
        
            
                
            
        

    
From Brat
To Bimbo

The Head Brat

By Sasha Scott


Copyright © 2016 Sasha Scott

All Rights Reserved

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner.

All characters depicted are 18 years old or older. For adults only.


You can check out all of my other stories and follow me for updates about my new releases at my Amazon author’s page!

Sasha Scott at Amazon.com


Make sure you don’t miss out on any of the titles in this series:

From Brat to Bimbo: The Professor’s Payback

From Brat to Bimbo: The Running Woman

From Brat to Bimbo: The Forbidden Crush

From Brat to Bimbo: The Cheer Squad


I had not had the magic book for long but already I had drastically changed the landscape of my university. The large gang of brats who had been terrorizing both the students and the professors alike had been dismantled by my hands and my magical spells.

Not a lot of time had passed but a dozen bullies had been given their just deserts and disciplined by me. That only left one to go but it was the biggie. It was the queen bee. It was the head troublemaker. It was Karen, the main bitch.

With her isolated, all of her minions having abandoned her, I began to devise my final attack. What was I going to do to give her a taste of her own medicine? What was I going to do to pay her back for years of abuse?

I thought I’d have all the time in the world to come up with something. What I definitely did not expect was for Karen to be the one to make the first move. I was so preoccupied in thought I didn’t even notice that after class she remained behind so that she could approach me personally.

“Hey,” she yelled out, slapping a hand on my desk, taking me off guard.

Her sudden appearance almost made me stumble off my chair. I had to try and compose myself quickly as she glared at me, those dagger shooting eyes meaning serious business.

“Oh Karen,” I said back to her, trying to escape her gaze, “did you need something?”

“I just wanted to ask you some questions. Some questions about some weird things that have been happening recently.”

She didn’t back away once she began questioning. In fact she got closer and closer, leaning over my desk to make that death stare even more intense.

“Recently my friends have decided they no longer want to hang around with me, me of all people,” she continued, almost right on top of me.

“And?”

“Well while they suddenly all hate me they all seem to absolutely adore you, for some reason. I don’t know why anybody would adore you.”

“There’s nothing wrong with--”

Karen slammed her hands down on the desktop again, “Shut up! That’s not even the weirdest part! That would be the fact that suddenly they’re all big breasted, slutty, whores, or are you going to act like you didn’t notice that?”

“I can’t say I didn’t notice…”

It was pretty obvious. Maybe I’d gotten too carried away? After all when a dozen girls suddenly go through a chest focused growth spurt and as a result start dressing as cheap bimbo hookers you kinda notice.

“So we’ve got all my friends becoming these things who suddenly hate me but love you. So my question to you is would you happen to know anything about that?”

Her eyes were piercing. She knew I had something to do with it, she just knew. Luckily there was no way she could know the full details. There was no way she could foresee the existence of the magic book.

With her questioning backing me into a corner I slowly began to drag the magic book from up out of my bag.

“I don’t know a thing,” I lied, “I don’t even know what I could know. If your friends start acting different and dressed differently it’s got nothing to do with me. Perhaps it’s some sort of trend right now? Maybe--”

“Hannah’s breasts inflating like balloons is not some fashion trend you moron virgin creep! Now tell me what you know before I get Daddy involved in this matter!”

With her pressuring me I dropped my head down, joined hands resting against my nasal, thinking about what I could possible do. Finally I came to a decision.

“Fine, fine,” I sighed, rubbing the back of my neck. “I’ll tell you everything I know, but not now, it’s too dangerous. Meet me back here tonight at midnight. Just make sure don’t tell anyone a word about this.”

Finally getting her way Karen pushed herself back from my desk, her lips curled into a grin. “Excellent, see you tonight then.”

With her victory secured she strutted off, filled with her usual swagger and confidence. However her feeling of superiority was quite misplaced as on my lap the magic book was open to a page contain a spell of obedience, one I had mumbled quietly to myself while covering my mouth.

She’d agreed to my terms because she had to agree to them. That night she would return to my lab for our final encounter, ready to hear my explanation but I had no intention of telling her. I was going to show her instead.


Usually the university was locked up tight in the middle of the night but I had unlocked the building just for Karen, so that she could return to my lab and fall into my trap.

Just like I’d told her to she came to my lab in the dead of night, looking for answers and I was there to greet her, sitting at my desk like always.

“Alright I’m here,” Karen said, folding her arms tight over her chest as she glared at me, “now tell me what’s been happening around here.”

“I guess there’s no need to hide anything anymore. The answer is this,” I replied as I tapped my finger down onto my desk and more precisely on the thick, open, book which was adorned on the surface.

“That? What the hell is that? Is that a book?”

“Indeed it is, but this isn’t just any sort of book. This is a magic book.”

She looked at me with that serious expression of hers before she slowly hissed out a small chuckle, Karen bursting into laughter.

“A magic book? Do you seriously expect me to believe all this is because of some magic book?” she giggled, wiping away a tear of laughter, “Do you think I’m some sort of idiot?”

“Well I do now,” I chuckled back at her, “after all, a smart girl would have run away and not allowed me to do this.”

I quickly read the spell from the page in front of me and cast it at her, her entire body being surrounded by a faint purple glow. The spell I was using was the one I had used to polish off my first dose of payback against Karen’s bitch army. It was a bimbofication spell.

A small gasp poured from her lips as her body began to shift.

The first thing to change was her hair. Karen had always had long, flowing, locks of dark brunette hair that the other girls had tried to imitate. However thanks to my magic she was going a couple hundred shades lighter. Her brunette color was fading and being replaced with a bright, bleach blonde color.

As her hair became platinum the rest of her body also began to feel the bimbo touch. Her blouse began to strain, the buttons popping off as her breasts expanded rapidly, her clothing struggling to contain the sudden growth.

Growth was a theme as her ass was also affected by the bimbofication spell, her backside growing thicker and fatter, hips having to stretch out wider to accomodate, making her jeans slowly rip at the seams.

Someplace where the growth was less destructive to her attire was her face. Her lips were also modified by the magic, growing plumper by the second, thick and full and positively impossible to miss.

While growth seemed to be the thing defining her changes it was actually more the state of being emphasized. Every feature of hers was turning into that of a caricature bimbo. Even her nails began to grow to a length that made them look fake and tacky, her eyelashes doing the same.

As time passed those platinum locks even began to grow longer, flowing down her back towards her newly expanded rear.

The only piece of her which didn’t seem to be growing was her waist which narrowed down slightly and helped to give her body a strong, hourglass, figure, further emphasized by the increased size of her bust and hips.

When the magic came to an end Karen looked just like a living Barbie doll.

“Like what just happened?” Karen groaned as she staggered back, having to use the desks for support. “Why does my head feel all fuzzy? Why do my clothes feel so tight?”

“Please, allow me.”

This time I cast a spell on her clothing. She had the body of a bimbo but didn’t have the clothing to match.

Her smart casual clothing began to warp towards something completely cheap and nasty under my influence, her blouse shrinking around her body, its texture shifting to fluff as it slowly turned into a tiny, pink, fur coat.

The black bra she had below shifted in design towards a tight fitting tube top which gave her the room she needed to breath just for the trade off of doing very little to cover those expanded assets.

Those jeans of hers split in two. The bottom half completely changed, shifting into fishnet stockings, leading into a pair of white platform heels. The upper half became a pair of itty bitty booty squeezing mini shorts.

Karen watched in shock as her outfit shifted to match her new body. In addition her face was coated with a thick layer of makeup, those nails glistened with a glitter paint and the piercings in her ears turning into large golden hoops. She’d been given the full bimbo makeover.

“Like… huh… what… how,” Karen began to babble. She’d just seen the entire thing but still she couldn’t comprehend it.

“What did I tell you?” I said, standing with a grin adorning my face, “Magic.”

“Magic. It’s real. Like… how could it be real? How.”

“Oh it’s real and with this magic I have managed to take down each of your minions one by one and now there is only one bully remaining. You.”

She whimpered as I pointed directly at her. She looked like she attempted an escape but with those ludicrously high heels and with those new, swinging, tits, her balance was completely thrown off. Instead of managing to escape she just wobbled and dropped down onto her knees.

Her escape was a complete bust and I was still standing over her with the book in hand, looking triumphant while she squirmed.

“Ah, what are you going to do to me?” she whined, “Whatever I’ve done to you, everything I’ve done to you, I’m sorry!”

“It’s too late for that Karen but don’t worry, I’m not going to do anything drastic.”

“R-really?”

“Oh yes. I’m just going to completely your transformation.”

I cast the next spell on her. Already I had bimbofied her body. I had bimbofied her outfit. The only part of her which needed to be given the bimbo treatment was her mind.

Karen gasped as the magic burrowed into her brain and began to rewire her mind. It was changing her personality, it was changing her desires, it was was changing her intellect. It was removing that egotistical, snobby, bully brat mindset and replacing it with something a lot dumber, ditzier and downright gigglier.

She already had the body of a bimbo, my magic was giving her a brain to go with it.

It didn’t take long for the spell to have its way with her brain. The purple glow faded away after only a couple of moments, leaving her sat there looking completely absent minded. I had to clap my hands just to get her attention. The loud slap snapped her back to reality.

“Like, what, huh?” she grumbled, rubbing her head.

“Rise and shine Karen. Hmm, Karen, not really what I’d call a bimbo name. Maybe you need a new one for a new you, something like Kandy, with a K.”

“Like, Kandy, what?” she continued, looking at me in confusion before looking down to herself, “Like did you do something to me? I feel weird.”

She couldn’t help but giggle as she finished her words. She had no idea what was going on but she couldn’t help but feel giddy about it.

“I just gave you a little improvement is all. Nothing big. I just got rid of a little pest problem.”

Thanks to my hard work it was complete. Every one of Karen’s brats, including her herself, had been taken care of. The university was now free of her iron grip of terror. The queen bee who made college living hell for so many had been turned into a bimbo. The only question left was what to do with her.

Once I’d transformed her friends and taken them off the path of evil I’d pretty much left them to their own devices however Karen was different, she’d been the mastermind behind their terror all along. She needed special attention.

“Hey so like what do I do now?” she asked me as she sat there, giggling as her huge breasts hung down, “Like do I gotta get a magic book for myself and stuff?”

“No Kandy, I’m afraid not. I have other things in store for you, things I’m going to enjoy very much.”

The book searched for me and came across the spells which I required. I was going to make her forget all about the magic book and the fact I had turned her into a bimbo and in the process I was going to make her mine.

Just her being a bimbo wasn’t enough to pay me back for the years of torment. She was going to be my personal bimbo.


My lab was far too impersonal. Plus I didn’t really want to mess the place up. Plus I didn’t want to risk getting caught in the act in anyway. I didn’t want any of those things. That was why I instead decided to relocate, with my prize, to my office.

The room was small, there were no windows for anybody to peek through and it felt just like home. It was the perfect place to tend to my new bimbo.

“OMG like why is this room so messy?” Kandy complained as she looked around from behind me.

“Hey be nice, this is my office.”

“Like OMG I’m sorry I like didn’t mean to be rude and stuff it’s just like not my style and stuff. Like it’s all cold and grey and stuff.”

A few weeks ago just the thought of Karen sincerely apologizing to me would have had me in fits of laughter but now that she was a bimbo she was ever so sweet and thanks to some spells she had a completely different opinion about me than she used to. She no longer absolutely hated me, she now positively loved me.

“Don’t think about the colors, don’t even think at all,” I told her as I twisted around and unbuckled my pants, freeing my shaft which had been trapped within, “instead tend to this for me.”

She gasped as my cock came into sight. It was the cock of the man she loved and she just happened to be a cock loving busty bimbo.

“Like right away!” she squealed in joy as she dropped down onto her knees, settling between my legs as I took a seat and allowed her to do all the work.

My cock had felt the touch of a few of those brats who had been tormented me but at last it was getting to feel the main prize, it was getting to ravish the body of the queen bee herself.

The eager bimbofied Kandy snuggled up close to my lap and opened those plush lips up, strands of saliva dripping down as she began to kiss and make out with the head of my cock with a sloppy desire to please. Her hips rocked from side to side as she rolled her tongue out and began to spread that spit, lathering my erect manhood into a drool coating.

What began as a makeout session between bimbo and cock soon turned into a more convention suckle as she wrapped those dick sucking pillows around the head of my rod and began to suck.

Kandy dragged the front of her tube top down and hoisted her soft jugs up, spreading them across my lap. The juiciness of those heavy mounds engulfed the base of my erection as she began to combine two actions; a titfuck and a blowjob.

I groaned out in pleasure and gripped tightly to my arm rest, the surges of pleasure coursing through me as she bobbed up and down, her lips engulfing more of my shaft as she rolled her head down to almost kiss against her own bosom, dragging herself back up with a wet slurp when she couldn’t go any lower.

Developing a bimbo mindset meant that Kandy also developed the instincts and talents of a bimbo slut. I had no idea what her past experience was like but thanks to my magic she had become a very skilled cock sucker.

Those newly developed abilities of her were driving my body wild. I could feel the pulsing, the bubbling, the butterflies surging deep in my loins as she brought my emotions up to the surface. She was making me cum.

Once she pushed me over the edge I clamped my hand down onto her head and held her there, my fingers burying into her platinum blonde locks.

“Here it comes,” I groaned out, my breathing deep, “Here comes your medicine Kandy. Drink up.”

My orgasm shuddered through me and unleashed into her waiting mouth, the hot ropes of climax spraying from my throbbing bulbous cock down into the confines of her draining throat.

Thanks to her desires and the grip of my hand she didn’t remove herself from my lap, from around my cock, until she had drained every single drop of my orgasm. Only then did I release her, only then was she allowed to drag her head back up, strands of glistening spit hanging between her panting lips and my manhood.

“Like wow you cum is so delish,” she giggled, not at all unhappy with her treatment. She swirled the cum around her mouth, lathering the flavor over her tongue, before swallowing it all down. She even rolled out her tongue to show off the fact every drop had gone.

“Impressive, very impressive,” I mused, commending both her oral talents and her cum gobbling eagerness, “But you aren’t off the hook yet. I won’t be letting you off the hook for a long time.”

She pouted her plump lips and wobbled her titties around my lap, whining, “Well what do I gotta do then?”

“Well, for a start, it wouldn’t hurt if you climbed onto my lap and rode my hard cock with that small, juicy, pussy.”

Kandy’s face lit up from my suggestion, “Like really? OMG thank you! I thought you were like mad at me or something!”

“I was mad. I was very mad. But it’s hard to stay mad at somebody as dumb as you,” I chuckled, caressing my fingers along her cheeks and her jaw before guiding her upwards so that she could mount me and straddle across my lap.

The feeling of her delectable breasts wobbling had gotten me warmed up for round two and the sweet scent of that bimbo body being packed up ever so close to me had finished the job. My cock was hard and ready to go again.

Kandy rolled her hips forward and back, the wetness of her pussy rubbing across my exposed hardness, her body preparing itself for me.

With my shaft glistening in her juices and her pussy aching for my size she hoisted herself upwards before pressing back down, her wet cunny kissing the bulbous head of my meat length, my cock sinking into her once again, joining us together as man and woman.

A quivering moan slipped from her as my hardness claimed her soft insides as its property, her eyes fluttering as her body shuddered and I spread her tightness open around my girth.

“So good,” she groaned as she rested her head onto my shoulder, her arms wrapped up around my back, fingers clinging into my body, “Your cock feels like so good!”

“And to think you spent so long abusing me, calling me Professor Virgin and now here you are moaning about how my cock feels.”

“Like I said I was sorry and stuff. I didn’t mean to be bad.”

I delivered a hard slap onto her fat ass, making her sizeable mass of juicy booty meat wobble.

“Don’t lie to me. You did mean to be bad, you knew you were being a bitch, you just didn’t care.”

“Like yeah!” she squealed as I continued to slap her ass around, my stinging spanks making her bottom glow a harsh shade of red, “But now I’m sorry! I’ve changed! I don’t wanna be bad anymore!”

“Then what to do you wanna do?” I growled, gripping a hold of that sore backside.

“Like-like, I wanna fuck!”

Such a honest answer. To reward her for her honesty I took a firm hold of her hips and I dragged them downwards, pushing my throbbing cock into her with a sudden rush, one that left her howling out.

I began to rock and buck my hips upwards, using my hands to keep her body in place. She couldn’t escape from me, she had to remain sitting, feeling my hardness pummeling up through her wet folds, grinding across her sensitive spots, slowly driving her crazy.

The look on her face was that of a bitch in heat. It was certainly an upgrade from the usual bitch demeanor she had. Now she was my bimbo bitch.

Her hot, wet, eager, squeezing folds were driving me crazy as well. Ever since getting possession of the magic book I’d managed to fuck a whole variety of tight bimbo girls but still the succulent feeling of Kandy’s cum craving body was driving me towards a climax.

“You devious little minx,” I snarled as my fingers dug deep into her curves, fingers gripping onto her exposed flesh, “This slutty body of yours is driving me wild, I’m about to cum, I’m about to flood your twat with my hot cream.”

“Like do it! Do it do it!” she begged me, panting in her red hot lust, “Fill me, fill me with your cum please!”

Karen had completely fallen, the queen had gotten her comeuppance. In her place was Kandy, the slutty bimbo ready to be bred by me.

Everything about her, everything about what we were doing, drove me past my limit. My orgasm was coming and there was no way that I could prevent it, I just had to go with the flow. I dragged her hips down as tight as I could, my cock sealing itself deep in her loins as I cried out for a final time.

“I’m cumming!” before everything went white.

Out it came, my explosive, virile, filling orgasm, being pumped with rope after rope of hot batter into her young womb. She was barely out of her teens and she was getting her loins flooded with seed, a raw orgasm marking her perverted insides.

If one needed further proof about what a sexual deviant Kandy had became then the fact she joined me in orgasm was sure to confirm it, her back arching as she hissed out, her pussy juices gushing in a vivid squirt, both of our ascents to the heights of pleasure quite clear.

We seemed to spend forever up in the clouds of bliss, the last drops of my cum dripping out into her semen stuffed body, claiming her as mine. I just remained lying there as my former nemesis curled up against my chest.

“I love you Hugo,” she moaned with a small, breathy, pant, completely transformed from head bully to my personal toy.

The payback was finally complete. The college was purged. The brat pack was gone. Finally university could go back to being a place of learning.

It was my complete victory.


Without Karen around, and all of her followers, lessons suddenly became a much more cheerful place. Every step of my payback had made the environment warmer but there was still that chilling elephant in the room at the back of everyone’s minds. However once even the queen bee felt my bimbo sting that cold front was gone for good and everything was looking rosy.

“Good morning Hugo,” a cheerful Kandy giggled as she made her way into the lecture. Of course there were lots of rumors about what had happened to Karen and her allies to turn them from the university’s worst bullies into the friendliest bimbos around but nobody had any idea what the answer could be, or that I had anything to do with it.

There was no way that anybody would be able to stumble across the magic book either because even I had no idea where it was. It seemed to had vanished completely. I’d tried to find it after I was done with Kandy but it was nowhere in sight. Just as suddenly as it had appeared it had vanished.

However I no longer needed the book. The book had solely been a tool I was using to take down Karen and her minions. I had won, the battle was over and I was the victor. I didn’t need the book anymore.

Perhaps it would turn up somewhere else where trouble was afoot? It didn’t matter to me, all that was important was my university was a great place once again, not to mention in the process I’d managed to pick up a few personal prizes for myself as well, some spoils of war.

Karen used to be the evil witch who tormented me. Now she was the eager bimbo who was paying me back in whatever way I desired.
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