on the table in front of him. 
 
   “Tell me, do you remember what this is, cutie?”
 
   Marie shuddered with lust at the man calling her ‘cutie’, and he had to hold her back from crawling over between his legs. Eventually though, her big dim eyes landed on the object, and her eyebrows bunched up as she stared at it.
 
   It looked so familiar, and so very important, but for the life of her, Marie couldn’t figure out exactly what it was. 
 
   “Is it… is it like a sex toy or something? I sure do like toys…” she cooed, one hand straying under her too-tight skirt. 
 
   Greg laughed, and the sound sent a thousand little tingles down both girls’ spines.
 
   “Well, in a manner of speaking, it kind of is. This is a camera. A very well-made, professional grade camera in fact, and it’s perfect for anyone who wants to make a living from taking pictures.”
 
   Marie’s eyes widened. She knew the camera was special to her somehow, and her mind and heart raced as she struggled to figure out what it meant.
 
   “I-I know that thingy! It’s mine, right? What did I use it for?” She paused, thinking about all the things she liked to do. “Do… do you want to take pictures of us when we, like, fuck and stuff? I bet we could be really sexy and like, people would want to see us.”
 
   Greg clapped, and Marie thought she’d cum right then. “That’s exactly right, sweetheart. You and Erica are going to make us all a ton of money, and we can buy a big house that all three of us can live in. Maybe we can even find a few more girls who’d like to come play too.”
 
   Marie nodded vigorously, blushing as she thought of even more girls getting great big titties and messy wet fuckholes like she did.  She still felt a pang of jealousy as she thought of Greg fucking even more random girls, but she thought of how good it’d make him feel, and that made her just happy all over. 
 
   He handed her the camera, making sure to take off the lens cap and show her several times the button that she’d have to press to take the picture. Then, when he felt she was ready, he gestured for Erica to come to him. 
 
   The busty girl had been kneeling off to the side, her gaze switching between Marie’s bouncing backside and Greg’s growing erection. All the while she’d been rubbing her hot little clit, barely able to keep her whorish moaning in check. She leapt up the moment he motioned for her, and climbed into his lap with a gasp. 
 
   As their hands began to explore each other, Marie stood by with the camera. Snapping shots with one hand, her other had sunk down between her legs. No matter how much her knees buckled from the need, she still kept taking pictures. Strangely enough, she was finding it easy to find just the right angle to show off Erica’s pussy, or Greg’s hard, throbbing cock. Much like stroking her own little clit, it just seemed to come naturally to her. 
 
   Eventually though, he pulled Erica off of him, letting her settle in next to him on the couch. She sat there with her legs spread wide, shamelessly stroking her slit and groping her massive tits. 
 
   He looked up at Marie, and her heart began to pound. She was still happily touching herself, and she could feel his gaze like a silky soft touch as it ran down her teenage body. As his eyes came to rest on her puffy, bare lips, she let out a deep moan, and he smiled at the trickle of need that went sliding down her leg.
 
   Gently he pulled the camera from her hand and she fell into his arms. Her breasts came between them, and the firm pressure of them being squeezed practically melted her mind. Holding her close, she felt the hot throb of his cock sliding up against her sex, teasing her with its proximity. 
 
   “Tell me, Marie… what are you?”
 
   “I’m a slut… a whore… I’m a dumb, little wet fucktoy… I’m yours….!”
 
   She felt him enter her and her mind went blank with lust. This was it, this was what she wanted, what she needed more than anything. 
 
   “Yes…. Yes you are.”
 
    
 
   Business was booming, and Greg had made sure all the money from their very successful website had gone towards making their lives a lot more fun. Their house was massive, and included several multi-person baths and even better, several empty rooms waiting to be filled. 
 
   Marie had taken to chatting up the neighbor girl, an eighteen year old just out of high school who was looking into going on to college. The teen had had some trouble adjusting to her new neighbor’s rather excessive sexuality, but a few glasses of wine and she had begun to readjust her point of view. 
 
   Having caught the girl, both on camera and in person, touching herself in plain view multiple times, Marie knew it was just the right time to expand the company… and her special family. With a six pack of bright pink drinks, she headed over to the girl’s house… She had so much to teach her.
 
   ***
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Delinquent Urges
 
    
 
   Samantha staggered through the halls, her balance thrown off by her randomly expanding tits as well as her glittery pink stiletto heels. The loudly buzzing toys buzzing inside both her holes, just barely held inside by her cheap panties, certainly didn’t help matters much, but the former principal was beyond the presence of mind to pull them out.
 
   As it was, thinking about anything other than being the perfect bimbo fucktoy, and steadily changing each of her remaining students into the same, was more than her fluff-stuffed head could manage. To make matters worse, every nearly-involuntary use of the power pulsing through her only made continued bursts all the more irresistible, and the changes in herself more pronounced.
 
   Every part of her just screamed out ‘fuck me!’ to anyone who looked, and the message was hard to say no to. Gone was her crisp and contained suit jacket and dress shirt, replaced by a tube top that was skanky by streetwalker standards. The flimsy material, nearly transparent and speckled with holes, was stretched tight over two impossibly large, bouncing breasts that seemed to proceed the woman by a good few seconds.
 
   Below the belt was no better, her round, wiggling ass half-heartedly covered by an equally poor quality tartan skirt. This left her thong plainly visible, both above and below the tiny area covered by her abbreviated skirt, and the twin toys inside her were plainly presented. On her back, right above the strings of her thong were the words ‘Teacher’s Pet’ tattooed in swirling, girly script.
 
   No part of her escaped transformation, her nails having grown long and fake, shining with an almost fluorescent pink. That same shade coated her plump, swollen lips; drawing attention to her fuck-doll face and her dim, eager expression. Dark blush and eye-shadow completed the effect of making Samantha look like a cheap slut, along with her long, swaying blonde pigtails.
 
   Along with her self-control and most of her intellect, Samantha was also rapidly losing her ability to stay unnoticed and anonymous among the students, though the ones who noticed her either took her up on her offers, or dismissed her as some new random school slut – a fairly common thing anymore. Rarely did it go much farther than that, until today.
 
   “God, look at her..” Janice said with obvious disgust. Her two cronies turned and stared at the object of their mistress’s scorn. Each echoed Janice’s sneer with equal ease, both being well accustomed to making sure they were doing just what the older girl wanted. “I know this is a public school, but you’d think we’d have some standards.”
 
   Janice, the leader, was head of Halford High’s ‘Morality Club’. The group was dedicated to making sure people remembered and adhered to older values, and if necessary, to shame those that did not. More often than not, however, it ended up being little more than a chance for the girls to feel constantly morally superior to their peers. It felt good to control the school.
 
   Short and feisty, the redhead wore her opinions as both sword and shield, attacking others with them while touting them as unassailable. As such, she wasn’t the least bit self-conscious over wearing a t-shirt with the phrase ‘Save yourself for marriage!’, nor handing out flyers promoting a similar message.
 
   “I bet you she’s some kind of dirty lesbian, or at least bi. Dressed like that, you can tell she isn’t picky. Gross,” said Marissa, outdoing Janice with how horrified she sounded at the sight of Samantha’s barely covered bimbo body.
 
   Marissa had joined up in the Morality Club not for popularity, although Janice’s rich family made sure that was always a factor, but because she wanted to make sure the faculty didn’t roll over and let gays and lesbians become ubiquitous in her  school. Bad enough they were somehow convincing people it was okay for them to marry without having to deal with them in the classrooms too.
 
   Just like her parents and the rest of her family, Marissa fought for family values, and the thought that freaks like that would be allowed in the same school… even the same showers after gym as her was enough to make her shudder. Thankfully, she’d never had to deal with any oddities like that in the volleyball team, but she was ever vigilant.
 
   “M-maybe it’s some kind of prank or something?” muttered Julie, regretting her words the moment they left her mouth. Both the older girls turned on her for attempting to justify the busty pariah walking past… There was no room for understanding in the Morality Club, only blind righteousness.
 
   Janice didn’t bother reprimanding the shy blonde, instead just fixing her with a quick disappointed glance that made her sink back into her hoodie. Marissa didn’t have the same level of restraint, however.
 
   “Some kind of prank? What kind of bullshit is that? You know what I think? I think you like what you see… that it?” Marissa said, towering over the petite girl.
 
   “N-no! You’re r-right! She’s obviously some kind of, I dunno, hooker or something!” Julie stammered, blushing.
 
   The truth was, she had joined the club for very different reasons from the others. Julie had had the hots for Marissa for years, and while she knew confessing her feelings would be more than just social suicide, she still enjoyed being around the blustery girl. There was something about how forceful and commanding Marissa could be that just made Julie quiver with unchecked lust.
 
   Thankfully, her thick hoodie hid the way her nipples stiffened at the harsh words, just as her shy nature helped to hide the heavy blush that set in all over her under that unwavering stare.
 
   “You’re damn right… probably some cheap teenage whore just wandering in off the street. I’m surprised she hasn’t been reported, or even arrested yet,” Marissa said, her attention once more on the jiggling, staggering figure.
 
   Samantha heard each of the girls, and every part of her lit up with pleasure at their attention. Before she knew it, tendrils of her power had floated out to each of them, sinking into them and glowing hot. The teens didn’t see a thing, though they each felt it in their way, the unmistakable thrum of primal potency.
 
   Gasping, the former principal tried to reel the energy back in, and while she stopped what would’ve been a full blown orgy, she could still see a little faded node in each girl’s heart; a seed of change, waiting to blossom. Before she could attempted to remedy that, she bumped right into the sweat soaked muscles of Derrick, quarterback of the Halford High football team. 
 
   All sense of focus flitted from her mind as she took in his masculine scent, twirling one of her pigtails as she thrust out her chest. He didn’t say a word, simply leaning in to begin kissing his way down to her chest. Within moments that simply wasn’t enough, and he practically carried her off down the hall. She giggled mindlessly the entire way, especially when the movement pulled her shirt up and set one of her fat tits free.
 
   Janice’s scowl deepened, and not just because of the lurid display of flesh she had seen. While she was all about defending morality and inflicting it on others, she had held a long standing lust for Derrick Chambers, and he had been the only boy she had ever imagined when she lost control enough to touch herself from time to time. She felt guilty about it, but there was something about the football team that just pushed past her defenses in a big way.
 
   “Definitely bi. Ugh, what a slut,” Marissa said, hefting her backpack and getting ready to head to class. In her mind, she couldn’t forget the way Samantha had strutted down the hall, her sex-soaked panties clearly visible, and her tits bouncing enticingly with every step. Now though, in addition to the usual pit of disgust she always felt, the boisterous teen found herself suddenly tingling in a very unusual way.
 
   Janice nodded as she also readied her things. “I bet she’s just going to let him do anything he wants to her… Probably just share me with the whole team.” Her voice lacked its usual edge. Still, she was grateful none of the girls noticed the slip… She’d never live it down. Still, she was even more thankful no one could see into her head right then, and see the little daydream she was having of being fucked and passed around again and again.
 
   “Yeah… you guys are both right…” Julie muttered, giving her default answer for most conversations while adjusting her hoodie. The thing suddenly seemed too covering to be comfortable, too stuffy. She reached down and tugged it up a bit, not noticing her shirt coming with it. Still, revealing her belly button for a moment was enough to help make the feeling of discomfort pass, and she was able to put it out of her head.
 
   ***
 
   Everything was just a little off for Janice the rest of the day. More than once she found herself eyeing some hunk just a bit too long, or indulging in just one more daydream instead of paying attention to class. Even other people seemed different to her now, and more than one of her peers sheepishly asked if her shirt should have the word sex on it so prominently.
 
   “Have sex after marriage!” it said, and while some people argued that it seemed pro-sex, Janice firmly disagreed. Besides, she argued, it was perfectly alright for a married couple to enjoy themselves. Still, whether from the fantasies or the constant mention of coitus, Janice was a fidgety, wound up mess by the time school got out. She thanked god there wasn’t any club meeting today, which meant she could go straight home and probably take a nice long nap.
 
   Only, that wasn’t at all what she ended up doing. Making sure she wasn’t seen, Janice slipped out of the main hall out the back way to avoid the crowds. The only people who spotted her were a couple of half-baked burnouts, and they weren’t likely to spread word of what they had seen. So it was that the teen was able to slip, largely undetected, under the bleachers right next to the football field.
 
   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.
 
   Shaking, Janice went limp against the beam behind her, her sex dribbling out onto her damp backpack. Every part of her thrummed with pleasure and the naughty realization of what she had just done… just like every other time she fucked herself stupid under the bleachers. Reaching up, she licked her fingers clean in a tired, lazy way, reveling in the fact that she looked for all the world as if she had just been used in the dirtiest way.
 
   Still, she couldn’t help but feel a little bit ashamed. She knew her friends counted on her to be their moral compass, and it was truly hard to honestly be that when she came out here to masturbate constantly. She just couldn’t help herself… once her pussy started to tingle, her mind just went right out the window.
 
   Sighing, and promising again that she’d never, ever come back out here, Janice stood up and pulled on her shorts, loving the way the soft cloth felt against her bare slit. More than that, she loved the way they rode up, showing off the plump lips of her sex as well as the soft curve of her ass as she strutted around the school. She knew it undermined her mission of morality a little, but she just couldn’t say no to the way it made her feel.
 
   Opening her backpack, Janice fished out her mirror. She was pleased to see her make up hadn’t been mussed by her play, and if anything, the glistening red of the lipstick on her full, pouting lips looked better than ever. She spent a few moments making faces at her reflection, practicing her ‘come hither’ look, just as much as her ‘Please, let me suck you off!’ face. 
 
   Satisfied that she looked presentable, Janice stowed her things and adjusted her shirt. She knew the garment was a little small for her somewhat large bust, but she just figured it helped to bring attention to her message. “Sex after marriage, masturbation right now”. Sure, some people thought it was too extreme, but Janice knew you had to be in order to induce change. Besides, the thought that people might be thinking of her and touching themselves never failed to send a thrill through her, straight to her overactive pussy.
 
   As such, she was grinning as she made her way to the school parking lot, loving the looks she got from everyone on the way. She just wished she didn’t have to hide how much she wanted to reward those looks in the dirtiest ways possible.
 
   ***
 
   Marissa stomped through the hallway, her eyes darting around angrily. For some reason she felt extra aware of the possibility of carnal female attention, and the thought of some lezzie bitch checking her out had made her more than agitated. Already she could imagine some soft, sweet girl staring at her ass… squeezing her tits… putting her in her place…
 
   Shaking her head, Marissa blinked in confusion. This wasn’t the first time she’d accidentally imagined some deviant slut coming on to her, but in her usual daydreams, she rebukes the other girl with extreme prejudice. This time, however, she could very vividly imagine herself meekly falling to her hands and knees, slowly crawling in between a pair of smooth thighs.
 
   “Ugh… damn perverts are getting to me,” she muttered, moving on. Each girl she passed on the way to volleyball practice got a long look from Marissa, her eyes dragging slowly over their tight, feminine bodies. With every stare she got a brief fantasy of each girl, nude and standing over her, and by the time she reached the gymnasium she was blushing ferociously.
 
   She wasn’t sure how she had lost the time, but the girls had already all taken their position when Marissa arrived. Changing quickly, she only had half a second to frown about how wet she was before she jogged out onto the court. After that, she had what seemed like an eternity to realize just how tight and small the shorts all the other girls were wearing, and the effect they had on her.
 
   Lithe and athletic, the team ran and bounced, and Marissa’s gaze followed them all the way. Distracted and uncharacteristically clumsy, the tall girl found herself stumbling to the floor again and again. Still, it was only when she crashed into Holly, the top-heavy blocker that she really realized something was wrong.
 
   For a moment there was confusion. All of her senses were taken up by the feeling of warm, soft flesh pressing against her chest and face, coupled with the scent of flowery deodorant and sweet sweat. Then, they both hit the floor, their limbs entangled. Holly recovered first, giggling and pulling her shirt back into place while Marissa just watched rapt.
 
   It had been brief, but just that merest sight of the busty girl’s plain white bra had driven Marissa to almost frightening levels of arousal. No longer was it a simple fantasy, she could plainly feel her lust beginning to soak through her uniform shorts, and her nipples were stiff and throbbing.
 
   Worse, Holly’s laughing response had been so adorable, so attractive to Marissa that she found her heart beating with sheer, shameful attraction. Before she realized what she was doing, before she could stop herself, Marissa leaned in and planted her lips on Holly’s mouth. Both girls’ eyes widened at the same time, and when it dawned on her the gravity of what she had just done, Marissa stood up and bolted to the locker room.
 
   Sitting on one of the benches, she slipped a hand down into her soaked shorts and rubbed her pussy. She was replaying the scene in her head again and again, unable to get the taste of candy scented lip gloss out of her mind. Even so, she was chastising herself again and again, even beginning to think she had lost her mind.
 
   “Hey…  I thought you’d still be in here,” came Holly’s voice behind her. Startled, Marissa quickly pulled her hand out from between her legs, hastily trying to wipe her fingers clean on the bench before the other girl could tell what she was doing.
 
   “D-don’t get the wrong idea,” Marissa said, standing up and squaring her shoulders. “I was just stunned from the fall. Besides, I think it was you who kissed me! Yeah, you’re the dirty lesbian!”
 
   Before the girl could take another breath and prepare another salvo, Holly stepped forward and pressed her lips to Marissa’s. Stiffening for a moment, the brusque teen gave way; melting against Holly’s curvy body and running her hands up to the girl’s backside. 
 
   Marissa’s eyes rolled back in her head as she squeezed Holly’s plush, round ass. It was so soft, so unmistakably feminine, and coupled with the gentle pressure of the other girl’s heavy bust against her, there was no escaping the facts. Marissa wanted another girl, and she wanted her bad.
 
   Holly broke the kiss slowly, leaning back a bit to grin. “You know, for all the talking you do about hating lesbians and all that, you sure know how to kiss a girl.” Marissa blushed, more so as Holly’s hands began to mimic the actions of her own. “Let’s find out what other things you know how to do.”
 
   Marissa nodded, falling reverently to her knees in front of the curvy girl. Reaching up, she gripped Holly’s spandex shorts, tugging them down to reveal a bare, shaved pussy dripping with need. Licking her lips both in nervousness and anticipation, she waited as the other girl sat down and spread her thighs.
 
   Flashes of earlier fantasies went through her head as Marissa fell to her knees, and she was shaking as she crawled forward. Holly had leaned back, giving the teen easy access to her glistening clit, and Marissa took full advantage. As her tongue made contact for the first time with another girl’s wet, musky sex, she felt her mind fog over.
 
   Inwardly she chastised herself further, never letting her thoughts get in the way of her eager and energetic licking. She couldn’t believe after all these times of servicing the volleyball team that she still got so nervous and insecure. Still, she was grateful they didn’t judge her for how hard she got off on lapping away at pussy, nor the way she liked them to talk to her as she did so.
 
   “Come on, you filthy little lezzie!” Holly half-shouted down to her. Reaching down, she took a handful of Marissa’s hair, tugging the girl hard against her shaved sex. The crawling teen shuddered in a sudden climax, a common and frequent reaction to the shame and abuse she begged them to inflict on her.
 
   “Y-yes, ma’am!” Marissa stammered, working her tongue even faster. She could hear the other girls start to mill in, forming an impromptu line. Just like they had every other day, as far back as they could remember, each teen was happy to wait her turn with the slut; just as she was happy to serve.
 
   ***
 
   Julie hung out by her locker after her friends left, still fidgeting in her bulky hoodie. The thing had always been armor of sorts, something she could halfway hide in when her friends really went crazy. Now it felt like a straight jacket, constricting on even her petite form. As such, for the first time in high school, the young blonde stripped it off and stowed it in her locker. 
 
   The effect was immediate and intense. Not just the feeling of being free of the binding garment, but also the act of stripping it off had felt energizing, exciting, and strangely enough, arousing. Standing there in her usual t-shirt and jeans, the young girl couldn’t help but blush at the thrill going through her for being so exposed.
 
   Unlike Marissa, Julie had never really had much else to do after school. True, she stayed after if there was ever a club meeting, and she sometimes would go and spectate the volleyball practice from time to time. Today though, her afternoon was entirely open, and for some reason she was unusually pleased about that fact.
 
   Head high, the petite blonde almost strutted out the front door of the school, unaware of the sway she was putting in her hips, or the flirty smile on her face. Even when she reached the street corner and began fanning her t-shirt to cool herself off, revealing her bare belly to anyone passing by she thought nothing of it.
 
   She was doing just that, the bottom of her shirt rising up a little higher with each flap, when a man drove up. Stopping at the stoplight, he looked over, a smile spreading on his face when he realized he could easily see up the girl’s shirt every time she tugged up.
 
   “Hey, sweetheart… whatcha doin’ there?”
 
   The sound of the man’s voice got Julie’s attention, at least enough to realize she had been just standing there for longer than she knew. Normally a random person talking to her was enough to send her running, but this time she felt different… this time she felt playful. The next time she fanned her shirt up, she made sure it was just high enough to show off the firm roundness of her breasts from below, and the sudden inhalation she heard from the man in the car made her shudder with a sudden burst of pleasure.
 
   “I’m just tryin’ to keep cool. I’m feeling sorta… hot today, you know?” she said, fixing him with a wink and a smirk. The guy was nothing special looking, and while Julie was happily bi, he was a little sleazy looking for her tastes. Still, like everything else that day, he just seemed to be strangely compelling, especially with the blatant way his eyes drank in her body.
 
   “Baby, I wouldn’t stop at ‘sorta’ hot… I mean, sure, you ain’t got a decent rack or nothing, but an ass like that is still a money maker. Say… you lookin’ for work?” he asked, again looking her up and down, sizing her up.
 
   Julie’s breath had grown a little ragged, every inch of her tingling and sensitive. Worse, she could feel her jeans holding just a little too tight against her legs and backside, becoming just as constrictive as her hoodie had felt. Reaching down, she popped open the button on her pants, the pressure easing off a little.
 
   Before she could answer the man, another car pulled up behind him, the driver honking angrily. Leaning out of his car, cursing, the man slipped Julie a business card. “Hey, gotta run. Gimme a call if you’re looking to make quick cash. Fresh girl like you, the guys’ll just eat you up! Ciao!”
 
   As the cars passed, Julie looked down at the little slip of paper. “The Teacher’s Lounge” it said, “Premier Gentleman’s Club specializing in the youngest legal teens in the country!” For a moment Julie just read and re-read the card, the words not really sinking in. Even after it occurred to her that she had just been scouted for a strip club, or worse, she didn’t have the reaction she expected.
 
   Instead of disgust, offense, or even simple aversion, Julie found herself… curious. While she harbored no illusions about actually taking up the man on the offer, the idea of being up on a stage in front of countless lustful faces, all of them watching as she peeled her clothing off piece by piece… it sent a shiver down her spine, straight to her sex.
 
   Still mulling it over, she walked the rest of the way home, unaware that she had been slowly inching her pants down bit by bit as she did so.
 
   ***
 
   The girls were much less boisterous, and much more distracted as they met up the next day. Janice spent most of the time alternating between fixing her make up, and rubbing her pussy through the hole she had cut in the pocket of her shorts. Her shirt today was a bit harder to defend than the others, with the words “Save your sex for marriage, do anal instead” written across her chest. Though they pretended not to notice her actions or her clothes, both of the other girls were well aware of their leader’s addiction to getting herself off, and to be honest, they both thought it was kind of hot. 
 
   Marissa especially found it hard to take her eyes off of Janice’s activities, just as she found it hard not to drop to her knees and beg to be allowed to help out. She could even smell Janice’s arousal in the air, and it had gradually reduced her into a fidgeting, dripping, obedient mess. Worse, Julie had dressed herself down for the first time since they could all remember, and Marissa couldn’t help staring, and stutteringly asking if there were anything she could do for the petite girl.
 
   “Gawd, Marissa. If you wanna lick my pussy so bad, just say so!” came Julie’s annoyed response. She was only half joking, of course. She’d wanted to put the submissive little slut in her place for years, since Marissa’s constant gaze had kept her almost perpetually horny. Of course, that wasn’t particular to her friend. Anyone looking at Julie in even the most half-heartedly sexual way was enough to get her in the mood; it was a big reason she always dressed as slutty as she did.
 
   Today’s outfit had really pushed the boundaries of what she could get away with. The night before she had found her smallest, tightest tank top and spent the next ten minutes altering it to be just right. Cut practically in half, the bottom edge of the top just barely covered her nipples, and left the round swell of her breasts mostly visible. More than that, she had snipped strategically placed holes all across it, showing off little bits of her body constantly.
 
   Covering her lower half was a brief skirt, coming just down past the lips of her bare sex. While technically hiding all of her naughty parts, Julie couldn’t help but toy with the hem of the skirt, surprising people going down the hall with a perfect view of her wet slit. Between the random impromptu voyeurs and Marissa’s constant furtive glances, Julie was finding it hard to keep the rest of her clothes on at all.
 
   Marissa paused, with a deer in the headlights look in her eyes. Glancing around, she struggled shyly to figure out whether Julie was joking with her or not. When she realized that Janice was too busy fucking herself to notice either way, she leaned in close to Julie and whispered.
 
   “I-I want to lick your pussy…” Blushing, Marissa turned away as Julie laughed at her. The petite girl had stepped closer, but before she could speak, they heard the familiar clack of heels on linoleum.
 
   Samantha was staggering along, her make up partially obscured by the mess of cum splattered across her face and chest. It didn’t seem to bother her, and what smile she could muster on her pillowy lips stayed firmly on her face as she jiggled by.
 
   Janice grunted into another poorly concealed orgasm, her hand wedged tightly between her thighs. Still, her eyes stayed locked on the bimbo as she passed, and the look on her face was sheer, unrestrained envy.
 
   “W-what a…. fucking dirty slut… I bet you she’ll fuck anything, anywhere, and… oh gawd, fuck yes!!” Janice fell to her knees as the second climax ripped through her. Completely unexpected, she had no time to prepare for the intensity of it, and as such she couldn’t keep from moaning out loud.
 
   The sound caught Samantha’s attention, and she looked over at the girls. While her baby blue eyes were seemingly devoid of almost all intellect, they practically glowed with energy. The longer the busty slut looked their way, the more they could feel that power pulsing through the air, centering between each of their legs. 
 
   Under that gaze, Janice continued to writhe and touch herself, including a pair of her slender fingers gracelessly rubbing at her asshole. She was grateful to have fallen backwards, allowing her constantly wet pussy to lube up her puckered hole, though with the ease at which her digits slid inside, she didn’t think that’d ever be a problem.
 
   With how good fucking her own virgin asshole felt, she failed to notice the way her shoes shifted and morphed, gradually stretching out into tall stiletto pumps. Her socks began coiling their way up her legs, darkening and weaving into raggedy fishnet stockings. They stretched up to her damp thighs, even as her shorts split down the middle, exposing her bare sex and her finger-filled ass.
 
   The bottoms shimmered slightly, the material changing from spandex into cheap, pink pleather. It creaked as it spread, though it wasn’t because the shorts were gradually becoming a scandalously short and endlessly tacky skirt… it was because the teen’s ass had been continually growing more voluptuous during the transformation.
 
   It widened and rounded, until the moaning young girl felt almost like she was sitting on an incredibly plush pillow. The growth had made her puckered hole tingle even more so, and by the time her ass was a size rivaling Samantha’s, her clumsy ministrations were feeling better than anything she had done to her pussy.
 
   The changes didn’t stop at her now bubble butt, and the teen’s body continued to distort along with her outfit. Dark lines began to appear on her bare mound, twirling into a poorly done tattoo that read “My Purpos”, and as it settled in, Janice began to remember getting it, very clearly. 
 
   She’d met the guy at a bar, having sucked off the bouncer to get in. She remembered savoring the taste in her mouth before chugging down her first beer, and homing in on the guy she’d go home with that night. It didn’t matter if they were rich, or poor, or even good looking. Her pussy was far from choosy. 
 
   As it turned out, this guy happened to be a tattoo artist, and while he was too drunk to spell it correctly, Janice managed to talk the guy into giving her the ink she’d fantasized about for years. He even did the words “Use Me!” on her back too, just to let people know she was far from backdoor shy.
 
   The tattoo on her back was especially handy considering how clumsy she was. More than one time she had ended up with a very sweet man or woman taking advantage of her unspoken offer after a tumble. Though she could clearly remembering wearing heels forever, she could also clearly remember constantly falling forward… For a moment this confused her, doubling down on the pink fog beginning to spread through her mind. Then, as her tits began to shudder and inflate, it all came back to her.
 
   Memories of puberty and her massive blessings filled her emptying head, coupled with instances of her burgeoning nymphomania. Her parents hadn’t known what to do with her, though her father didn’t mind as much, so in the end they mostly let her run wild. As such, rumors of how easy Janice was had spread like wildfire, along with a lot of attention on her new jiggling assets.
 
   Her overactive body didn’t leave the girl much time or enthusiasm for studies, and while she remembered attending every day, the only thing that really seemed to stick to her was cum. She even had special t-shirts she would wear each day, advertising just what a dirty slut she was. No one knew where she got them, but the running theory was her father. Regardless of the source, she wore them every day, with today’s being “I giggle when I cum. Wanna see?”
 
   She particularly liked the shirts, because it gave people an excuse to look at her tits. She didn’t know why, but some people seemed nervous about checking out a highschooler’s breasts, and she wanted to remove any barriers people might have in deciding whether or not to use her. It was part of why she made sure not to wear panties, or hide the way she loved to touch herself… She wanted to be a constant invitation.
 
   As such, even as her tits continued to balloon outward, her nipples stiff and throbbing, she made sure her ‘purpos’ was in view. Balancing on her heels, she spread her thighs wide, continuing to jackhammer three fingers into her ass as she added to the stain in front of her locker. 
 
   Though her expression didn’t change, Samantha seemed pleased with Janice, her gaze moving over to Marissa instead. As soon as their eyes met, the teen fell to her hands and knees, all remaining traces of aggression or assertiveness melting away in an instant, taking any attempts at subtlety away with them.
 
   “Oh my god, I love your tits, I love your ass, please let me lick your pussy! I’m the best pussy licker in the whole school!” Marissa shouted out, little bits of drool falling from her mouth at the mere thought of servicing another woman.
 
   As she spoke, her clothes simply melted off, revealing her fit, athletic body. From the remnants, all that was left was a single battered collar that she hadn’t been wearing a moment before, a ragged leather leash dangling from it. Along with that, crude lines began to appear on her skin, seemingly written in permanent marker.
 
   “Dumb bitch only got me to cum twice,” one message wrote, and another said, “Have her lick your ass, she’s too stupid to say no!” Each sentence came with a memory, and Marissa felt intense pride at having been able to please so many girls in so many ways. She couldn’t help it, even the barest suggestion of being able to pleasure another girl made her all distracted and excited, and each finished act left her just a little less sharp than the time before.
 
   Her addiction had taken its toll on her body, the lack of any real exercise having stripped her of any muscle she might have had, along with leaving her a little more curvy than she remembered liking. Still, it gave her ass a nice jiggle as she walked around on all fours, and the way her fat tits hung below her never failed to get comments, especially with the little bells Julie had clipped onto her nipples that morning. 
 
   Still, crawling around everywhere left the girl panting constantly, and with her tendency to drool she was generally treated as no more than a dumb animal. The words left their mark on her malleable mind, and on more than one occasion she had found herself slowly dipping into that mind set on a more permanent basis.
 
   “Marissa lick pussy! Marissa lick tits… ass too! Marissa li-arf! Arf!” the teen’s voice had devolved into a series of excited barks as she noticed for the first time that Janice’s legs were spread. Whining with need, she dove between her friend’s thighs, her long tongue bathing the girl’s pussy in a layer of drool.
 
   Julie had been getting antsy, with no one looking at her body at all. She had kept herself somewhat sane by taking pictures of her pussy with her phone and posting them online, but even that had begun to lose its charm after a while. Before she could wander off and find a better audience, she felt Samantha turn and look at her.
 
   As the older woman watched, Julie found herself beginning to sway a bit. It felt like a beat was drumming through the air, the rhythm of which she couldn’t resist. Still holding her phone, she began to dance, while her body changed.
 
   It began with her face, her lips plumping up almost immediately into a round, cocksucking ‘o’ shape. Bright pink, they seemed coated in an almost fluorescent gloss that seemed to draw in the eyes. It was the same with her blush and eye shadow, each immaculately placed to catch attention from anyone passing by. 
 
   Her own attention was firmly on her phone screen. She could see her own pussy on it, and she couldn’t seem to look away, or muster enough will to even try. It was only when her breasts began to expand, pushing her hand away that she was able to blink back into some semblance of focus, but even that was tenuous at best.
 
   She looked down at her tits, loving their massive size, and the way they were so obviously fake. The guy who did the work said he could try and hide that she got work done, even despite the unrealistic proportions, but she had turned him down. She wanted them noticeably fake, so people would look at them and talk… and then look at them more. 
 
   Almost instinctually she brought her phone up and took a selfie, the image joining over a thousand others that had appeared in the memory. It posted immediately, and each reply sent shivers through her curvy body. Countless followers had seen her, and would continue to watch her as she steadily became more desperate for their attention.
 
   It had started with selfies, then little video clips… Soon she had begged her boss at the strip club to let her make a video for publicity, but even that wasn’t enough. She’d slept with men, women… anything that would get a reaction and get her seen, and every reminder that people were looking at her kept her quivering with lust.
 
   Smiling absentmindedly, Samantha walked on, leaving the girls to their new lives. Janice had a line of men waiting to enjoy her, and she was already taking the first with unrestrained and loud moans. Someone had pulled Marissa away for better access, and she had sat back on her haunches to watch, a forlorn look on her face.
 
   She didn’t have to wait long, as Julie had grabbed her leash and pulled her in to her implant-enhanced ass. Marissa eagerly got to work as Julie reached her phone back and began to record the whole thing. Some of the people passing by looked over, which only fueled her lust and perversion, and soon she was pressing Marissa’s head deeper against her backside.
 
   As the crowds and lines grew, all three girls basked in their attention. It felt good to control the school.
 
    
 
   ***
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   (Heavy Age Regression/Ageplay Focus, Breast Expansion, Humiliation and more! Enjoy!)
 
    
 
   Book I: Vicky’s Little Problem – Available here at Amazon.com
 
   Book II: Vicky’s Little Friend – Available here at Amazon.com
 
   -
 
    
 
   The Paradise Island Series
 
   "Golden sand, crystal clear waters, and populated by the bustiest blondes you've ever seen, Paradise Island lives up to its name. Underneath all the shine, surf and short skirts lies a massive secret, throbbing and hungry for more."

(Heavy futa focus and bubbly bimbos. Simple and sexy. Enjoy!)
 
    
 
   Book I: The Bimbos of Paradise Island – Available here at Amazon.com
 
   -
 
    
 
   The Book of Bimbo Series
 
   "As mysterious as it is powerful, the Book of Bimbo has passed through many hands over the years... and left none of them unchanged. Bending reality and expanding bust lines, this is one story you won't want to put down."

(Breast Expansion, Bimbo/Intellect Loss, Girls Only, Some Age Regression planned. Enjoy!)
 
    
 
   Book I: Totally Not a Lesbian – Available here at Amazon.com
 
   Book II: Turning Her Teacher – Available here at Amazon.com
 
   Book III: Her New Obsessions – Available here at Amazon.com
 
   Book IV: Just Playing Along – Available here at Amazon.com
 
   -
 
    
 
   The Tainted Wishes Series
 
   "Genies, Leprechauns, even the fabled monkey's paw... there's been no lack of legends about twisted wishes in human history. None, however, seem to mention a peculiar black stone; one that grants wishes in the hottest ways imaginable. When simple words have worldbending consequences, and anyone could be the stone's potential owner, your dirtiest wishes are bound to come true..."

(Transformation, Bimbos, Submission, Age Regression... This series features many mixed themes. Enjoy!)
 
    
 
   Book I: New Lease on Lust – Available here at Amazon.com
 
   Book II: Precinct Playtime – Available here at Amazon.com
 
   -
 
    
 
   The Mind Games Series
 
   "Video games will rot your brain, they said. Turns out they were right. The new InfinitePlay system not only tailors your character to your preferences, but tailors you to your character in turn. Simple stat changes could be the difference between an intelligent, flat chested young girl and a drooling, dripping, cock-hungry bimbo…"
 
    
 
   (Heavy breast expansion, intellect loss and bimbofication themes, some planned transformation and petplay in the future.)
 
    
 
   Book I: Beta Test Bimbo - Available here at Amazon.com
 
   Book II: Min Max Bimbo - Available here at Amazon.com
 
   Book III: Bonus Round Bimbo – Available here at Amazon.com
 
   Book IV: Plug and Play Bimbo – Available here at Amazon.com
 
   Book V: Data Breach Bimbo – Available here at Amazon.com
 
    
 
   -
 
    
 
   The Message Board Bimbos Series
 
   “When a girl needs a little affirmation that she’s just as sexy as she thinks she is, she can turn to some pretty shady places. The SexySelf site is one of those places. Filled with distractingly flashy ads and offering only the most perverted advice, every woman who visits finds themselves changed by the experience…”
 
    
 
   (Breast Expansion, Intellect Loss, and some Age Regression – This series is all about straight up bimbos and nothing else! Enjoy!)
 
    
 
   Book I: Becoming Jenni – Available here at Amazon.com
 
   -
 
    
 
   The Bimbo Bodysuit Series
 
   “Skin-tight and spreading, this is the one article of clothing a bimbo slut simply cannot take off. Starting with a lab test, what begins as a simple, but high-tech garment turns into a breast-expanding, intellect dampening bimbo epidemic! When fashion turns to fetish, no one is safe!”
 
    
 
   (Bondage, Breast Expansion, Bimbos and Age Regression themes, and that’s just the beginning! This series is all about sluts, tits, and mind-bending mental changes.)
 
    
 
   Book I: The Bimbo Bodysuit – Available here at Amazon.com
 
   Book II: Refit and Reprogrammed – Available here at Amazon.com
 
   -
 
    
 
   The 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
 
   Book IV: Growth Spurts – Available here at Amazon.com
 
   -
 
    
 
   The Breeding Bimbos Series
 
   "Sometimes a girl wants a little bit more out of life… Maybe it's a bigger bust, a curvier body, or maybe it's an unrelenting need to get knocked up in the dirtiest way possible. The Breeding Bimbos series is all about girls who, whether they realize it or not at the start, want all of those things, as much as they can."
 
    
 
   (Heavy focus on fertility, breast expansion, intellect loss and bimbofication themes, with some age regression to teen.)
 
    
 
   Book I: From Business to Brats - Available here at Amazon.com
 
   Book II: Maid to be a Brat – Available here at Amazon.com
 
   -
 
    
 
   The Kink City Bimbos Series
 
   “After the Shift, no place was the same. Some places turned to chaos, others into bastions. Kink City is a little of both: a hotbed of perversion and superpowered conflict who’s boundaries blur at a moment’s notice. Whether hero or villain, on your knees or on top, there’s always a place for deviance in Kink City.”
 
    
 
   (Lots of transformations here, all with a very Superhero/Comic Book feel. Bimbos, breast expansion, petplay and animal tf, even some genderswap eventually. This series has few limits. You’ve been warned…)
 
    
 
   Book I: Caught By the Mad Milker! – Available here at Amazon.com
 
   Book II: Spilled Milk – Available here at Amazon.com
 
   Kink City Bimbos: The Huntress Humbled! – Available here at Amazon.com
 
    
 
   -
 
    
 
   The Expanding Assets Series
 
   "The revolutionary Expanding Assets Self-Help system is there for any ambitious business woman! Whether she needs to find new ways to showcase her wares, or finding that perfect service-focused mindset, we're here to make sure the process is simple, pleasurable, and permanent!"
 
    
 
   (Heavy bimbofication and prostitution themes, some humiliation and even some age regression. Anything to get our girls young, perky and eager for the customers!)
 
    
 
   Book I: Open For Business – 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
 
   -
 
    
 
   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!"
 
    
 
   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
 
   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
 
   Trust Fund to Trashy: A Bimbo Tale – Available here at Amazon.com
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Exerpt for Obedience School 11: Under Advisement
 
    
 
   “H-hold on, Samantha… something strange is going on,” he stammered, unbuttoning his slacks in spite of his concerns. “This school… there’s something funny about the school, and you…” Joe scratched his head in confusion, even as he stepped forward between the slut’s spread thighs. 
 
   Absentmindedly he ran his cock between the lips of Samantha’s slit, until his shaft was glistening with her juices. Then, pulling back slightly, he readjusted until the head of his erection was poised at the blonde’s puckered pink hole. She sucked him in easily, as if she kept herself constantly ready to be used there. Knowing her, she probably did.
 
   “The girls… Samantha, the girls need a firmer hand… M-more guidance.” As he spoke, Joe grabbed ahold of the principal’s arms, pulling them firmly behind her to use as both a binding, and a handhold. She just moaned at the rough usage, tightening down on his cock as if milking him.
 
   “I just think… I think if I had more power here in the school, I could some of the little sluts around… M-make them better. “
 
   As he spoke, the room started to shimmer slightly, and he felt a strange sort of rush inside of him. His thrusts into the whorish principal became harder, more passionate. Samantha reciprocated, squirming and struggling in such a way that his cock only pushed deeper inside her. Then, he began to notice something odd… Samantha was changing.
 
   Everything about her seemed to be slowly becoming more petite, from her wrists locked in his grip to the firm ass he’d buried his dick inside. Thrusting inside her hard, he barely registered her breasts decreasing until she began to lay more flat across the desk. Soon, her high-heeled feet were kicking the open air while he fucked her, before straightening out tightly while they both reeled in mutual climax.
 
   For Joe, everything felt above and beyond anything he’d ever experienced. It was as if his entire body was being filled with white-hot light. Stars burst in his vision, and every inch of him was struck numb with overload. As the pressure built inside, he stumbled backward onto the floor, lost in a daze.
 
   Samantha shivered at the pleasant contentment of having been fucked just right. This time, though, her arousal didn’t ratchet right back up, instead staying as a dull throb inside of her… tamed. She looked down at Joe with a hint of regret. She’d siphoned off so much of the chaotic power into him, he’d have an impossible time controlling it… Still, things would be different now.
 
    
 
   Soon to be available on Amazon.com!
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