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From Bully to Bimbo: The Magic Book

When I went to high school I was always a target for bullying. In a socially important world which was ruled by the jocks and the cheerleaders somebody like me, a smart, quiet, nerd was at the bottom of the food chain.

Luckily for me the jocks left me alone; they had other fish to fry. However their ignorance didn’t mean that I was completely safe from it because the other faction was happy to pick my bones. I was a slave to the bitchy cheerleaders.

The popular girls, as they liked to be branded in society’s eye,  used me as their little errand boy. I was to go and fetch them this, get them that, wait in line for them so that they could cut in later. Whenever I tried to escape they would swoop in and catch me.

In high school I was weak and I was small, I basically fitted the definition of a nerd like some sort of caricature, it was no wonder I was such easy prey for them to order around.

Sure some people would picture spending all their time surrounded by the hottest girls in the school as some sort of personal heaven. Maybe it would have been if they didn’t have the personalities of devils in human clothing.

My school life was made a living hell by the bitch army who had hunted me down and kept me as their personal errand boy.


By the time I reached university and had reached the grand figure of eighteen I no longer had to worry about being a slave to any demanding women. Now that I had moved schools I could escape the labels and mistakes of my past and make a fresh start.

The passage of time had gifted me with a growth spurt at last which I made sure to make the most of, cutting time away from my nerdy pursuits onto working out to give myself a fitter, stronger body which would no longer be the target of bullying.

I cut my long brown hair down into a short and cool style and I stopped wearing my glasses for contact lenses to remove the stigma from myself. I managed to transform myself from an easy target to a normal looking guy who would blend seamlessly into the masses.

My plan seemed to be going brilliantly, no longer would I be the extra wheel who was just kept around to fetch snacks and do homework, I could pursue a normal and healthy school life.

That was my plan anyway, a plan that slowly shattered as quickly as the thoughts entered my mind as I heard a female voice I recognized far too well calling to me from over the campus.

“Hey isn’t that Derek?”

Slowly I turned my eyes and found that my nightmare scenario was waiting for me. That pack of bitches who had bullied me had all came to the same university as me and even though I changed myself they could still spot me in the crowd. Even though I tried there was no way for me to escape from them.


I may have changed my looks but things went back to the way they had been before. The five bitches claimed me as their property and got to work using me as their slave boy.

They were still the same group of bullies who I had known back in high school.

Tori was the lowest on the group totem pole, obviously still far above me, and was the errand girl when I wasn’t around. That should have given us a better understanding but instead she simply treated me harshly to get rid of her own frustrations and insecurities. She was still a bitch after all.

Piper stood out with her bright red dyed hair. She mixed cheerleading with being a top swimmer, an all around great athlete. It was just a shame her personality didn’t live up.

Tia was a stunning asian girl who spent her time as a part time model. She in fact did have the personality to live up to that. She was bossy, she was rude and she felt herself superior to others, especially me.

Riley was the second in command and the classic yes girl. She brown nosed at all times and kept herself in good favor with the boss making her just as despicable as the head of command.

Finally there was the queen bee, Nicole. She had been the top cheerleader back at school which positioned her as the head bitch. She was everything that was easy to hate. She was hot, she was rich and she was pampered, always getting what she wanted. Nicole even went as far as demanding no of the other girls could have their hair blonde like hers, that was how spoilt she was; and they all followed it too.

Collectively the five had managed to make my school life hell and now they were on the warpath to do the same to me at university. It was just like old times and I hated those old times with a passion. I prayed for a way out, to finally giving them what they all had coming but that was just a dream, right?

Not necessarily.


Me and Tori were both in the library collecting books. Normally I’d be asked to do tasks alone but this was seen as something too big for me to be able to do by myself; how was I going to be able to get all the research material that five girls needed back alone? Naturally the bottom of their pecking order was sent to do it with me and she didn’t have any issues voicing her frustrations.

“Why the hell do I have to spend my lunch in the library with you?” she complained yet again as we skimmed over the books on the shelves to try and find the ones which we needed. We’d already managed to collect a modest pile but we still needed some more to cover all the lessons and research needed.

“Well I don’t want to be here either,” I replied weakly.

“Shut up Derek, nobody cares what you want,” Tori being as harsh as usual, snapping at me with her venomous tongue.

Tori was the one who liked me being around more than any of the others as it relieved her from her position as the errand girl into the pack but she didn’t show that appreciation through any sort of kindness and affection; I was practically her whipping boy.

I found the book we’d been looking for on the shelf and pulled it out, showing the thick hardback to my work colleague.

“Was this the one we wanted?”

“About time you found it, put it on the pile with the others,” she snarled, enjoying the opportunity to boss me around.

I did what I was asked, still chained up on their metaphorical leash, adding the book to the pile like a good servant. Even though my body had gotten much stronger to the point where I could overpower them if desired a school life under their control had left me mentally put in my place.

“So what next?” I asked her as she was in position of the list of books we needed, and their locations.

“The next book we need is…” she began to look over the sections before finally her eyes began to glance up the large bookshelf, “Urgh, it’s gonna be up there somewhere.”

To fit all the books into the library the shelves had been made rather high, it was going to take more than just standing on my tip toes to be able to reach up there.

“I’ll go fetch a chair for you,” I told Tori before she snapped back at me.

“I ain’t going up there doing all the hard work, besides you’ll probably use the chance to look up my skirt. You do it,” the girl pushing the note into my hands. I could only sigh beneath my breath, what a surprise I’d be the one doing the work.

Grabbing a chair from close by I set it up at the bottom of the bookshelf and stood up, using it to position myself close to the top of the shelf. Still it was tricky to see the books properly, especially when my head was flicking from note to book.

Slowly I was browsing over the books in return, trying to find the right one when little miss impatient called up to me.

“Found it yet!?” she yelled up to me, causing me to turn and shush down to her.

“It’s a library, you can’t raise your voice like that, I can hear you just fine.”

“Just hurry up and find it, I don’t wanna be here all lunch.”

Her complaints weren’t helping me concentrate but in a stroke of good fortune a second later I found the book we were looking for.

“Found it,” I proclaimed happily, pulling on the book which switched the fortune from good to bad. As I pulled it out a second book came tumbling, striking me on the forehead which sent me tumbling down to the ground with a few more books falling down onto me for good measure.

My landing wasn’t as bad as I thought it was going to be as something soft helped to cushion my fall. Unfortunately that softness was a bratty girl who exploded in rage as she pushed herself out from under me and the books which coated us.

“You moron!” she screamed at me, “Look what you did! You aren’t going to get away with this you little shit. You got dust and crap all over my top. Do you know how much this cost!? If I’m lucky I’ll be able to wash it out. Don’t go anywhere and fix this crap up,” the fuming Tori storming off to clean her outfit off. Seriously I had a tumble and the only thing she was concerned about was wiping the white shreds of paper out of her clothing?

I sat up, rubbing my head. Just what had came down and clattered me anyway? The answer was sitting on my lap, a book that looked different to any other book in the library. It looked ancient, a thick brown book with tacky golden trim and some sort of weird symbols burned into the leather covering.

“What is this?” I groaned, still rubbing my temple as I flicked open the thick cover of the heavy book revealing a title far easier for me to read, “Magic book? What’s something like that doing here?”

Despite having an interest in the fantasy worlds I didn’t believe in anything like magic, I was more of a science guy. Despite the book looking impressive I didn’t even begin to suspect that the book could possibly be the real deal. Not until what happened next anyway.

Again I checked my head to make sure the metal corners of the book hadn’t left a gash on my forehead. It hurt but I couldn’t seem to find any cut or blood, still it ached below my rubbing fingertips.

“That bitch,” I groaned to myself, “she didn’t even check to see if I was okay. Do I really have to go through all this again? I just wanna make them pay for what they’ve done.”

As I said those words the book on my lap began to move by itself. The pages began to flick rapidly over my lap, the book swirling like magic until it spilled open on a certain page. What I’d just seen had left me speechless especially when I looked down to see where it had stopped.

The page the book had opened itself onto was a page for body transformations. A small part of me was trying to tell myself what had just happened was a coincidence. However a large part of me, the part that was envisioning payback on all those bully bitches couldn’t help but wonder.


Tori returned from her trip to the bathroom to wash up to find that the floor was still covered in books but I was nowhere to be found. Her face almost turned red with rage as she began to stomp a foot nice and hard into the ground.

“Where the fuck is that brat!?” she hissed to herself. She was lucky we’d been book hunting at the very back of the library or she’d have been thrown out long ago.

Her hands were trembling in frustration as she looked all around for me but couldn’t seem to spot me. It was no wonder why I was hiding behind the bookshelf behind her, peeking through the books to watch her. If I wanted to make sure that the spell book really was the real deal and it hadn’t just been a total coincidence I was going to have to test it.

After a few moments of rage Tori began to gather up the collapsed books which gave me my time to strike. Slowly I began to chant the spell which was in the book, pointing a hand towards Tori, trying all the things I’d seen in movies and television shows.

The transformation spell I was using was one that was directed towards growth and it was the growth of a very specific area I could see well. I was trying to make Tori’s ass swell up in size.

I finished my incantation and quickly drilled my eyes into her backside hoping to watch the magic happen. Boy did it happen. Barely a second had gone by and a purple glow seemed to swirl around her ass as her rear began to notable increase in size.

While Tori didn’t seem to notice anything I noticed her hips getting wider and her skirt being dragged upwards to accommodate the growth in her ass. My heart began to pound in excitement; it was real, it was really really real!

Excited I repeated the same spell again and again. Each time it did just as expected and made her ass get even bigger. The first time I’d used the spell her perky but had grown big. The next time it got huge. Another time and it was absolutely obscene.

Her skirt had ridden all the way up those cheeks, almost completing exposing her fat, magically expanded ass. Her hips were biggest I had ever seen in my whole life!

Still Tori was unaware of what was going on as she balanced awkwardly on the chair I had left, her oversized ass swaying from side to side.

“When did it get so cold?” I heard her complain to herself, her ass completely exposed to the air. I had to try out more.

Looking through the book I found another spell I wanted to try out. Slowly I repeated the inscription on the page, attempting to cast another spell on Tori. This time I couldn’t see my work straight away but I knew it had worked when she squealed out.

“Ah, what’s going o--” before she stumbled backwards off the chair and dropped down onto the floor.

Panicked I rushed around back into view. I may have wanted some payback but I wasn’t a monster, I couldn’t watch a girl hurt herself and do nothing.

When I reached her I was relieved she wasn’t hurt, luckily she’d landed on something big and soft to break her fall too; it was that magically expanded ass of hers.

“Tori, you okay?” I asked her in some concern, feeling slightly guilty that I’d caused her to fall even if a small part of me was pleased the magic had worked.

Sitting on her chest, stretching her top were a huge pair of breasts. She’d either seen them grow and fallen from the shock or she’d grown so big her bosom had pushed into the shelves and knocked her back.

“Do I look okay!? Where did you go I said to… never mind that, something strange is happening to me, look!” Tori directing my attention towards her chest. She was so focused on showing me the strange occurrence with her tits she didn’t seem to notice that her ass was even bigger.

I decided to play the fool, rubbing the back of my head with my free hand, the other holding the magic book into my chest, “What? Is something different?”

“What do you mean is something different!?” she hissed at me, “Look at my breasts! They’re huge.”

“They don’t look much bigger to me.”

“No, no, they’re huge, how can you not see this!?”

It was hard for me to contain my laughter as I moved in, rubbing a hand on her forehead, “Did you hit yourself when you fell? Maybe you’re seeing things.”

She slapped my hand away, “Don’t touch me this is your fault for leaving when I said to stay!”

“Yeah this looks serious,” I said in my best deep concerned voice, “Wait right there, I’ll get you something to drink.”

Quickly I fled the scene so I could finally giggle to myself in glee. It was amazing, she’d really transformed before my very eyes. As I got out of her line of sight I looked back at the magical book, my ticket to my payback on those bitches for all their bullying. Now I could plan my next line of attack; Tori wasn’t off the hook yet.


I returned to the magically enhanced brunette with a plastic cup filled with water but didn’t reveal myself just yet. First I read out a new spell on the page my book had opened too, peeking around the corner to watch the change.

This time the transformation wasn’t to her outfit, it was to her clothing. Her outfit had been modest, save for the way her black dress had ridden so high up her thighs. Her tits were completely covered by the top and the only skin they did show was on her shoulders. My spell changed that.

The length and shape of her black top didn’t change at all but the texture did. Instead of being a thick fabric it changed into nothing more than a net, mesh, coating that exposed everything that was hidden beneath, which included her bra that struggled to contain her huge breasts.

Her modest white bra also began to change, turning a bright pink in colour, the fabric shrinking down into a small, slutty, bikini top that only hid her nipples and left the rest of her tits exposed.

That skirt she’d been wearing also turned into a hot pink, the bottom gaining a white frill. The skirt shrunk smaller and smaller until it exposed almost all her ass and even her pussy which was soon only hidden by a black thong.

Even the parts of her body which didn’t hide anything shifted. Her knee high socks became fishnet stockings and her black boots transformed into white platform heels.

As soon as the transformation ended I turned the corner, just in time to hear and see her squeal out, arms covering her body to try and hide her modesty.

“Hey I’m not that frightening,” I said, once again hiding my knowledge.

“My clothes…” was all she could say, the volume drained from her voice as she stuttered out on quivering breaths.

“What about your clothes?” I asked her, grinning on the inside.

“Don’t play stupid!”

“I’m not playing stupid, is it your head again. Here, drink this.”

She looked at me, unsure, for a few moments before she snatched up the cup and drank it down quickly, looking back down at herself like she expected magic herself, clothes and body poofing back to normal. There was no poof and simply a continuation of affairs.

“It didn’t help at all,” she whined, dressed like some sort of common street walking prostitute, “What am I going to do? I can’t go out like this, I can’t let people see me like this.”

Her and her friends had watched me squirm for years, finally I was seeing one of them getting a taste of their own medicine.

Tori’s eyes finally cast themselves upon me and using the arm that wasn’t draped across her own chest in a desperate attempt to hide her bust she pointed at my chest.

“Your shirt, give it to me.”

I raised an eyebrow at her, “Excuse me?”

“Shirt, give it. I need it, now. And I mean right now.”

She was looking into me with fierce scowling eyes. I sighed, there was only one way to go along with this. I put the magic book down onto the nearby table and stripped off my shirt, exposing my toned abs, throwing the loose fitting top to her.

“Here, put that on then,” the half naked bully quickly complying, wiggling herself into the top which acted like a dress on her body.

Her face was still irritable as the size of her chest was still clearly huge through the fabric and the base didn’t cover quite as much as she desired it to do.

“The coast, check it’s clear,” she ordered of me; handing me another chance to make use of my spell book.

“I’ll take a quick look,” I told her, taking the book and vanishing around the corner. It was time to strike her with a finishing blow, something that would really complete my payback.

I flicked through the pages of the book, trying to find one last spell that would interest me, one last spell which would satisfy my desires. Finally I stumbled upon something that me feel giddy inside. Tori wasn’t going to know what hit her.


When I returned she was looking at me with an impatient stare, tapping her foot into the ground in frustration.

“What took so long?” she scowled at me, still hugging her arms tightly to her body in a show of protection.

“I was making sure it was clear, you wouldn’t wanna be seen, would you?”

She closed her eyes slowly, backing down from her anger before she asked in a low voice, “Well, is it?”

“Yep, the library is totally empty, nobody else inside. So can I have my shirt back yet?”

Tori thought it through, fidgeting on the spot before nodding her head, peeling it off her sexual body, throwing it back over to me, “Fine, I don’t know how you could stand wearing something so hot anyway. Let’s go.”

She began to march on leading the way. There was a reason she was so eager to give up the shirt to me, I’d cast a spell on her body to make her feel excruciatingly hot. I could see the sweat dripping down her body and hear the way her breathing had grown heavier.

It was one of three spells I had cast on her. The second spell was one to assist the first. It inhibited her logic to the level where she’d rather strip down that be too warm, no matter what consequences could logically be waiting.

The third was a spell of hypnosis and the one I’d seen that triggered the grand plan in my mind. The spell helped to cloud her vision and masked every person from her senses. Deep down she’d know where they were, so she wouldn’t clatter into anybody, but as far as she was concerned nobody was there.

That spell was why she could strut through the library with no worries about her skimpy, slutty, sweaty body revealing itself in a far too small stripper outfit despite the fact that in reality the eyes of a full library was watching her as she stepped from the shadows into the main hall.

Tori saw empty tables and chairs, I saw a lone slut walking through a sea of onlookers, ogling her sexy wiggling curves with every strut.

“So hot,” I heard her complain, me keeping far enough behind her to hear but so I didn’t seem like her partner.

In the middle of the packed hall she saw as empty, flapping at her outfit as the heat cooked her body she began to strip more.

She gripped the bottom of her net mesh shirt and pulled it up over her head, stripping the airy yet heavy fabric from her body, flinging it carelessly to the ground.

A few steps later, the heat only growing over time, she did something similar with her incredible short skirt. She unhooked the side and let it fall down her long, thick, legs, stepping out of the material pretty much just flaunting herself in the library in nothing but a bikini.

Still she wafted her hand up and down over her neck as the sweat kept dripping down her soft, exposed, flesh.

“Ah still so warm, need to expose more,” she idly groaned at herself as her fingers reached down to peel up her bikini top. It was my time to strike. I casted a new spell to cancel my three previous.

Suddenly her vision returned to normal and she found the library full, all looking at her as she was stripping herself down, just about to peel herself out of her top.

She stood still in the middle of the room, all eyes on her, her body shaking in the place as her eyes bulged open. While her mind would struggle processing everything that had happened she could at least get so much rather simply; she’d just stripped down and was now in a bikini in the middle of the library.

Her face flushed an explosive shade of red as she released a squeal that this time wouldn’t be hidden by a favourable location, her arms covering over her front as she began to run with all she speed she could handle with platform heels for footwear.

I watched her figure shrink as she dashed away from me a satisfied grin curling over my lips. After years I’d finally managed to get just a small bit of payback on that group of bullies who had made my life miserable for years.

However Tori was just the smallest fry in the group there were still four over bitches who had yet to receive their just deserts. However with the magic book at my disposal finally the ball was in my court and the advantage belonged to me.

Finally it was time for me to have the fun.


Girlfriend Can’t Say No

“Please I need your help,” Marlon begged, his desperation taking him beyond the usual realms of assistance. Now it’d come to this, begging to a self proclaimed mystic in a clustered, side street, shop.

The issue was a simple one to explain but not an easy one to get help with. His quest for aid had taken him to doctors, to psychologists and to anybody who would listen. Plenty offered to help him but none of them could actually deliver.

He’d gotten to that point where a sign about magic crystals, mystic women and odd trinkets was enough to draw his attention and bring him in.

“My girlfriend never listens to a word I say! She won’t accept my opinion about anything!”

Everyone else he had gone to with that issue, they had always opened up the same way. They had always delved into whenever or not this issue was actually that serious; whenever it was something for him to be making such a fuss about. However for Marlon it had always been an issue.

All through his life Marlon had been a person who had the decisions made for him, not the one making them.

Finally he had managed to get himself a girlfriend after twenty plus years of trying but still he couldn’t manage to stamp his authority down. They moved in together because she wanted to, his protests meaning nothing. She redecorated, against his wishes. Dragged him everywhere she wanted, no matter how much he complained.

Now it was the big one, she wanted to have a child, a child he was expected to take care of! He wasn’t ready to trade his youth for that responsibility yet but his protests were falling on deaf ears. He needed a way to project himself, he needed a way to stamp down his authority.

“You see, she wants to have a baby…” he began to explain to the mystic, just like he’d had to with everybody else he had visited with his problem.

“No need to explain child,” she interrupted, “I understand your plight well, it’s already been shown to me and I have just the thing for you.”

From below the counter she pulled out a small, wooden, box that could nestle comfortably in two cupped palms.

Down she laid it across the surface of the counter, opening it up slowly to reveal inside an unremarkable ring, silver in colour with a bright red ruby embedded in the surface.

“This ring,” she explained to him, “is an enchanted item. When you wear it no woman will be able to say no to you. Their answer will always be a yes. For the one who is worried that your girlfriend never listens to you, now she won’t be able to ignore it.”

Despite the ring being so unassuming he was desperate. A trivial matter to some was a great ordeal for him. A chance to finally have his say in the relationship, to give the illusion that his opinion actually meant something, that was all he wanted.

“Oh thank you!” Marlon said to her, almost brought to the point of tears, his emotions bubbling out, “How much? I’ll pay anything.”

The mystic, looking like a stereotype pulled straight out of the screen, small or silver, took the ring from its container and thrust it firmly into his palm, wrapping his fingers around the small trinket.

“You don’t have to pay me a thing child. Just go and make the most of this gift.”

He grasped the ring tightly in his palm as he felt joy overflow his body. All the others had wanted to do was give him words, advice, encouragement about his self-esteem but this was what he wanted, results.

Sure a magic ring sounded like utter fiction but he was so desperate he was willing to believe in anything.


Marlon had affixed his hand with the magic ring, sitting outside their place in his electric car. Originally he’d had an SUV but a certain girlfriend of his had insisted they swap vehicles to something more green. Of course she’d gotten her way however all that was about to come to an end.

With confidence flowing through him and the ring firmly fitted in place he reentered his transformed domain, a bachelor’s pad transformed through his other half’s whims and wants, ready to reaffirm his dominance.

“Honey?” he called into the house, knowing she should have been back from work by this time.

“You back? Where have you been? You know that I wanted to go and check out that new place down on fifth today. It’ll be closing soon, we won’t have much time to go now.”

He’d only just gone through the front door and already she was telling him what to do. But no more! He no longer had to simply tow the line and follow the leader, he could now be the leader. He could put his foot down!

“Bex,” he said firmly to his girlfriend, “I don’t want to go.”

Subconsciously he rubbed his fingers over the ruby in the ring and waited for the magic to get to work, to finally give his opinions merit and to finally get his way.

“Well tough, we’re going,” she replied, completely popping his bubble.

It was the first test of his newfound authority and it had been a complete bust. The mystic promised him results but instead all he’d gotten was a dud. He’d built himself up so much that the rejection had left his body shaking.

“Will you listen to me for once?!” he screamed out, releasing all of his frustrations at once.

The ring glowed on his finger with a glint of red, a same glint which appeared in her eyes for a moment before she replied to him, as if she was speaking on autopilot.

“Yes,” she responded, her voice monotone, face blank of serious expression.

That momentary change in her body language, her expression, her tone, it was all very noticeable to him and he couldn’t help but be surprised.

Once again he tried telling her, “I don’t want to check out that new store.”

She’d swiftly returned to normal, as far as appearances were concerned. She no longer carried that almost robotic aura about her yet this time she replied to him differently.

“You don’t?” she said, almost disappointed, “I was looking forward to it too.”

He had to make sure he wasn’t dreaming, that he wasn’t about to wake up to discover he’d been experiencing some sort of fantasy.

“We aren’t going to that store today. We’re gonna… stay here instead,” he said, trying to think through his words to get the answer he wanted, “isn’t that right?”

Once again she seemed to turn almost robotic in her reply as she dulled over and responded with an icy cool, “Yes.”

Marlon’s mind raced back to what he was told by that mystery woman in the store. It will make it impossible for women to say no to him, only yes. So as long as he asks questions with a yes or no answer he can always get his way? Did it work with commands as well? He had to test it out.

“You will go to the fridge and get me a beer,” he commanded her, for some reason waving his hand in front of her face like he was attempting to pull off some sort of jedi mind trick.

Her face remained dull as she responded with another yes before she slowly trotted off obediently back into the kitchen, returning moments later with a beer in her hands.

“Here you go honey,” she said cheerfully. While her responses were trance like the actions she took afterwards were not, she simply followed through on her word.

It was unbelievable. His body went from shaking in anger to trembling in joy. His girlfriend never would have listened to a request like that in the past. There was no doubt in his mind that the ring on his hand was really magic.

“Open it for me,” he commanded, and she complied.

“Feed it to me,” he commanded and she delivered.

“Get me another,” he commanded once his drink was finished and off she went to fetch it.

The second time she vanished into the kitchen he actually pinched himself on the arm just to make sure he wasn’t dreaming. It hurt like hell which could only mean this was the real deal.

Back his girlfriend, Bex, came in from the kitchen with his second beer in hand. He could already feel dark intentions flowing through him as he watched her walking in.

He felt like he was a lucky devil when they first got together, before he found out what a tyrant she was. Now that he was the ruler of the household he could once again admire her good looks. Full lips, long lashes, a small chiseled nose and long locks of brown hair; not to mention she had a rocking body to go along with it.

His eyes lecherously watched her curves wiggling as she strutted in, beer in hand.

“Here you are hun,” she said, leaning over to hand it to him, his eyes ogling at her slight cleavage.

They say power corrupts. That isn’t surprising. The surprising thing is how quickly power can corrupt as Marlon took the beverage from her hands and smirked from ear to ear.

“You will lift up your top for me.”

He was about to have a lot of fun.


A brief bit of playing around with his girlfriend had allowed him to get a better grip of just what the magic ring was capable of doing.

First of all orders were the best. As long as he gave her a command she could not go against it. Her face would dull over, she’d reply with a yes and then she’d follow through like it was her own will.

Questions could also work, as long as they led to an answer situation which was yes or no. Multiple choices weren’t possible and wouldn’t trigger the ring but a direct question would work fine.

Opinions didn’t work. It didn’t matter what he wanted unless it was a direct command. Her opinions were different, he was able to implant a desire into her head but that was simply along the lines of asking a question.

So orders were absolute. Questions could work. Opinions didn’t matter. Not exactly what he went to the mystic looking for but he had no reason to complain. He’d been looking to have his voice heard, to have his opinion respected. Instead he got the power to get anything he wanted.

Bex had slowly stripped out of almost every piece of her clothing, apart from a small cutesy pair of white and pink panties, and was now giving her boyfriend a lap dance, just like he’d told her to do.

She’d always been the one who liked to be pampered. Her feet rubbed, her shoulders massaged, his lips nestling between her thighs; he’d never been able to get anything like a lap dance out of his curvy girlfriend.

Her hips rolled in place, grinding along his lap, that perky ass swaying with her movements. Her hands ran up through the back of her brunette locks as she worked her body sensually in place. He could feel the blood rushing to his lap, making his body grow hard.

“Oh baby that feels amazing,” he moaned out as he felt her softness rubbing against his firmness, watching her sexiness strut its stuff, “I want you… I mean, you will get down on your knees.”

“Yes,” she replied in the same monotone voice as she climbed down from his lap, dropping down onto the space between his legs, right onto her knees.

She seemed to remember everything but simply not register the ring in the process, simply accepting everything she said yes to as something she wanted to do. It was why he could weave her towards activities she would normally never perform because in her mind she’d readily agreed to take part.

“Now,” he commanded, his breathing growing heavier as he began to get more and more excited, “you will give me a blowjob.”

“Yes,” she said again, of course, as her hands hooked up into his pants and slowly began to strip him down.

First his belt was easily unbuckled and stripped away. Then unzipping him down was another easy job. Awkwardly she tugged on his pants and boxers in unison to wiggle everything down so finally his erect cock could spring up into view, the firm shaft almost slapping her in the cheek as she looked on from up close.

Just like she’d been ordered she opened up her soft lips and wrapped her mouth around the head of his cock, nestling it firmly in her sexual hold as she began to suck on his member.

Marlon had never imagined he’d actually be able to get a blowjob from his lover. Never before had she seemed to have any interest in returning the favor for what he’d been pushed into performing time and time again. Finally he was getting to feel her soft, velvety, lips running up and down the girth of his erect shaft.

He relaxed back in his chair, enjoying the good life of having his loving, obedient, girlfriend positioned between his legs, sucking off his erection, lavishing his manhood with her tongue, glossing him in her running saliva.

Moans poured from his lips as she worked up and down the shaft with her sloppy mouth, her head bobbing up and down as she treated with unexplained expertise, making his cock throb in just the right way.

His breathing grew deeper and heavier as the seconds passed and her mouth performed more on his body, trickles of her wet drool streaking down his shaft, glistening over his full orbs which tingled in anticipation. He was getting close.

“Hmm,” he groaned down to her, brushing his fingers through her thick brown hair, “that’s right baby, make me cum.”

“Yes,” she mumbled around his cock, her words squeezing her throat muscles around the head of his cock, sending another wave of pleasure coursing through him. He’d have to watch his words whenever he was wearing that ring.

He was already close before he’d inadvertently given her another command but yet she still played the part of the performer, of the servant.

One of her hands moved in low, to those packed orbs which she began to caress and massage in her hands, her other reaching down to the base of his drool covered member which she began to stroke up and down with fast, tight, movements.

Her lips moved to suckle around his head, bobbing swiftly around his glans with expert precision, making his body tremble in joy as his fingers clenched down tightly as he felt his orgasm surging through him.

He relaxed his body and let the orgasmic bliss wash over his body, closing his eyes tightly as he let out a deep, throaty moan as his orgasm erupted into her sealed lips and into her mouth, giving her a thick, full, hot helping of sticky, bitter, semen which trickled down her throat and filled her up.

With her insides soaked in cum she slowly peeled her lips back from his saliva covered member, trickles of white dyed saliva dribbling from the corners of her mouth.

“Open your mouth, show me inside your mouth,” Marlon told her, his breathing still ragged.

“Yes,” she replied, her words slurred by the thick cum which was pooled down in her mouth, Bex showing off all that hot white cream which stained her tongue.

Her breathing, her gargles, made the cum bubble with drool, leaking down over her soft lips, making her chin glistened in a sloppy white mess. She looked like such a slut, swirling the jizz around using her tongue.

“Now swallow it,” he commanded her, practically squirming in his seat in giddy joy.

She responded with the same messy reply as she closed her mouth and tilted her head back, her neck bulging from where the cum trickled down her throat.

Once she was finished eating up his cum she opened her mouth with a refreshing sigh, rolling out her tongue to show that she’d gobbled down every last drop of his sticky white fluids.

“All gone,” she told him. It was nice hearing her confirm back to him in that monotone voice but that natural expression she gave, acting through the motions of a mind warped, were the biggest delight to him.

The sight was even more stimulating that he imagined when he thought his command through. Despite only just having his orgasm squeezed from his body he was already rock hard all over again.

Her soft hands rubbed against his thighs as she looked up at him with those sensual eyes, her bottom lip curled up and latched in her teeth, softly nibbling along herself.

“Hmm you look pretty hard right now, and I’m feeling a bit excited too,” she explained, “and you know it is a good point in the month for me right now. How about we try for that baby?”

This had been the thing which had motivated his need for authority to begin with, her desire to have a child, to finally settle down. He had no interest in such things, he had no interest in being saddled down in the responsibilities of being a parent.

However, he was a weak man. Being offered up such a sexual buffet on a silver platter started him thinking with his lower head, not the upper.

Slowly she dragged her tongue over her lips, coating her pinkness with a light glisten of drool, her eyes alluring, dragging him into her will. He was the one firmly in control and still he was falling under her spell.

“I’ve already told you,” he told her, “I don’t want to have a baby.”

She purred up to him as she caressed her hands over his body, “Nonsense. Look how hard you are. Come on, put it inside of me and let’s start our family.”

Even though he had the ring as his disposal he could see it was a false sense of his opinion actually mattering. She still only wanted what she wanted, if she didn’t have to obey him thanks to the magic trinket there was no way she would.

The blood rushed to his head in frustration. He wanted to be listened to, not obeyed without question but if she refused to take in his opinion then he would gracefully accept warping her mind as punishment.

“You want a baby that bad?” he snarled down to her, “Then you’re going to have to earn it and you haven’t earned a thing yet. Turn around and show me your ass.”

“Yes,” she responded as she twirled around on all fours, wiggling her hips in his direction, swaying her round, curvy, ass contained in her soft panties.

Marlon hooked his fingers into the waistline and pulled them down to reveal what she had hiding below. A perfect, dripping, pussy waiting to be bred and a naughty little asshole twitching in the air.

“Come on dear,” she moaned up to him, shaking her ass around, “give me your seed.”

He didn’t want to give her what she wanted for once but he was so damn horny he could hardly contain himself. There was only one option.

“When I fuck you ecstasy will flood your mind and you will become a slut for my cock.”

“Ye--ah!” before she could finish her usual response he pressed his saliva coated shaft against her rear entrance and pressed himself into her taboo hole.

Just like he had commanded the moment he entered her body she was overcome with bliss and began to squeal out in joy, her tight insides firmly hugging against his throbbing member as he began to thrust himself into her behind, lusting for her body and for control.

Her pussy juices leaked out as her poor needy slit was left abandoned by his body as he sated his lust using her rear, her ass clapping back into his body as skin slapped into skin with a firm intensity which began to make her plush cheeks shine with a stinging red glow, milking more loud pitched squeals from her lips.

There was no agony in her voice, not from having her ass stretched open or her cheeks swatted by his thrusts, lust was racing through her body, addicting her to his cock.

Her fingers slapped up down along the underside of her body, arm outstretched up along the length of herself as she began to rub at her juicy mound which was throbbing so hotly as his firm manhood ravished her insides.

Marlon wrapped a hand into his girlfriend’s hair and pushed her down firmly onto the ground, his weight pinning onto her back as he unleashed all his pent up frustrations and needs swiftly into her tight passage.

“I am the boss now,” he growled, the ring on his hand glowing brightly as he pushed his body into hers and his commands into her mind.

“Yes!” her usual monotone voice not being able to carry the same tone thanks to the lust circulating through her veins.

“From now on you listen to me!”

“Yes!”

“You do what I want!”

“Yes!”

“You serve me!”

“Yes!”

Truly the words of his subservient was almost as sweet a relief as feeling the tightness of her body clenching around his turgid manhood as they commenced in a taboo showing of lust, sweat coated bodies grinding and slapping together as Marlon felt his insides surging, approaching the limit of what a man could take.

His grip tightened on her body as the veins pulsed across the girth of his member as the air of the home was filled with the sound of hard, rough, passionate sex.

“I’m close,” he snarled out, half to her and half to himself, “I’m almost there.”

“Me too,” she moaned out, no longer stuck in that trance like state but still hypnotised by his words, her mind warped to do his bidding, to total lust for his cock stirring up her behind.

“Cum with me,” he commanded as he felt himself being pushed right over the edge, an eruption surging through his manhood, “Cumming!”

Her conformation was muffled under the sound of lustful cries as a double orgasm raced through the couple. Juices gushed from Bex as a mind shuddering, toe curling, body quivering rush of euphoria rippled through her body, sending her up onto cloud nine.

At the same time she was given such a feeling of bliss he began to cum, spraying his hot seed deep into her behind, wasting away the seed she had begged for, that she had demanded, instead releasing it deep into her behind, filling her up with the warmth.

His weight pressed her down into the floor, pinning her beneath his larger, stronger, body as he packed every rope of cum his shaft was releasing into her body, giving her no escape, making her experience that wave until he was finally milked dry.

In both mind and body Marlon felt incredible. It was the first time he’d ever been able to establish such dominance, he felt like he’d had an immediate promotion to the alpha in their two person pack.

Her body remained pinned under his, shuddering in place as she drooled and dripped onto the floor, the pulses of pleasure still surging through her veins as he put his mark into her body, both physically and mentally.

“There are going to be some changes around here,” he said, mainly for his own satisfaction, rubbing the ring on his finger as a wide grin crept across his lips.

It wasn’t what he was expecting, or quite what he wanted but he felt it was going to work out just fine.


Reprogramming: First Entry: The Cook

Dean had always been a computer person. Obviously not literally a person made of computers he’d simply been a man with a strong affinity for them, even before he was a man.

He spent his childhood and his teenage years toying around with computers, when he went to college he took a computing course and once he got into the world of work it was more computers.

He’d managed to secure himself a position at a top company working with computers. It was his job to help make sure all the machines in the building were working and that all systems were operational. Basically if it had anything to do with machines or was run through computers Dean was probably in charge of it.

It was a good job in his favorite field and it paid well too, he couldn’t be happier; that was what he incorrectly thought.

Dean thought he’d reached the pinnacle of his desires until he made an error one day, an error which would show him a wonderful world of possibilities that was simply too incredible and mind boggling to believe; if he hadn’t seen it for himself that is.


One of Dean’s duties was looking after the databases for the company, those spreadsheets of information. He may not have had a lot of idea about figures and numbers and finances but when the guy who knows that stuff doesn’t know anything about spreadsheets it’s Dean who naturally has to step in.

A spreadsheet of info that Dean could get his head around and was left to manage was the database about all the employees working for the company.

On that sheet it had the full details needed about each employee. Their name, their date of birth, their address, what apartment they worked in, their role; all the things the company had to know about them. As the computing guy it was Dean’s job to manage all of that.

He’d been to college, to university and passed with top marks, some data processing was a very easy task for him to accomplish. However he was still human and humans naturally make mistakes sooner or later.

A new employee had just joined the company so needed inputting into their system; Dean’s job naturally and a simple one at that. All he had to do was copy out her details into the spreadsheet and it was done, champion.

This was of course were Dean made his small mistake, just a typo. The new employee was Gina, a forty two year old woman who would be joining the catering staff. However while typing in her date of birth his finger wandered a bit too far and pressed the wrong key. Instead of her age being listed as forty two she instead went into their system as a twenty two year old.

It was a small and insignificant change, one that Dean didn’t even notice as he glossed over the incorrect figure marking his job as done. It would not present itself as an error until Dean went off to get some food from the company cafeteria.

Here was where he met Gina, locatable by her nametag. She should have been locatable by her picture too, the one that had been included on the documents he’d used to type up her information yet she wasn’t. She really wasn’t.

The Gina he’d seen in the pictures had looked weathered for want of a better word. She hadn’t been unattractive but her skin had not aged well. However the Gina he met in the canteen was smooth like silk.

It was so notably he couldn’t believe what he was seeing. No amount of makeup would be able to turn that into this. She looked an absolute delight. Her features were similar yes but she looked so young, even younger than he was; he was only in his mid twenties.

“Gina?” he asked, her nametag saying one thing but her face saying another.

“Yes?” she replied back to him, “Can I help you?”

“You’ve just started today haven’t you?” Dean inquired, feeling like his mind was trying to play cruel tricks on him.

“Yep my first day on the job,” she responded in a cheery tone.

“The Gina..” he scoured his own mind, trying to come up with a way to identify if it was really her. His memory had always been good, “from Arizona?”

“How did you know that?” she asked, raising a brow in confusion.

“Oh I manage the database here in the company, nothing to worry about. How old were you again?”

“Don’t you know you should never ask a woman her age,” she teased.

“Please, it’s important.”

He seemed serious enough that she relented, “You should know anyway if you’re doing data stuff. I’m twenty two.”

He couldn’t remember exactly how old she was on those documents he’d been handed but he knew one thing for certain, she hadn’t been that young.

“Thank you! I’ll see you later, I have to take care of something quickly.”

“Hey what about your food?”

There were more important things right now than a bite to eat. He had to get to the bottom of this peculiar situation.

Things only got more peculiar when he arrived back into his lab and checked back over those documents. He knew for certain that she was older than that, that she’d looked completely different on her picture yet looking back over the paperwork she was completely right. Age twenty two, picture young and stunning; what was going on?

Dean looked back over the database. Everything that was on the document matched up onto the computer screen. A perfect match. His eyes paid particular attention to her date of birth.

“I know she was older than that,” he mumbled to himself, that nine not looking right in her birth year. Had he made a typo? He didn’t doubt his own memory and he made an amendment to the data, switching her birthdate up by twenty years before saving.

He gave a short glance down to the paperwork which turned into an eye popping stare. That picture of a pretty young woman had gone and been replaced with the image he believed he’d seen in the first place. Checking the documents her age was listed back as forty two.

In a hurry he dashed off back towards the canteen and found Gina there again, serving up some grub however she looked very different.

“Gina?” he asked her once again.

“Hey you’re back, finally here for some food?” she replied, her features harsher and her voice deeper than it had been before. She looked like a completely different person. Surely she had to be?

“We talked before, didn’t we?” he inquired, her face curling up in confusion.

“Are you alright? We talked like ten minutes ago?”

“Sorry it’s just…” Dean’s head was throbbing, he couldn’t work out what was going on. Surely whatever this was it had to be impossible, it couldn’t be real, “I just need to know, how old are you again?”

“Didn’t I just tell--”

“It’s important, it’s for the database.”

“I said I’m forty two,” she told him, his mind finding it hard to keep up with the answer. What sort of fantasy world was this? He was hallucinating surely, what other explanation could there be?


Having only one option Dean retraced his steps to try and find the route of whatever was going on. Surely it had to have something to do with that database he’d been taking care of, that record of all the employee’s details.

When he put her age as twenty two she appeared as a young woman and gave her age the same, when she was inputted as forty two she aged considerably older and swapped her answers to the question around. Even weirder than that all the paperwork changed as well.

There was only one way to sort this out, Dean had to test it.

He returned to that database and changed the number back from forty to twenty. There was no change on the paperwork until he saved the results and then suddenly she was young again.

Older, younger, older, younger, her face seemed to warp along with every click of his button, the figures on her paperwork doing the same. It wasn’t just her age either, he even changed her name to Georgia to see if it did the same thing. It did.

Dean even went down to the canteen to check on her. Sure enough her name tag had changed and was sporting the name he’d typed into the computer on a whim.

“Gina?”

“Forgot my name already? It’s Georgia. Right on the badge love.”

He didn’t know how to explain it, he could hardly wrap his head around it after all but it was utterly undeniable at this point. Whatever he typed into the machine seemed to come true.

More testing was needed. Would it only work on Gina or did it affect other members of staff too? The only way to find out was to change around some more details and then to head out exploring and asking questions.

“Harold? No my name’s Henry.”

“Thirty? You flatter me, twenty years ago I was.”

“Hey it’s not my job to book any appointments, I’m just the cleaner.”

It continued. Every single person he tinkered around with changed just the way he’d written. Names swapped. Ages fluctuated. Jobs were completely changed around. The world seemed to bend to fit what he wrote on that spreadsheet. It was like he had the power to bend the world as he saw fit.

He pretty much spend the entire day playing around with that database, warping the bodies and histories of those who worked in the company around him. Of course he always made sure to change them back after he was done, he wasn’t a monster after all.

By the time the day ended he didn’t want to go home. He hadn’t tested it out enough, he hadn’t had enough fun with the database. All he was going to be doing at home was thinking about it, wanting to come back tomorrow for another round. Surely there was a way he could extend this session. You knew he was desperate, who would willingly want to stay for longer at work?

On the database it had a list of all the employees and for how long they worked for each day, each week, all the stuff the company needed to know.

Taking a look he saw that Gina was still working even if her shift was about to come to an end. Surely he’d be able to change that with just a few button presses on his keyboard.

Suddenly her shift was going to last alot longer than anticipated, she was going to be staying here late. Then another thought popped into his mind. It was an inconvenience for him to have to run to and from the canteen just to see how she changed and quiz her on the results. Couldn’t be bring her to him?

Another change made into the system. Suddenly she worked in the computers department as well. It only took around five minutes for Gina to appear in the lab.

“Hey Gina, ready for a late night?” he asked her.

“Do they always expect us to stay this late?” she complained, on her very first day as well. Then again her shift had just gotten a big increase.

“Not always. This is a very special occasion.”

He wasn’t being entirely insincere there.


An extra hour of work, at least, meant a lot of extra fiddling around with what he could do on the computer. The only issue was it wasn’t as entertaining when he only had one model to work with.

He’d changed her shift, her job, her age a whole lot of times and even her name. There wasn’t really that much he could do. He could change around some of her background history, her address, and listen to the chances being echoed back to him but that was a not of a novelty.

Despite the fact he wanted to see so much he didn’t actually have much to see with only her there to play around with and she was starting to get a little bit ratty being pretty much left there doing nothing while he occasionally asked her weird questions.

“Seriously what was the point of me staying here if there isn’t anything to do?” she complained, even if this wasn’t supposed to be her job.

Wasn’t there anything else he could do? That was when he scrolled through the spreadsheet and finally took notice of the final column, an extra spot for notes.

This was the kind of place the company documented things like if employees were often late or had some other problems to take into consideration, usually their poor behaviour or conduct. Could he even use this broad option to his advantage as well? There was no harm in trying it out, he could always delete what he wrote later on.

First up he tried out ‘eager to work’ hoping that that would quell her complaints about the job. Before he made the save he turned to ask her.

“Not happy with what you’re doing at the moment?”

“Happy? I’ve been sitting here for twenty minutes doing nothing. I’ve already been here eight hours,” she sighed out, fingers tapping along with the desk in an irritation fashion. Now it was time for him to hit the save button.

“What did you say?”

“I just wish I could be doing some more,” he tone changed in an instance, that dull whine of irritation replaced with an eager, cheery voice and a happy smile.

Holy shit that actually worked, he couldn’t believe it; he’d already saw impossibilities but this was even more mind boggling. Was there a limit to what he could do with this?

Naturally he had to try and find that out was why he got back onto his keyboard to try things out. Gina had brown hair, close to a burnt umber; was he able to change that?

Dean typed into that notes section the word ‘blonde’ and instantly hit the save button. He looked back onto his new work colleague and it had already happened, the change had already taken place just like he had envisioned it in his mind. The brunette was now a blonde.

Every new discovery made this cheat code to the world seem even more powerful. If it wasn’t staring him directly in the face there was no way he’d possibly be able to believe it was real yet he was unable to deny it.

Did he really have the power to change the world, or at least those around him, at his fingertips? It made him feel so powerful.

His thoughts had been one of curiosity when he had first been fiddling around with the database but now they were starting to become something more as he looked over Gina with the knowledge that he could do anything to her and anything with her that he desired.

Being a computer nerd he’d never really had much in the way of a female relationship before. He wasn’t a virgin but he wasn’t exactly Casanova. Now he didn’t need to be.

Suddenly her age had dipped back down into her early twenties and he was typing a new entry into the notes field; busty.

It wasn’t anything like a growth reality simply changed in an instance like it had always been that way to start with. Her chest was suddenly huge, he didn’t even see the change take place he just knew it had as her perky mounds had been turned into two large breasts giving her top a nice slice of cleavage. Her body was like clay for him to mold.

He began to grow hard, firm in his pants as he looked at her. She was so attractive already and those large tits only made her more pleasant on the eye. He felt himself wanting her, he felt himself getting excited at the prospect of devouring her body.

Dean made another change to the spreadsheet in the job field. Suddenly she no longer worked as a computer technician like he did. Her new job title was Dean’s sex slave.

Nothing seemed to change in reality until he address her, “Hey Gina.”

“Yes master?” she replied to him, her voice dripping with a sexual, seductive tone as she leaned towards him to show off that cleavage.

It was really happening, he could make her do anything he wanted, “Take off your top.”

Gina did what she was told, grasping at the base of her shirt, pulling it up over her head to reveal her bra and those pushed up mounds that were supported in the cups. Had her bra even changed to fit with her bust size?

“That as well,” he informed her, pointing at her last upper garment, leading to her baring her naked chest in front of him, giving him an eyeful of those soft mounds and perky pink nipples.

“Is this better master?” she queried as she swayed from side to side, using her arms to press her tits together to emphasize her size, to draw attention to her deep cleavage.

His cock was begging to be freed from his pants, straining and bulging up into the fabric, her eyes naturally being drawn down to that tent.

“Much better, now I need you to help me out of my clothes. Unbuckle my pants, free my cock,” he commanded, his breathing starting to get heavy as he pictured what was about to come, fantasies running through his head.

Like a good slave she slipped down off her chair and dropped down onto her knees, her hands stroking up along his legs until they settled down upon his lap, fingers latching down into his belt, pulling that leather container open to loosen the stranglehold of his pants around his crotch.

Her fingers danced down to his zipper and pulled, freeing him from his fabric prison, hands exploring within to pull out her prize. Out it came, his rock hard dick.

She moaned at just the sight of it, the smell of it, the feel of it in her soft palm. Her eyes idolized his piece of manhood as she slowly traced her silky soft hand up and down the length of his shaft.

“Now what master? How may your slave serve you today?” the young blonde asked him, words dripping with lust as her eyelids hung heavy, lashes fluttering as her cheeks burned with a pink glow. She wanted this just as much as he did, as expected from a sex slave.

“Let me feel those new titties. I want you to rub my cock with those tits, suck on me as you jerk me off with that fat mounds,” he groaned out, her idle rubbing already filling him with pleasant sensations but he had such a unique chance in front of him, he needed more.

“Yes master,” she replied like the obedient puppet she had became as she pressed herself down into his lap and hugged her cleavage around his length, smothering the softness of her plush chest around the firmness of his rigid dick, squeezing her tits together as she began to rock her hips up and down, stroking her torso along his shaft.

Her head dipped down so her lips captured around the peeking head of his cock, suckling on the very tip as her tongue slipped down and began to stroke and lap, leaks of dribble glossing over his glans.

Dean’s head naturally rolled back as he began to moan from such a pleasant sensation, combing his fingers through her newly colored hair as she took care of her newly acquired duties and gave his cock the affection it commanded.

The drool of saliva that trickled down only lubricated that cock and allowed her chest to pump up and down faster, jerking off his firm cock between those soft, swinging, smushing tits. It was milking out his pre, more lube for her cleavage, and leading him towards orgasm.

Even as his bodies excitement was being pent up he was still in reach of his keyboard, he could still type, change and command. In he typed the words ‘thick lips’ and suddenly felt like two marshmallows were engulfing around his glans as he moaned. Her lips had turned so fat, so soft, perfect for hugging and smothering his cock. That along with her jerking tits meant he was about to burst.

His fingers locked down into her hair, gripping tight as he groaned out, “I’m cumming!”

Just as he warned out came his cum, the first shot surging up out from her lips and up over her face, the second squirting and landing on her tits, and the third the same. Then she finally wrapped her mouth properly back over the very tip and began to swallow up the ropes of white, sticky seed, gobbling down the thick sauce which was also left draped over her body, marking it lewdly.

His orgasms died down as her lips slowly peeled off his manhood with a wet, squelching, pop as strands of saliva and cum hung between his cockhead and her lips, glistening as her skin was caked up in cum.

“Hmm master, did that feel good? Did I do a good job?” she asked him, her breathing heavy as she panted for air, her first thought about his needs like the good slave he had so easily turned her into. It was still hard to believe one change on a computer could do all this.

“It felt amazing”, he confessed to her yet there was just one, small, problem, “but I’m not satisfied yet.”

“How can I help master?” Gina said as she nibbled on the tip of her finger, watching him with those alluring eyes. Natural progression meant there was only one thing left to come.

“Take it all off,” he commanded, his lecherous eyes probing her form, “I want to fuck you.”

“Oh master, I want to fuck you too,” she moaned as she began to strip herself from her outfit, sliding herself down out of her bottoms and her panties until she was standing before him completely naked, showing off her soft, feminine, curvaceous body, her large breasts only making everything look more prominent.

She approached him and mounted onto his lap, straddling across him as her pussy lips brushed across the tip of his shaft, rubbing across his glans as a moan slipped from her mouth, her wetness trickling down, readying herself up for entry.

Her arms wrapped around his back as she groaned, pressing her weight down to swallow up his cock into those tight insides, that erect rod filling her body up.

The two of them moaned together as her tightness was stretched out by his manhood and his hard cock was squeezed in her velvet honey pot, the two of them having pleasure surging through their veins as she began to shake and rock her hips, round ass jiggling and clapping together as it bounced up and down, his hips starting to move as well, helping her ride that hot shaft.

Their bodies were locked together as he bounced her up and down, pumping his erection into her tight insides, milking out the moans, the lust as the sound of skin slapping together filled up the small room, the scent of sex circulating as the moans echoed from wall to wall.

Dean was so happy he gave into this temptation and went through with twisting Gina into being his sex slave, the attractive blonde clinging to his body as she rode him like a slut possessed, driving him to orgasm as well as her own body.

The two of them went close together, driving themselves right onto the brink, bodies trembling and tensing as they found it hard to contain themselves any longer.

“Master, are you about to cum?”

“Yes, I’m almost there. I don’t think I can take it any longer.”

“You don’t need to hold on any longer. I’m about to cum Master. I want you to cum too, I want your cum.”

That was all the inspiration he needed to unleash all of his orgasm inside of her body as he cried out those magic words, “I’m cumming!”

He kept hold of her in a tight, possessive, grip as he began to unleash his orgasm into her, grunting and growling as his cum came racing out, pouring into her insides, deep into her pussy as she throbbed in place as her own gush of orgasmic pleasure came washing over her in a blissful fashion.

The two felt overwhelming euphoria as they bathed in the afterglow of those orgasms, Dean rubbing his hands down the back of the slave who had just drained him of his orgasm, the slave he had created using the power he had discovered.

What else would he be able to find? His fun wasn’t done yet.


Lust Bug: Patient Zeroes

The year is 2016. This is a world like the one you know but not the one you do. In this world the birth rate has dropped down off the charts. Fertility rates had sudden plummeted. It was like all of humanity, as a whole, just decided one day that they’d had enough of producing children and were going sterile.

People were still having babies but at a fraction of the rate of the past. The future was seriously in jeopardy because there was barely a future. Humanity was in serious risk of dying out.

Nobody knew why this had suddenly happened. A virus, chemicals, rays from outer space; all of them were as good a guess as any. However figuring out why it had happened wasn’t the priority. What was important was fixing the problem and giving the world its men and women of the future.

To try and find a way to resolve this problem the greatest geniuses on the planet joined together in laboratories all around the world to try and come up with a solution.

It had been months since these various experts and organizations had combined their resources and knowledge but still nothing concrete had been discovered or created. However there were promising signs from America's top science team.

They believed they were right on the verge of cracking the code and saving humanity. They’d developed a chemical formula they believed could be the answer. Now all they needed to do was test and pray.


Due to laws and the need for urgency there wasn’t time for the scientists to recruit test subjects in order to try out their creations; they would have to serve as the guinea pigs.

Naturally they needed two test subjects for the fertility drug; a man and a woman. To keep things fair on all that pair would be randomly selected by a lottery. The unlucky pair were Audrey and Frank, two very unassuming yet incredible intelligent, scientists.

Both of them were given a dose of the new fertility drug they’d developed before being placed into an observation room for exactly that purpose.

It wasn’t comfortable feeling like a guinea pig, being locked in a bland, white, room with little more than two chairs to occupy the empty space. The walls acted as one sided mirrors which allowed their colleagues spy on them which meant no matter what they did or went in the small box room they would be observed. However it was a job that needed doing, they both knew that. This was for humanity.

“How are you feeling Audrey?” a voice asked through the speaker system.

“Fine right now,” she said with a low sigh.

“How about you Frank?”

“Pretty much the same, no effects so far, not that I can feel anyway.”

“Please let us know if anything changes,” the voice explained, “we’ll continue to monitor your vitals from in here.”

It was so far so good, no side effects had appeared. The true test would come later on when their fertility levels were tested, all they had to do was survive that far without anything weird being flagged up.

However as the time passed their bodies began to heat up. It wasn’t the same sensation as being next to a roaring fire, it was internal. Yet it wasn’t like they were suddenly coming down with a case of the flu. The best way to explain the warmth would be that their bodies were becoming excited; horny. Now they could see why those mice they’d used in their first stage of testing had been humping like rabbits; the two of them were becoming very horny.

“I’m starting to feel… warm,” Audrey explained to the people on the other side.

“We can see your body temperature starting to increase. Can you give us some details?”

“It’s not just warmth I’m feeling… hot.”

“Can you elaborate at all?”

“Hot, as in… erm…,” her cheeks flushing from a mixture of her increasing temperature and the situation she found herself in.

“Hot as in excited, aroused,” Frank explained, feeling the effects as well rather strongly.

It must have been a side effect of the formula. It was only supposed to raise their fertility but it was doing the same to their libido as well. Audrey could feel her nipples growing hard and sensitive as her pussy throbbed, juices starting to flow. For Frank he began to feel an uncomfortably stiffness trapped in his pants.

“Perhaps the drug has an aphrodisiac quality? We’ll see how long this persists. Please carry on you two.”

They were just getting a bit horny, it was nothing to worry about. Sure they were trapped in the room with a member of the opposite sex who was starting to look more attractive by the second but that didn’t mean they couldn’t control themselves; they weren’t animals after all.

While their minds said no their bodies said yes. The two tried their best to ignore the feelings that were washing over them but those feelings didn’t like being ignored.

The more time that passed the hotter they became, the more sensitive their bodies grew. Frank had never felt so hard in his entire life, it was becoming painful how much he needed to release himself. Audrey wasn’t coping much better, she had an itch deep within her loins and she wanted to scratch it desperately.

“How much longer do we have to stay in here?” Frank asked his fellow scientists.

“Standard procedure, until testing has concluded.”

“Is there no way we can change rooms, or go and get some privacy?” he asked again, his breathing growing deeper as his words became uncomfortable; ragged.

“Frank it’s okay,” Audrey told him, her own breathing on the heavier side, “If you need to... take care of yourself, just do it. Don’t mind me, I understand.”

She’d been able to read his problem like a book. His cock was throbbing so hard he had to take care of it, he didn’t have a choice anymore. It was becoming so swollen he had to relieve it now.

“Thank you,” he panted out in relief as he turned his back on her and tried to put himself in the corner where he’d be able to find the most privacy in a room which offered none; eyes staring in from all around.

Frank unbuckled his slacks and fished out that rock hard cock. He’d never seen his cock look so big or so thick before with all of those veins throbbing around the surface. Was this a side effect of the fertility drug, or maybe this was just a part of its intended effect? It didn’t matter, he had to calm his body down.

He wrapped his hand around his fat dick and began to jerk himself off, groaning hoarse breaths of pleasure with every pump of his hand along the length of that shaft, the sensitivity increased just like the size. He wanted to be courteous towards Audrey for letting him take care of his cock but it felt so overwhelming good he was finding it all but impossible to stifle his groans.

The sounds were reaching her. The noise of him moaning, the slap of his hand rubbing up his length, there were no other sounds but those and they echoed around the room to surround her. Hearing him feeling so good only made her body beg for the same.

She relented. She knew she was being watched by all of her work colleagues but her need for pleasure overpowered her worries of shame and embarrassment. Audrey slipped her fingers down under her skirt and into her panties and began to rub over her own needy wetness, fingers brushing her stiff, sensitive, clit.

It felt good, she could see why Frank wasn’t able to control his groans because as soon as her fingers began to brush over her sensitive body she lost the ability to control her own moans. The air was polluted with the sound of grunting.

Echoing cries of lust weren’t the only thing filling that room. The scent of musk, the hot lingering fragrance of lustful bodies was also circulating and growing denser. The intoxicating smell of the two was combining together to weigh down on the room from above, making their nostrils burn and their hearts pulse faster.

Frank felt incredible. His cock was throbbing in his hands; he’d never managed to experience such a level of intensity before on his own, or with a partner. He could feel his orgasm brewing, building, on the verge of release and he knew it was going to be incredible. He could contain himself no longer.

The loud cry shook the room as his entire body tensed up, his hips jerking to meet his grasping hand as his orgasm came gushing out. It was the thickest, largest, orgasm Frank had ever experienced. It was like his shaft was a hose, long strands of sticky, white, cum spraying from the head and painting across the walls and the floor in messy ropes of jizz.

His body twitched and writhed around as he continued to release his orgasm, groaning with every pulse of his erect manhood as the next squirt of semen came erupting from the head. It was truly euphoric.

How much time had passed since he first began to shoot out his seed? He didn’t know but it felt something close to an eternity. Frank felt drunk on pleasure as his orgasm finally started to fade away, his body remaining floating up in the clouds in a fuzzy joy.

Frank was still recovering when he felt a hand grasp down at his shoulder, prompting him to jump and twist around sharply. His eyes bulged open as they set upon the sight of Audrey, panting heavily with her cheeks burning red, a hand pressed down into the front of her panties, crotch soaked.

“Please help me,” she moaned out, her breathing even deeper than before, her needy eyes staring into him, “I want to feel that good too. Please help me cum, I can’t do it alone.”

While he had been able to make himself cum just by jerking she was unable to truly get where she needed the pleasure. It wasn’t her sensitive nipples which demanded attention, nor was it her throbbing clit. The place that begged for relief was the very depths of her pussy, the place her fingers could not reach. Her womb needed him.

“Audrey we can’t,” he tried to protest but, despite the fact he had just relieved himself of enough cum to sate a man for weeks his cock was already hard again. It too was begging for more.

That throbbing down below along with the sight of the heavy lidded scientist who moaned towards him was more than enough to break through his resistance and he set himself upon her.

Suddenly the two forgot that they were test subjects being watched by their peers. They were two primal beings who just needed to rut before they went crazy.

Their lips joined together as they began to make out wetly and passionately, groaning and twisting their tongues together as their hands wandered down to grope, knead and squeeze at each others bodies, sliding down under those clothes, starting to strip the other down.

Clothes were being flung everywhere and anywhere without much care as the two scientists undressed down to the flesh. Frank’s eyes set upon Audrey’s soaked, dripping, pussy while her eyes in turn locked onto his cock. They both needed pleasure and something more, something that their bodies were telling them to do that their minds were only encouraging further; breed.

There was no soft, cosy, bed. The chairs were too small and flimsy to contain two writhing bodies so instead the two just dropped down onto the cold, hard, floor, Audrey pinned down by the man in the relationship.

The pair continued to swap their saliva until Frank dragged his lips away, sitting up tall between her spread thighs, grinding the head of his hard dick into her juicy pussy lips.

“Sorry I don’t think I can hold back,” he grunted as he knew that earlier resistance, that earlier courtesy, was now fading away under an overwhelming urge to rut like wild beasts.

“You don’t need to,” Audrey moaned. She more than understood his pain, she felt exactly the same way, “Fuck me as hard, as fast, as rough as you need just fuck me, now.”

He didn’t need another invitation and he also was not going to waste any time in fulfilling that request. As soon as he was cleared to go he thrust his hips forward sharply and plunged the length of his thick, hard, manhood deep into her pussy, filling her up with that pulsing dick.

Audrey squealed out as her back arched, her toes curling up together as his one hilting thrust kissed into the entrance to her womb and sent an euphoric rush spreading over her. That was the spot which had been turned so sensitive, so lustful, so needy. When his fat mushroom struck that craving button the sensation was mind tingling.

All words were lost. Her mouth opened wide but nothing translatable came out. It was just a moan, a hot, wet, blissful moan which rattled the ears of those watching on from the other side.

The drug was only supposed to increase fertility levels but it had turned their test subjects into panting, moaning, thrusting, lustful, sex craving perverts.

Frank and Audrey didn’t care they were on display like animals in a zoo. He drew his hips back from her pussy and then suddenly rolled forward with a burst, sinking back down into her twat before dragging back, starting the whole process again of thrusting deep into her pussy, hitting the entrance to her womb, sending waves of relief washing through her veins, releasing the euphoria to her brain.

While she was finally getting the pleasure she needed, that which she couldn’t manage on her own, Frank was simply getting more. His hand had been enough to milk his body but it didn’t feel right. This though, this was what he truly needed. She was tighter, she was hotter, her insides writhed and massaged his throbbing length. He didn’t need to be jerking off, he needed to be plowing hot, fertile, pussies.

His orgasm was building again and it was going to be powerful once more. He could feel his cock bulging and she too could feel it stretching her insides open. He was about to release, he was about to flood her body with cum.

“Fuck, it’s coming,” he growled out like a caveman. He didn’t ask her if he could cum inside because in his mind that was the only option. He was a man, it was his duty to cum inside and knock her up.

Then his release came, then his orgasm erupted. It was just as pleasurable as before, it made his entire body shake in heart thudding pleasure as his hips sunk down to the hilt, keeping every single inch of his cock meat buried down into her pussy so his seed had nowhere to go but deep into her womb.

It was thick, it was hot, it was filling, Audrey’s womb was being flooded with every gush of jizz that came flowing from his cock. The drug had amplified his cum’s quantity, her womb was being packed to the brim with his seed and that seed’s fertility had been amplified, just like her own. Even in a world where the birth rate had plummeted there was no way she couldn’t be pregnant now.

That knowledge and that sensation of being bred was enough to push her over the edge as well. Audrey’s body writhed and spasmed as her own orgasm came rushing through her, wave after wave of intense pleasure blitzing through her curves, bathing head to toe in ecstasy.

Once their orgasmic rushes drained off to an end the two collapsed down together, breathing deeply with bodies stained in sweat, their colleagues shocked at the sights they’d seen.

“Well that was certainly… something,” one of the scientists muttered to break the ice, feeling a bit hot under the collar.

“I guess this will be good for our research?”

“It’s told us we’ve got some work to do at least unless we want to make people go at it like that.”

“There is probably a market for that kind… wait what’s with those readings?”

The scientists had begun their clustered chatter and had taken their eyes away from the room for a moment, long enough to miss the fact that their lustful test subjects had recovered. Frank was now on his back with Audrey riding on top, bouncing her hips up and down. This was surprising but it wasn’t the most surprising thing they could see.

It was clear to all of them that Audrey’s breasts were bigger than before. She’d been close to flat chested yet now her breasts had a noticeable jiggle every time she bounced up and down; they seemed to be a handfuls worth at least.

Frank too looker broader than they remembered. His shoulders were wider, his body was more muscular.

None of them said it, they didn’t want to give the impression they were simply making a mistake, that their eyes were playing tricks of them. However when they could actually see those tits getting larger, her ass getting thicker, curves wider it became clear it was no mistake, their bodies were changing.

As she bounced up and down Audrey’s body was becoming more feminine in the most stereotypical of terms. She was becoming the hourglass shape flung around as the desirable ideal, with large buttocks and a sizeable bust.

Frank too was becoming the so called male ideal as he was getting bigger, stronger, more muscular. He’d been a scientist not a strongman, he’d always been quite thin and weedy. Now he looked like an athlete and his body didn’t seem to be stopping there.

“What’s going on?” one of the scientists finally cried out, “I’ve never seen anything like this. This data, this… thing here. What’s happening? Are they seriously changing?”

There was nothing else it could be. Audrey’s moans were getting more high pitched and squeaky as she released them into the box room, Frank’s growing deeper as he growled back. Her skin was turning softer as her hair began to grow both fuller and thicker. He was getting notably taller as his muscles entered bodybuilder territory. This wasn’t nothing, this was their very DNA being warped; they were being transformed.

It hadn’t even been a couple of minutes since the changes had begun yet the two people sitting in the middle of that observation room looked nothing like those who had entered in the first place. Audrey and Frank the scientific nerds were nowhere to be seen, it was now Audrey the curvaceous sex bomb and Frank the muscular hunk.

Despite their bodies changing they’d never stopped fucking, even when Frank’s cock size had grown just like every other muscle on his body; his throbbing, veiny, member now a huge slab of meat which plundered her deep, wet, caverns.

That increased length and girth had only made her squeals louder, her juicy ass cheeks bouncing up and down, slapping together to send echoes around the room. Her giant tits didn’t stop jiggling, the size and sight obscene as her body continued to sculpt itself into the image of a living barbie doll.

“Like OMG!” she hissed out, her voice obnoxiously girly, “Your giant cock is like so gonna make me cum!”

“Me too. I’m going to flood your fertile cunt with my hot babies,” he grunted back, his voice deep and hoarse.

Those words were music to Audrey’s ears as she spread her palms down across his large, strong, chest and began to twerk her hips in place, effortlessly managing to ride across a giant cock which even put porn stars to shame in both length and thickness.

“Yes please! Please put your hot stud babies in my needy womb,” she begged him once more before he passed his limit again and began to release his cum into her body.

It wasn’t the same sensation as earlier. Before his orgasm had been huge in quantity, impressive for any man yet this was on a completely different level. This orgasm was powerful, it was explosive, it was intense. Her womb was truly being flooded in hot, virile, seed.

He wasn’t even halfway done and the overflow was already starting to show, trickles of white cream leaking down over his giant, pulsing, hanging orbs as they unloaded that breeding nut into her fertile body.

Audrey shuddered in an orgasmic heaven, her entire body tingling like a spell of intoxication had been cast on her mind. That frame wouldn’t stop shaking as she was overcome with bliss as he formed life in her loins.

It took minutes for his orgasm to trail off to an end, her stomach actually swollen by the time they were finished; that much cum had truly been packed inside of her.

“Like there is no way I’m not pregnant,” Audrey giggled, rubbing her swollen tummy as cum gushed from her gaped pussy.

“So hot. I can’t wait to breed you again,” Frank, the muscular stud, grunted out in that hoarse voice.

Again the two began to exchange kisses, moving into a deep make out session as the shocked scientists watched the deeply erotic scenes, all of them trying to hide their arousement from their peers.

“I don’t know what’s happened to them,” the head researcher said to his colleagues, using a clipboard to cover the bulge in his pants, “so whatever you do make sure you don’t let them out of there, we’ll need to run some diagnostics. Now if you’ll excuse me.”

He rushed off to take care of his little problem, a sentiment shared by other members of staff who quickly scurried off to their offices or to an available bathroom. All it left behind was one scientist, one woman, who had been in awe all the way through. It had always been her dream to be bred, it’s why she had joined this program, and in front of her eyes was the most virile, breeder stud there had perhaps ever been. However she was told not to let them out, she was ordered not to. She had to control herself. She had to.

She had to.


“Oh my god your cock feels increda… increbi… incara… the best!”

She had not.

Her needs had gotten the better of her. She had watched Audrey making out with that muscular adonis while all of that fertile seed leaked from her snatch; almost taunting her. She needed to know what it felt like, she needed to be bred too.

As she entered that room, as she jumped on him, as she allowed the hot scent of mind warping musk to consume her she too began to change in shape and form.

It was just like Audrey. Her plain body was reshaped into a buxom, bootylicious sex bomb. Her clothes burst as they were unable to contain the reformation of her figure, the fact her tits were now as big as her head and her hips were wide enough to barely scrape through doorframes.

As her body shifted, as her hair grew longer, her lips thicker and her brain dummer, she sunk her wet pussy lips around that hard tower of breeder meat and began to experience the hottest sex of her life.

She was so preoccupied with fucking, with screaming out in lust as she bounced up and down, giant tits and meaty ass jiggling in place with a juicy wobble, she didn’t give a thought to that hot, concentrated, smell that was now flowing through the lab, nor the curvaceous cock gobbler travelling with it.

The head scientist returned from his rest session to find his nostrils burning thanks to a powerful fragrance, one that made his cock jump up again. That was when he saw her, wandering freely through the lab with fresh juices coating her inner thighs.

“Wow your cock just got like super big,” Audrey giggled, her unbelievably soft curves jiggling about with every movement, “Like I just got a baby put in me but if you want we can try and make it twins.”

He knew he had to say no to her. She was a dangerous test subject, one who he had seen transform before his very eyes and now was making his body react in such a powerful manner. He knew he had to say no to her, but he couldn’t.

The two of them joined together in a sloppy make out session which within moments became more as he freed his growing cock from the painful confines of his tight pants, sinking deep into her cum filled pussy as he began to breed her all over again.

Every scientist who returned was hit by the odor in the air, feeling their bodies heat up as slowly they began to change as horniness overpowered their rational thoughts. The entire laboratory was being rewritten by the drug that they had created, changed from men and women of science into dumb bimbo sluts and muscular meatheads obsessed with fucking and breeding.

They had done it, they had managed to come up with a fix for the fertility crisis which was threatening the world but at the same time they introduced a brand new danger, one that would soon spread to every corner of the globe.

In this place the Lust Bug was born and soon it would reshape humanity into a race of happy, brain dead, breeder studs and sluts. However that’s a story for another time.


Corrupted by Email

It was an unspectacular night. The weather was moody. The television pickings were so-so. None of her books seemed overly appealing. Eva had a night to burn away but nothing to burn it with.

In an attempt to pass the time she was just idly flicking through her tablet, checking out her apps, her social media and her messages for something, anything, to give her some entertainment.

Before she resorted to cute animal videos Eva gave her emails a check. Sitting fresh in her inbox was a brand new email from a sender who called him or herself Buttercup.

Eva knew that she should never accept strange downloads from emails and that she shouldn’t click on suspicious links but she at least gave every email the courtesy of a look over just to make sure it wasn’t from somebody she knew and just didn’t recognize.

Up the message popped onto her tablet’s screen. Instantly her attention was grabbed by a video that came embedded into the text. It was a video of a swirling spiral.

The first thing that popped into Eva’s head was surprise. Second it was confusion. There wasn’t a third thought, by then she’d already been hooked.

It was an hour later when she returned back to reality with little idea about what had just happened to her. If she hadn’t of checked on her tablet’s clock she never would have realized that so much time had suddenly passed her by.

That spiral was gone and instead a message was left for her where it had been

“Buy part two now for the low price of $0.99.”

Now the mere idea of buying something like a spiral would baffle many but when Eva read that message she felt enchanted. She couldn’t remember any of the time she spent watching the spiral but her mind was tingling delightfully ever since she’d popped out of her trance, that warm euphoria spreading down across her body.

Eva couldn’t remember what the video contained she just knew that she really wanted to know what happened in part two.

After checking everything was secure she made the purchase.

It was only one dollar after all, it was practically loose change. Plus she’d made sure that the site processed her payments indirectly and didn’t simply steal all her details, she wasn’t an idiot after all; she was simply enchanted.

She was informed that her order would be sent to her the next day. The fact that she had to wait at all made her feel incredible impatient but it was fine, she could wait. It wasn’t like she was addicted or anything.

With the spiral’s memory still wandering through her mind she decided to call it a night. She felt drained of energy all of a sudden, very sleepy indeed. It was time for her to hit the hay. It wasn’t like she had anything better to do.


It was another unspectacular night. Again Eva had no plans which meant that her evening would be spent relaxing at home. At least the television was a bit better than the night before. However it wasn’t anything on the small screen which was her first viewing priority.

After settling in Eva checked her tablet to see if she had a new message from Buttercup. Just as she had hoped it was waiting there for her.

Eva felt a bit giddy as she rushed to open it up, filling the tablet’s screen with another video. This one was a spiral too. In fact this spiral seemed to be identical to the last one.

It seemed identical but after Eva had witnessed it she could truly appreciate just how different it was. She couldn’t really repeat anything that happened, anything that she saw or heard or learned from the video she simply felt its deep effect on her.

She felt bathed in a pleasant warmth, her mind snuggled up in bliss. Her entire body felt like it was floating up in the clouds. It was a tingle of pleasure she’d never felt before, not since the last spiral video she’d watched anyway, yet this time the effect was even greater.

Eva wanted to rewatch the video for another dose of that euphoric rush but the video wouldn’t play for her again and simply led her towards the page for ordering the next video.

““Buy the next part now for the low price of $1.99.”

Sure it was a bit more expensive but it was perfectly fine and if meant she could feel this strange, hard to describe, but still wonderful feeling again then it was a worthwhile purchase. The only bummer was that she was going to have to wait another day for the next part. At least she could pass the rest of the night with some decent shows, even if her eyelids were feeling a bit heavier than usual.


It had been an unspectacular week. Work was progressing like usual. She hadn’t gone out with any of her friends or relatives. Nothing major had happened for her to write home about. The only thing of any note that was happening in her life was those lovely spiral videos she was buying.

Every night she went to bed feeling warm and fuzzy with the memories of the day’s spiral spinning through her head, that need for more whispering from the back of her mind. But that was okay because every new day she would be sent a new video, just as promised; a new video for her to enjoy.

Sure the price was getting a bit more expensive but it wasn’t anything she couldn’t handle and it was worth it for that ultimate feeling of bliss.

From $1.99 it had went logically up to $2.99 before making a small jump to $4.99. From there the price rose a bit and rested at a value of $9.99. The next day the site asked if she was interested in giving up $19.99.

While prices of $34.99 and $49.99 were a lot more expensive than what she had purchased her first video for could she really put a price on joy?

At first Eva had only been watching the videos when she arrived home from work but as she approached the end of her week she started to get a bit more impatient. She couldn’t wait until she got home, that was far too long to wait for her treat. She needed it as soon as possible.

As a manager in an office building she had her own person room which meant she could get a bit of privacy which was perfect for when her desires got the better of her and she loaded up her newest video while still at work.

There it was again, another twirling, pink, spiral for her to lay her eyes onto. She stared deep into the center and allowed the magic to happen.

Wonderful! That was how Eva felt when she snapped out of her trance after the video had came to an end. Her skin felt like it was crawling with positive energy, she was tingling all over. It was positively delightful how wonderful the video had made her feel.

On the screen was instructions on how to buy the next video for the “low price of $99.99.”

What a bargain for feeling blissful joy. Eva couldn’t wait until she could feel this giddy again tomorrow. Even better after every video a pleasant buzz remained with her throughout the rest of the day. Maybe if she kept buying the videos she’d be able to feel that sensation all the time?

Other thoughts were circulating quite prominently in her mind too. They were other ways in which she could feel a small dose of the pleasure the videos were giving her. They were brand new, they must have came from the spiral video itself!

Apparently she’d be able to amplify the feeling by giving herself a bit of a makeover. Apparently brown hair wasn’t nearly as effective for channeling the warmth as blonde hair. She wish she’d knew that sooner, she was going to have to book a salon appointment ASAP. Would she be able to book one for when she got off work?

Eva’s productivity wasn’t as strong as always with the ecstasy buzzing in her mind but it didn’t worry her. In fact ever since she started ordering those videos she’d been worrying about everything and anything less and less.

Even if her work was being a bit sloppy on that day at least she felt warm; at least she felt happy.


It had been an unspectacular fortnight. Eva hadn’t been doing anything big, she’d just been doing a small bit of experimenting with her fashion.

After learning that blondes got to feel more of that warmth all the time Eva quickly managed to book herself an appointment to dye her hair to a nice strawberry blonde and it worked like an absolute treat. She felt all warm and fuzzy afterwards and the next video really gave her a spike of bliss.

It wasn’t just blonde hair that helped her feel giddy either, it turned out there were lots of special tips and tricks she could use to boost the effects that those videos were happy to share with her.

Eva learned that applying more makeup would also make her feel more happy and it totally did too. The thicker and more obvious her painted on looks got the more joyful she became.

Makeup wasn’t the only beauty tip for multiplying her heavenly pleasure. Longer lashes were also proven to have an effect, proven by the way she squirmed around in joy the moment she placed the fake ones on.

Fake nails also boosted the feeling, especially when they were painted in bright, vivid, colors. Adding glitter onto the well manicured surfaces somehow made it even better.

Hair extensions became something of a must too. She was pretty much in the salon every day asking for the next trick her spiral videos had generously left lingering in her mind once the time was up.

Honestly it was starting to get a bit expensive buying all of those videos and heading to the salon every day for another piece in her makeover but she felt it was completely worth it. She’d gotten to the point where she could feel that happy warmth snuggling her up all the time. The videos were now helping her to make it stronger, along with giving her a sudden, extra, exciting rush that made her desire an extra layer onto that cloud which consumed her mind.

However despite all of these wonderful feelings running through her mind there was one, small, problem.

Eva had only just arrived at work and gotten into her office when there was a knock on her door.

“Come in!” she called out cheerfully, expecting it to be one of the employee's who worked under her. In actual fact it was was one of the employers from up above.

“Miss. Bizzarri,” he began, addressing her by her surname, “I’m afraid I need to have a word with you.”

“Oh my? What is it?”

“I couldn’t help notice that your work lately has been getting very sloppy and late,” he explained, “as well as your… obvious makeover.”

Yeah the makeover was pretty obvious. She’d gone from a smartly dressed brunette into a dolled up blonde. She looked more like some stereotypically dumb secretary over a manager.

“Has it? I’m really sorry! I’ll make sure it doesn’t happen again!”

“You better Miss. Bizzarri. I don’t know what’s happening with you at the moment but if you don’t sort it out I’m afraid action may have to be taken.”

On that warning he left and sent her into a panic. She’d been at peace pretty much ever since she’d started watching her spiral videos but suddenly her mind was thrown into a fluster. What was she going to do? She couldn’t get fired. If she got fired how would she keep buying her makeup and those videos? Her savings only came up to so much and those videos were getting really expensive. She couldn’t remember how expensive they were exactly but she remembered seeing a lot of nines together not long ago.

Eva knew that she needed to calm down and what better way to calm down than watching the spiral videos? She hadn’t had the chance to watch the newest one so she quickly rushed to her email and booted it up.

That was the stuff. She slipped into a completely peaceful trance that drained all of the bad thoughts away and instead filled her with much happier thoughts instead. After all it was better for her not to think and to just allow the video to think for her.

It really did the trick. Once she awoke she felt completely at peace and worries about her work were buried deep in the back of her mind under tips and tricks for how to make herself feel even happier next time. Apparently getting a tan would help her channel the positive energy better and make her feel giddy even longer.

Eva didn’t want to have to wait. Maybe she could take a small break from work and head to the tanning salon. Nobody would miss her would they?

First she just had to buy the next video. $1999.99? That seemed like a lot but oh well. Eva purchased the video and got on her merry way. She’d worry about it later or just not at all. After all worrying was bad for girls like her. Not thinking at all was much better.


It had been an unspectacular… however long it had been. The days had all started merging into one for Eva, it was hard for her to keep track of time. There was no time to think about days and time, after all thinking was just a waste of time. What a vicious circle.

Thanks to her newest makeover Eva was now riding on one permanent blissful high. The tan had really given her a boost, as had the bleach for her hair and the pink streaks added later. They all made Eva feel very happy.

However they could not compare to when she decided to get some piercings. It turned out that a small nose stud and a ball in her tongue were great for conducting those gooey warm emotions, just like tattoos.

Eva only had one tattoo applied to her body but it felt wonderful. It was this lovely tribal stamp down on the small of her back. The guy in the tattoo parlor called it a tramp stamp. Eva called it a happy stamp because it made her feel so happy!

Naturally she didn’t want to hide her wonderful new tattoo but luckily the five thousand dollar video encouraged her to get a brand new wardrobe in order to show it off. Apparently showing off more skin by wearing skimpier clothing is a great way to make yourself feel better, especially if that clothing is in bright colors like red, yellow or pink; especially pink.

At first Eva only wore that kind of clothing when she wasn’t at work but she seriously hated how her body felt when she had to dress in boring business attire and couldn’t strut around in her tiny cut out pink minidress; her vibe was totally stifled. In the end she just thought “fuck it” and decided to wear her favorite clothes all the time instead.

Obviously that didn’t go unnoticed by her boss.

On the second day of Eva going into work dressed like a slut her boss came back to her office. He had been extra patient with her to see if she would buck up or keep being a menace but coming to work dressed like a stripper was the final straw for him.

“Miss. Bizzarri,” he began as he entered into her office.

“Like hi there,” the dolled up platinum blonde cheered, “please, call me Eva.”

“Miss. Bizzarri,” he iterated, “we seriously need to talk now. You cannot honestly tell me that you think any of this is acceptable?”

“Like what’s acceptable?”

“This outfit. This look. The way your work seems to be getting worse and worse. None of this is acceptable!”

“So like… what does this mean?”

He pinched the bridge of his nose. Why was she acting so stupid all of a sudden? It was like he was talking to a different person from the Eva who had been put into this post a long time ago.

“It means I want you to pack up your things. Somebody like you has no place in this company.”

She looked at him in confusion as it slowly dawned on her, “Like, am I getting fired?”

“Yes Miss. Bizzarri, you’re fired.”

Eva was completely confused about just why exactly she was being fired, she didn’t understand it at all. However she did know a way she could try and keep her job.

Quickly she skipped around the desk in her cheap, stripper outfit, and dropped down onto her knees in front of him. She grasped at his pants and forced them down around his ankles, exposing his bare cock.

“What are you doing!?” he yelled out as she remained grasping onto him, lips coming forward to smother against his shaft.

“Like please don’t fire me I like need the money and stuff. This lip filler wasn’t cheap and I have a boobjob due soon and I totes need the cash,” she explained as she begged, “Here lemme show you how good my new lips feel.”

She wrapped those plump lips around his cock and began to bob her head forward and back. The rubbing of her soft, well painted, lips quickly began to get his shaft hard, as well as the roll of her pierced tongue along the underside of his dick.

Being dressed up like a barbie doll with the overall appearance to match had been keeping Eva’s headspace wrapped up in that delightful tingly sensation that gave her so much joy. Sucking on her bosses cock sent those emotions soaring to another level. Giving blowjobs made her feel so giddy and happy.

With her mind buzzing she ran her lips up and down the length of that now erect slab of turgid meat, pleasuring his body and her own addicted brain.

Eva may have been a novice sucker but with her lips being inflated into a pair of thick, soft, pillows and her tongue having a pink ball which rolled pleasantly over the inches of his shaft, the blowjob she was giving felt incredible. Her boss could hardly take it.

“If you don’t stop,” he warned her, “then I’m going to end up cumming.”

Of course that didn’t stop her, she needed to make him squirt if she wanted any chance of keeping her job. She wrapped her arms around his back to trap him in place as she pushed her lips down towards his lap and the bulbous head of his cock into her throat. She trapped that shaft deep in her body and in this pose she was going to milk him dry.

He trembled in place as he moaned out with hot breaths, his hands grasping her head tightly as he began to cum, unloading hot jizz deep into her throat, his hips jerking into her mouth.

Once he’d finished unloading down her throat Eva slowly peeled her lips back along the length of his shaft, parting from the tip with a messy, wet, pop which left him glistening in drool.

She remained kneeling in place as she swirled that hot cream around her mouth, making it rich and frothy, before swallowing down every single drop until there was nothing left. It tasted utterly delicious and left her feeling so giddy and excited.

“So like can I keep working here?” she begged, fluttering her long lashes at him as she did her best to show off her sad, blue, eyes. “Please?”

At that time he had no choice but to give in to her demands.


It had been quite the spectacular time. Unfortunately things like sucking off your boss may protect your job for life in fantasy but Eva wasn’t so lucky and in the end pressure from the board as a collective meant that Eva got released from the company.

Suddenly being out of a paycheck was bad news for the high spending Eva, especially as she had nearly used up all of her savings. All those new outfits, her boob job and those spiral videos had almost drained her completely dry. However none of that worried Eva simply because she’d gotten to the point where nothing worried her.

Eva was now constantly surrounded in a permanent cloak of euphoria. Her brain was smothered in the ditzy mist which she had became addicted to and it made it so hard for her to think, especially about irrelevant things. What she could still think about though was those wonderful spirals which gave her such a rush.

She was just coming down from the high given to her by the latest video. Even though she always felt fuzzy the extra dose given to her each time she was tranced egged her on for more; it felt wonderful.

As always the screen came up asking her if she wanted to buy the next video for the “low price of $24,999.99.”

Eagerly she pressed yes but there was a problem. Finally the well had run dry, finally she couldn’t afford anymore of the videos.

“Like what?” Eva said dumbly as the screen told her she couldn’t afford the video. It was hard for her dumbed down mind to comprehend, “Like how am I supposed to watch the pretty spirals then?”

This looked to be the end of her obsession, her addiction. But just when things looked the bleakest Eva was offered hope. Underneath the error message a new button popped up, with the helpful title, “Need help?”

Of course Eva clicked the button, she needed lots of help if she was to keep watching the pretty spirals. The assistance she got was a job offer from a place called Buttercup. Even Eva realized that was the name of the sender.

It spelled out what it wanted. It wanted her to come and work for them and in return they would provide her with all of the spirals she wanted for free. Eva couldn’t believe she was being given such an unbelievable offer; what a steal.

There would be no more boring office work for that hypnosis addict, from now on she would be Buttercup’s newest employee.


Buttercup turned out to be a strip joint, on the surface anyway. Underground it expanded into a huge sex club where men could come to have no strings attached sex with lewd, lustful and beautiful women from all around the world.

Eva may have stood out at work when she looked like a cheap, dolled up, stripper but at her new job she didn’t need to worry because all of the girls looked like that. Each and every one of them had big, fake, tits, brightly dyed hair and paraded around in the skimpiest of outfits.

Also just like her each of them was dumb, obedient and loved sex. After all every single girl who worked for the company had been recruited the same way and had learned the same wonderful lessons from letting their minds melted away watching powerful hypnosis videos, allowing themselves to be brainwashed into ditzy bimbos. Now they all worked hard satisfying every men who came to them all for their payment of more lovely spiral videos.

Work used to be boring for Eva, slogging in an office all day for a paycheck but now work was great fun. All the other girls who she worked with were great and all the men were super nice and gave her plenty of sex every day.

Then after work Eva could return to her room on site and allow her mind to melt away as she was supplied with all the wonderful hypnosis videos she could ever want, keeping her a lustful, bubbly, ditzy bimbo forever and ever.

Sure for some it may not have been ideal but Eva had never been so happy. She no longer had any worries and responsibilities and spent every moment of her life bathed in happiness. Even her work was one big, wonderful, playtime.

Eva had never been happier and it was all thanks to the spirals. Now she was a Buttercup bimbo for life.


License to Control: Claiming the MILF

There didn’t used to be anything extraordinary about me. I wasn’t rich, famous or talented. Everything about me was completely normal. As far as I was concerned I was destined to live the same normal life as everybody else in my position.

However sometimes life has this funny way of throwing unexpected curveballs.

Even the day which changed my life completely seemed an ordinary one. The weather was normal, my schedule was the usual and everything in the world seemed to be going the same as normal. Then I went ahead and checked the mail.

The first letter was an ordinary one. The second letter was an ordinary one. The third letter however was actually something that wobbled a bit off the usual plan.

Project Virility was the name of the company that had sent the letter. I would have simply taken it for spam with a silly name like that if it wasn’t specifically addressed to me. There it was on the front, my name, Harvey Holt.

Intrigued I ripped open the envelope to find two things contained. The first was a letter. The second was a card, business sized, with the words “License to Control” printed on the front. That only got me more interested. Naturally I looked at the letter for answers.

“Dear Mr. Holt,

We are excited to announce that your recent tests have revealed that your genetics rate within the top 0.001% of society. Due to this you have been categorized as S class breeding material.

As an S class breeder we encourage and expect you to impregnate as many women as possible to spread your genes to the next generation. We believe this is vital in order to encourage the advancement of our species as a whole.

To help you in your task we have supplied with you with a License to Control. By simply flashing this card at any woman you will be able to place them under your control and make them do anything you desire. We hope this will help you in your breeding mission.

We wish you luck in impregnating as many women as possible.

Signed, Project Virility.”

I think to say I was shocked to receive such a letter would be an understatement. I never expected to read any of those words together in even my wildest dreams. If anything I was more confused than before I’d read the letter.

For one I hadn’t taken any tests recently so I had no idea where they were getting the information. Did they mean me or had they somehow gotten me confused with another Harvey Holt?

Point two, what kind of bullshit is having some sort of card what lets you control any woman who you show it to?

I looked over the card again. It didn’t have anything special about it. No little cameras. No glistening foil. No alien technology strapped onto the back. It just seemed to be a normal piece of cardboard with some text printed on the front. How was this going to control anyone? It seemed downright impossible.

Obviously though I was going to give it a go.

I’d never buy some hypno glasses from the back of a magazine but if somebody gave me a pair I’d naturally try them on that miniscule chance that they actually worked. This card was exactly the same way.

After all all I’d need to test it out would be a woman close by who I could quickly go and see and test the claims out on and I just happened to have somebody like that nearby. My next door neighbor, Michelle.


My reasons for picking Michelle weren’t just because she happened to live next door to me. I also happened to have something of a strong crush on her.

Despite the fact she was older than me I had the hots for her because she was a very sexy woman.

Long, flowing, blonde locks of silky hair. Big, sapphire blue, eyes with long lashes. A thick, curvaceous figure along with large breasts and a juicy ass; what wasn’t there to like?

I knew there would be a good chance she’d be in as she stayed at home most days to look after the house so with my apparent magic card in hand I headed on over there to see her.

After ringing the bell I didn’t need to wait long with Michelle coming to see me less than a minute later.

“Oh hey Harvey,” she said cheerfully as she opened the door, her body covered up by a pink robe, “what can I do you for?”

Naturally I wanted to see what was underneath that robe but still I didn’t really believe that the card was actually going to work like it claimed despite making the advance. Still I began the test, holding the card up so she could see it.

“I was just wondering if you got one of these in the mail too?”

She leaned in close to peer at the card and, well, nothing happened. There was no poof, no glow, no weird sign to show that she was now under my spell. She just inspected the card and then shook her head.

“No. I don’t think so anyway,” she explained, “it seems like the kind of thing I’d have remembered. What’s a license to control anyway?”

“Oh it’s apparently this weird card that makes people do what you want.”

“What that thing? Isn’t it just a piece of card?”

“I know right? How do they expect people to fall for something like this? Do they think I’m suddenly going to start asking people to go and get me some money?”

That was when Michelle turned and left, right in the middle of our conversation. Obviously I found that strange, especially as she left her door gaping wide open.

“Michelle?” I called into the house, wondering where she’d gone.

A few moments later she returned with her purse in one hand, the other digging inside, flicking through her dollar bills.

“Let’s see how much I have in here then. Five… ten… twenty,” she began to mumble to herself.

“Michelle, what are you doing?”

Suddenly she pulled out a stack of bills, “Will this much do? I need to save some for when I go grocery shopping tomorrow.”

Unconvinced I rolled my eyes and chuckled, “Very funny.”

“Funny?”

“Pretending to be controlled or whatever.”

“But… you asked me for the money?”

This conversation was just getting more and more confusing as time passed. For one I didn’t ask her for any money I was just making a joke but… did she actually believe it? Was she making me look like a fool or was the card actually allowing me to control her.

I couldn’t tell if she was joking properly yet I knew a way I could tell. Sure she could offer me some money as a bit of a laugh but if I took it one stage further she’d surely back out.

“Well I’ve changed my mind,” I told her, “now I want you to show me what’s underneath that robe.”

Now I had her. There would be no way that a housewife like her would show herself off to me just as a bit of humor, especially not on her own doorstep. However she reached down and began to untie the support keeping her robe closed.

To my surprise she actually did it. Michelle pulled her rope open to show me what she was wearing below and it was nothing more than some sexy, black, underwear. Openly, in a place any of her neighbors could spy, she was showing off her lingerie.

“Well, how do I look?” she asked, her sexy appearance making my pants grow tight.

My stiffness was the least of my concerns however. The thing which dominated my mind was the fact that Michelle had just done what I asked her to. It was almost like I had controlled her.

“Quick let’s get in the house,” I insisted, pushing her back inside as I followed, hiding us from the eyes of any peering neighbors. I needed some time to process what was going on and I couldn’t do that while standing in Michelle’s front yard with her flashing her undergarments at me.


Being inside and away from any possible prying eyes did give me some more room to think but it wasn’t like I was completely without distractions. After all the woman I had a crush on was still standing around with her underwear on show.

I’d spied her body in the past, from a distance, while she’d been wearing a bikini so I already new that she had a wonderful hourglass figure. However seeing it from up close was an entirely new experience, I wasn’t coping well. My cock refused to calm down.

“Could you just cover yourself up for a bit?” I insisted, needing to get rid of that attention grabbing sight from my vicinity.

Once again she obediently followed my command and pulled her robe back shut, hiding her body from view. It was the third, fourth time if you include me forcing her back into the house, that she’d listened to me and followed my instructions. Either she was a lot more obedient than I thought or there was some truth to the card business after all.

As an experiment I buried the card in my pocket to see what would happen.

“Hey Michelle, could you take off your robe for me?”

Her brow funnelled into a frown at my request. She folded her arms tightly against her chest as she glared towards me.

“What do you think you’re doing asking such a thi--”

Before she finished snapping my ear off I got out the card again and pushed it towards her, quickly hitting her with a new request.

“Calm down and forgot what I just said.”

In an instance her body relaxed and all the anger she’d been releasing was instantly drained away. It was a complete transformation and to me it was an eyeopener. This was when it actually dawned on me that the card could possibly be the real deal.

“Now take off your robe for me,” I commanded again to see how she would react. She went back to following my orders.

This time she didn’t just open the robe up she actually allowed it to tumble down her body, around her ankles, giving me a perfect view of her sexy lingerie.

Even better than that if the card was real I didn’t need to stop there. I could see more than just her underwear, I could see everything.

“Now take off your bra,” I said, my body trembling with excitement at what was about to happen.

Michelle pushed her hands back behind her body and began to fidget around, her fingers unclipping her bra from behind which then tumbled down her front to give an unobscured view of her large, soft, breasts.

They were glorious, they looked even bigger uncovered than they had been squeezed into her top. My shaft was now throbbing and aching, there was no way I was going to be able to will my erection away with Michelle’s exposed body in front of me.

Naturally after the bra her bottoms came next as I requested her to remove them as well.

“Panties next,” I hissed in excitement, “Take them off too.”

“No need to sound so desperate,” she said to me as she slipped her thumbs down into the waistline of her sexy underwear, “I’m not going anywhere.”

Slowly she stripped herself down, her hips wiggling from side to side as that lacey black lingerie came slipping down her thighs until it too was resting around her ankles, her pussy being completely exposed.

It was hard for me to stay composed with my gorgeous neighbor standing naked in front of me, looking better than ever. Then it dawned on me, did I even need to stay composed? If I could control her and make her do anything I wanted then why did I have to hold back?

“I want you to suck me off,” I ordered as I swiftly unbuckled my jeans and dragged them down, showing off my hard manhood, ready for action.

“Maybe this will help you relax,” she said as she dropped down onto her knees in front of me, able to pick up on the tension in my voice.

Those few words of mine was all the command she needed. Without any further prompt she opened up her lips and wrapped them around the girth of my cock, slurping wetly as she began to give me a sloppy blowjob.

This was something I had imagined in my wildest dreams but I couldn’t believe that the fantasy had turned into reality. It was truly incredible.

Not one was it good because it was a dream come true it also felt amazing because she made it so. Her technique was incredible, she knew how to hit all of my sensitive spots with ease.

She rolled her lips up and down my shaft and caressed her tongue all over my manhood, wrapping me up in ecstasy. My legs quickly began to knock together as I quaked in pleasure, my fingers moving down to grasp her head tightly.

My fingers brushing into her hair only willed her on to slide deeper and deeper. The inches were vanishing into her gobbling lips as she began to use the tight confines of her throat to milk out my lust. She hadn’t even been working over me for that long and already I could feel my orgasm building up.

“Incredible,” I moaned, my words getting deep and breathy thanks to her outstanding influence, “if you keep doing that I’m going to cum.”

Those words didn’t make her stop of course, she kept rocking her head forward and back, sucking on my stiff manhood to try and coax out my climax. She did one heck of a job as I was quickly pushed to my limit by her actions.

I grunted as my grip on her got even tighter, fingers locking into her hair as I kept her head pinned down into my lap, around my cock.

“I’m cumming,” I warned at the last possible moment as my shaft throbbed and suddenly erupted at the tip, sending my hot seed shooting into her throat.

As my orgasm surged I refused to let her go, keeping her trapped in place, forcing her to swallow down my full orgasm, ropes after rope of cum pulsing from the head into her suckling mouth. There was no way my desires would allow me to release her until I was done.

Once that moment came, once I felt like my body was completely dry, I finally removed my harsh grip from her head and allowed her to slowly pull back, her lips and chin coated with wet, messy, slobber.

She began to cough and splutter, dribbling a milky white strand of sticky jizz down from her lips. Before she had the chance to spit all of that cum out I thrust my license forward again.

“No spitting. Swallow it,” I commanded before she got too far, forcing her to drink that glob of cum mixed spit back up into her mouths.

After she’d gobbled her own slobber back up she tilted her head back and began to gulp, her neck bulging as she drank down my hot batter. Watching her drinking down every drop of cum made me rock hard again. I couldn’t help it she was just far too seductive for me.

Michelle released a refreshing sigh once the job was done. Without further prompt she opened her mouth wide and rolled out her tongue to show that her mouth was empty. She really had swallowed all of my cum.

“That was a whole lot,” she commended, slowly licking her messy lips clean, “I wasn’t sure if I was going to be able to drink it all.”

I wasn’t sure if she was trying to seduce me on purpose or if it was all just natural but I was completely hard. There was no way I was going to be able to settle for just a blowjob. Plus the letter did tell me that it wanted me to breed with as many women as possible. Surely that was consent from above that it was my duty to do more.

Again I held up the card so she couldn’t miss it and made my next move, “Now we’re going to go upstairs and I’m going to knock you up.”

There was no resistance from Michelle; she couldn’t resist. Thanks to my license I completely controlled her.


In any other occasion I would have been nervous being in Michelle’s bedroom but after receiving a blowjob from her and with me being in control of her actions and her will there wasn’t a shred of nerves showing from me. I was now focused with a single minded determination to fuck Michelle until I had no more strength left in my body.

As soon as we entered the room she went straight to bed, not wasting any time. She already knew what I wanted from her and she got into position, placing herself onto the bed’s softness on all fours, her ass pointed towards me.

“Is this position to your liking?” she groaned out lightly, swaying her hips and jiggling her thick behind.

“Wonderful,” I told her, my lust radiating out as her dripping pinkness presented itself to me and just me.

I grasped a hold of her ass and fondled my fingers through the soft thickness, using it to keep her body in place as I brought my hips closer. My shaft slapped against her puffy mound which milked a moan from the both of us. In excitement I began to grind my hips, rubbing myself along the length of her slit.

“There is no need to tease me,” she moaned back, her breathing heavy, “Can’t you feel hot wet I am for you? I’m ready for your cock. I’m ready for you to breed me.”

She was right, there was no reason for me to hold back. With my cock completely soaked and lubricated up in the remains of her saliva and the slickness of her pussy juices I pressed the thick tip into her lower lips and pushed inwards, slowly spreading her open around my sinking cock.

Her mouth had felt incredible, it had driven me to such a powerful orgasm, yet her pussy was something else. Despite the fact she was older than me, despite the fact she was a mother, her pussy felt unbelievably tight.

The softness of her plump insides embraced me and entrapped me. I couldn’t get enough of every velvety fold of her body which brushed across my throbbing hardness. Not only did I not need to hold back I couldn’t hold back. Being led forwards by the blissful sensations of her tightness I began to thrust, I began to use my hips with all the strength I could muster.

Michelle’s cries of pleasure got louder every time I drilled my hardon forwards, my abs striking against her juicy backside with a loud slap of skin coming together. My thrusts were fast, they were hard and they were rough but that only made it feel even more incredible.

“Don’t stop, don’t stop,” she squealed out hotly as her body rocked back and forth thanks to the force of my pounding body, the bed creaking below as I drove my young cock into her mature pussy with thrusts filled with desire.

She may have been begging me not to stop but she didn’t control me, she couldn’t dictate my actions. That was why, to her surprise I suddenly stopped pumping my hips into her.

“Why did you stop?” she panted back to me, her face glowing red as she peeked back to me.

“Because when I breed you,” I told her as I twisted her body around, pushing her down onto her back, “I want to be able to watch the moment you get knocked up.”

It wasn’t exactly Shakespeare but that didn’t stop her from being putty in my hands and again I began to thrust, now drilling myself down from on top of her, my weight pressing onto her soft body.

In this position I could see her everything. I could see the place where our bodies were joined together and the way my cock thrust in and out of her wet slit.

I could see the bounce of her soft breasts every time her body rocked from the force of my pounding body.

I could see her face warped in bliss, her cheeks glowing red and the way her lips gasped for air as her audible moans burst free.

I could see everything I wanted to see and they only drove me onto greater heights of lust.

The mixture of those wonderful sights and the sensation of her tight folds brushing against my pumping hardness drove our breeding session towards a climax. I was unable to hold back for much longer.

“Here it comes,” I moaned against her lips, “I’m going to cum. I’m going to knock you up with my children.”

“Do it,” she whimpered back, “breed me, breed this old woman.”

Together we locked our lips, sinking into a tight embrace of the mouths and our swirling tongues, exchanging saliva as I surpassed my limits and began to cum.

I buried my hips down into her pussy, burying my hard cock to the hilt so that my cum had no choice but to unload in her womb. Rope after rope of virile sperm came gushing from my body with no place to go but within hers. I was filling her with every drop of seed my body could muster; I was going to make sure for certain she was impregnated.

My body continued to release my thick, hot, sperm until all the strength had been drained from my lower half, Michelle’s insides bubbling with warmth. I’d done it, I had knocked her up.

Once I’d finally finished cumming we slowly parted our panting, drool painted lips, the air being filled with our gasping moans.

“Congratulations Harvey,” she said to me, “you’re going to be a father.”

Was it her words or that look on her beautiful face which kept my lust boiling over? I wasn’t sure but I could feel the blood pulsing back into my manhood, making me erect again.

“I’m not sure,” I replied back as I rubbed my hardness into her, “I think we better go again, just to be safe. Better safe than sorry.”

She giggled as our lips joined together again and my hips began to roll, the two of us going for another round. Something within me had been triggered and it was up to her to sate it.


By the time our romp session had came to an end the sun had already began to set in the sky. Quite the accomplishment seeing as we’d started before midday.

The bedroom stank of sex. The sheets were coated in juices. Sweat stained our bodies and her womb was swollen with cum.

With the energy drained from the both of us we laid side by side, pretty much collapsed after we’d ravished each other’s bodies so passionately for the full afternoon. I’d never felt anything like it before.

“That was… incredible,” she moaned out as she gasped for air, having to drink up that pollute musk.

“It was the most incredible,” I nodded in agreement. My legs felt completely numb.

“There is no way I’m not pregnant now. Today wasn’t a safe day for me…”

I’d never had any desires to be a father before but for some reason getting that card, being with her, suddenly made me want to put my mark into her body. I wanted her to carry my young.

However I also wanted more than that. I didn’t just want her to have my children I wanted to have her. I wanted to be able to fuck her any time that I wanted. It wasn’t enough to breed her, I had to have her; I had to control her.

I found that license to control on the bedside table and showed it to Michelle while we were still in recovery mode.

“From now on you’re my personal breeder. We’re going to keep fucking until we know you’re knocked up and once that happens we’re just going to keep going until I can knock you up again.”

There was no way she could resist me. My words were gospel which was why Michelle looked at me with a smile, her cheeks burning red and told me, “Yes my stud.”

After all I now had a license to control. Now I was in control.


From Brat to Bimbo: The Professor’s Payback

University, a place of higher education. A place where the brilliant minds of the future gather together to learn and shape themselves into the next batch of doctors, lawyers, bankers, scientists, politicians and more.

The young and bright all come together in once place with the collective goal of learning and advancing themselves. That was the romantic notion anyway. The reality was a bit different.

Sure a lot came to university for the education but that wasn’t everything. A lot of people simply wanted to live the university lifestyle. They wanted to carry on their stress free school lives for another four years. They wanted to indulge in parties with other youngsters just like them.

If everyone came to university with a will to learn it would be a wonderful place. Sadly not everyone was like that. Some people really didn’t care about their futures, they were just focused on enjoying the present.

I’m professor Hugo Kelly, a brilliantly qualified professor and young star in the world of science. I’m a renowned expert in my field and my capture here was seen as a major coup for the university to have my expertise on board.

In the science community I’ve always been well respected by my peers. Sadly this did not cross over to my teaching career. My fellow staff had no issue with me and showed me plenty of respect. My issue was with the students; certain students in particular.

The school had a serious bitch problem.

I dreamt that I’d be teaching halls filled with students eager to learn but reality did not synch up perfectly with fantasy. While most of my lessons were fine there was one class which always gather me bother. There was one class in which I was always interrupted and undermined and it always came from the same group of cackling bitches who positioned themselves right at the back of the room but still managed to make enough noise to disturb everyone.

This wasn’t the first year this had happened. Nor was it the second. Or the third. No they were actually entering into their fourth year, those girls had now entered their senior year and through some poor slice of fortune they had been put into my class each and every year, driving me completely crazy.

Of course I hadn’t sat on my hands and done nothing about their abuse. I’d spoken to the dean to try and do something about those brats but there was an issue. Money.

At the center of that bitch group was the certified school queen bee, Karen, the head troublemaker. Sadly she just happened to be the daughter of a very wealthy man, a very wealthy man who made lots of big donations to the university. What that meant was she was practically untouchable which was why she could get away with doing whatever she wanted. The higher ups would do nothing to stop her or her followers and she knew it.

“Hey Professor Virgin, I heard somebody was complaining about me,” Karen made sure to say to me one day with her flock of minions flanking her from either side, “If I was them I’d make sure to watch their mouth. My daddy doesn’t take kindly to people spreading lies about his little girl. My daddy is a very powerful man you know. It’d be a shame if he had to use that power.”

“I’ll keep that in mind,” I said between grinding teeth. She and her followers seriously made my skin crawl. It was sickening how they ran roughshod over the college.

“You better Professor. It’d be such a shame if you had to go ahead and lose your job.”

Once again I’d be humiliated by a girl barely out of her teenage years while all of her faithful hounds looked on giggling. They thought they were completely untouchable and they pretty much were as far as the upper management was concerned. However I knew there was still one people who could stop them; me!

It’d been four years, four years of terror and my patience had finally snapped. I’d kept telling myself they’d be different the next year but this was it now, there were no more chances. It was time for me to act.

They may have looked down on me but that would just prove to be their mistake. After all I wasn’t just a university professor, I was also a brilliant scientist, one of the greatest minds on the planet. If anybody could invent something to correct their behavior it was me.

I was going to brew up a potion that would bring that group of witches to their knees. I was going to get sweet payback on each and every one of them.


The chemical exploded in my face. I’d been working on the formula all week but it had just been failure after failure after failure. Sure I was a scientific genius, a chemistry wizard, but did I really expect to be able to just come up with some sort of revenge potion at the drop of a hat? What an idiot I had been.

I slouched my head down in frustration and ruffled my hands through my messy brown hair. Why had I talked himself into thinking it was going to be so easy? Was I secretly some sort of moron?

My spirits were low, I was on the verge of quitting before I looked back up and saw the picture of my targets again, those damn swines who had run riot in college for far too long. That got my fire going again, once again I felt determined.

The concoction bubbling away on the table was a bust, I needed to come up with a new plan. In need of fresh inspiration, a new approach, I began digging through my notes looking for something that could help me and that was when I discovered it sitting under a pile of paperwork; a strange, thick, book.

It really stood out when it was surrounded on all sides by scribbled up pieces of paper. It was a thick, brown, leather book with a solid gold trim and some strange looking characters I didn’t recognize burned into the cover.

“I don’t remember having something like this,” I mused to myself, flicking open the front cover. While the outside was in symbols the inside was in English and titled the piece simply as ‘Magic Book’.

Of course as a man of science I didn’t believe in such things as magic. However it was the end of a week of failures and I was exhausted and had just stumbled across some strange book, I was at least willing to give it a look over.

However not then. My eyes were heavy, I’d finally hit my limit, I’d have to leave the book for another day.

Throwing the paperwork back over the book I instead headed off to bed. I had classes to teach tomorrow, I couldn’t be late.


The following day I felt completely exhausted but I was at least at my job on time but still no closer to taking care of the problem which was plaguing me. It was about to be that class too, time for me to be undermined by those brats heckling me from the back of the room and talking over me as I tried to lecture the class.

Seriously my first class of the day. Great, just the start I needed.

I sighed to myself as I took a big sip of my coffee to try and wake myself up before reaching into my bag to take out my notes. That was when I felt my fingers tap against something thick, hard and bulky. Dragging it out I found it was that magic book.

“What the hell is this doing here?” I said to myself. I must have been really sleepy when I’d decided to pack that into my bag, I didn’t remember doing it at all.

Yawning I threw the book down onto my desk, the pages flapping open when it landed. I wouldn’t have thought anything of it if I didn’t see the title at the top of that double page; body transformations.

Body transformations was just the kind of thing which could help give me some revenge on those brats, the kind of thing which could teach them a lesson. It was one of the things I’d been trying to create in my lab without any success. This almost seemed too convenient to be a coincidence but I was still a man of science, I didn’t buy into anything like magic.

“Hey Professor Virgin, you look awful,” Karen heckled at me as her and her bitches filed into the lab, “up all night jerking off again? You’re a real piece of shit you know that. Try not to fall asleep, some of us are here to learn.”

She and her minions snickered as they headed off to their chosen spot right at the back of the class, leaving my blood boiling.

I was a man of science but I was also a man on a warpath. I didn’t believe in this magic book for one second but at this point I was willing to try even the realms of the impossible just to take the bitchy unit down.

Even if I was firmly a man of science today even I would give magic its turn.


I knew I was being an idiot by even trying out the book but I wasn’t going to be a total idiot and just aim straight from the mother ship. If I was going to attempt to use an untested method I was going to aim for the weak link in the group.

Maria was the girl at the bottom of the group’s food chain. She was the one who was made to run any group errands for the rest and to do anything the other members didn’t really feel like. It was obvious to everyone that in a group filled with bitches she was their bitch.

If I was going to test the book on anybody it was going to be her. Step one, isolating her from the rest of the group.

Step one was actually rather easy, after all even if they didn’t respect me I was still a professor, I still had clout and I had the necessary knowledge to manipulate the group to my liking.

The only issue with my plan is it did mean I had to approach those witches, just before they managed to escape my clutches.

“Hey girls,” I began, cutting them off just before they left the room.

“What are you going to try and blame us for now?” Karen complained with a huff.

“Nothing, I just need you girls to fill out some study forms for me.”

“What? No way, I don’t want to be hanging around here with you.”

“Sorry these forms are mandatory. Really though you don’t all need to do it. Just one of you should be enough to fill them all in.”

I baited them towards the result I wanted and Karen bit as planned, “Maria, you take care of this.”

“Huh?”

“We’ll make sure to save you a seat. Now be a doll and take one for the team. Thanks,” Karen finished, leading the rest of her followers out of my lab, leaving my target alone with me.

She sighed out, unable to disobey her leader. She slumped forward against my desk and looked up at me, “Fine. What do I need to do?”

Down I dropped a big stack of paper which made her grunt in annoyance.

“I need you to do a feedback form for you and each of your friends, otherwise you won’t get your credit for this semester.”

She snatched at the sheets and gave me a dirty look, complaining, “This better not take long,” before trudging over to the nearest desk to get to work. Without wasting anymore time I opened up the magic book to the point I had bookmarked, the section on body transformations.

There were so many different transformations to try out, the book seemed to have an endless amount of ways to screw around with somebody but I needed to do something obvious, something to make sure it worked.

Maria had brunette hair. The book happened to have a spell for changing hair to blonde. That seemed like a perfect test for me.

Like some sort of fool I peeked slyly towards Maria and began to chant the spell to myself. I knew I was being completely ridiculous but I whispered the entire thing under my breath and then observed Maria on the tiny, impossible, chance that it may have worked.

Instantly I was disappointed. Nothing. Why did I even allow my hopes to get up even a smidgen? Then something truly remarkable happened.

A faint, purple, glow seemed to radiate around her head as she was peering down at that paperwork and then her brunette locks began to shift quickly in color, like the brown shade was being drained away and replaced with a blonde dye. I almost jumped up from my chair in surprise; it was completely unbelievable. The magic had actually worked!

I considered the possibility I was seeing things but that was pushed to the back of my mind by excitement. I couldn’t stop there, I had to test more, I had to be completely sure.

My initial plan was to make those witches look more like the private nickname I’d given them, to ruin their looks but when I was alone with the cute Maria I had another idea. Rather than casting a spell to make her ugly I went in another direction and began to chant.

Once I’d finished casting the spell began to show. Maria’s already quite large chest suddenly began to expand, her tits being inflated by the magic.

It was easy for a girl not to notice that her hair had changed color but you’d be hard pushed to find somebody who wouldn’t notice the fact their top was suddenly straining trying to contain their suddenly swollen breasts. When Maria’s tits began sinking around the desk she jumped up in place.

“Ah, what the fuck was that?” she squealed out in surprise, her hands going down to fondle her own chest, “Did my tits get bigger?”

“Is everything alright?” I asked her, flashing her a wide, knowing, smile. By the way she sharply dragged her hands back down away from herself and glared daggers at me it was clear she was not best pleased.

“Don’t stare at me like that you pervert virgin,” she complained, slamming her palms down on the desk. All that did, other than demonstrating her frustration, was send her pen rolling down to the floor below.

As she went to pick it up she decided not to simply lower her whole body down in a squat. Instead she decided to bend herself at the hips, her ass peeking at me from behind the desk. How could I pass up an opportunity like that?

A quick incantation later and the air around her was faintly illuminated with a small glow, her hips spreading outwards as her booty began to grow thicker and fatter, bulging out against her small shorts, making her outfit strain against another suddenly larger asset.

The bulge of her behind into her tight bottoms didn’t go unnoticed by Maria who suddenly jumped up sharply, squealing, “Ah, what’s going on!?”

She was squirming around in place, tugging at her bottoms when another light glow captured her chest and her breasts began to inflate another couple of cup sizes. She witnessed this one happening in person.

“Oh shit they’re really… what the fuck’s happening!?” she screamed, trying to cover her cleavage as those breasts got dangerously close to popping free while trying to relieve some of the tightness on her backside.

Watching her squirm sure was fun but I couldn’t have her screaming everywhere and I didn’t want her running off. I really needed a way to calm her down.

Suddenly the magic book began to flick through its pages, without me doing a thing. I watched in amazement as the book demonstrated to me that science wasn’t always the answer, coming to a stop on a page dedicated to hypnosis. The book knew exactly what I needed and what I wanted.

From this new page I read out another spell, one aimed at Maria that would put her into a trance. Once I finished she quickly went quiet, her squirming and squealing coming to a stop, replaced with a still quietness.

It’d been so easy to warp her body and it appeared her mind wasn’t going to be any harder. A trance spell was just one of the many listed in the book’s pages, there were lots of other ways for me to fool around with her.

One that immediately captured my attention was a bimbofication spell. With that blonde hair and those huge tits she already looked a lot like a bimbo. Surely it wouldn’t hurt for me to take my games one step further.

It wasn’t what I was planning from the start but with a sexy, busty, blonde looking at me dully I really couldn’t resist.

Operation bimbo was a go.


“Hey wake up,” I said to Maria, helping her out of her trance like state.

“Huh, what?” she mumbled, rubbing up a glistening line of drool which was trickling over her bottom lip.

“Wake up Maria, you can’t be falling asleep here.”

The girl looked in a total daze. I couldn’t exactly blame her though, I had used hypnotic magic to put her into a trance and while she was out I’d had another play around with her mind. She had every right to be feeling weird.

“Like what? My head feels all fuzzy and stuff,” she groaned as she rubbed her temple.

“Don’t fall asleep on me, I need you to finish these forms,” my hand tapping away at the sheets coating the desk.

“But that’s like so boring,” she complained, “I don’t wanna do work, writing is hard and stuff. Can’t someone else do it?”

“Afraid not Maria. You have to finish them but if you do I’ll give you a prize. I’ll let you come to my desk and ride on my cock.”

She stared up at me with her big blue eyes for a couple of seconds in surprise, like her brain was working hard to process that information but once it finally went through she released a nice high pitched squeal.

“OMG like really? Oh boy!”

That got her working. The freshly bimbofied Maria put her head down and began to scribble furiously at those sheets. Along with the bimbo spell I’d cast another spell on her which made her a lot more appreciative and loving of me. Now she loved cocks in general but thanks to my influence she loved my cock the most.

Maria managed to get through the forms very quickly before she came skipping over in a cute pink, tit squeezing tank top, a tiny fluttering white mini skirt and large candy pink platform heels. Yeah I’d cast a spell to bimbofy her outfit as well as her mind. Her old outfit was nice but this was a big improvement.

“Like like I’m done,” she panted at me eagerly, “can I like ride it now?”

“Of course,” I said grinning from ear to ear, leaning back to reveal I’d undressed my lower half under the desk, “feel free to hop right on.”

I was acting surprisingly composed. One thing I’d made sure to never reveal to that bitch group was the fact I actually was a virgin just like their nickname called me. I was about to have my first time with a magically transformed student of mine.

My cock was rock hard from the thrill of the magic and the look of her curvy, young, body which made it easy for her to clamber up onto my lap and kiss the tip of my cock with her juicy pussy lips.

She wrapped her soft arms around my back and shoulders and moaned into my face as she lowered her hips down, sinking the weight of her sexy body down around my throbbing erection.

“It’s in!” she hissed out in a blissful thrill, her pussy being packed to the brim with my dick. That was it, my virginity had just been taken.

I gripped hold of my armrests firmly, fingers digging down as I gritted my teeth, trying not to be overwhelmed by the feeling of that hot, tight, young twat squeezing around my eager hardness. Sex was even better than I imagined, her body felt amazing clinging around my cock.

Maria didn’t give me much time to get used to the tightness of her post-teen folds. She began to bounce her hips in place, sending her large ass swinging up and then slapping back down around my lap, my hard dick being pumped in her tight love tunnel.

She wasn’t shy about telling me what she felt, moaning out slutty cries of, “So good, so good!” It was just making me more and more eager to slam her needy mound myself.

While she was busy taking command and riding me like a sex toy I sent my hands slapping down into her soft flesh, my fingers gripping and sinking into that fat behind, taking a firm hold of her curvy body.

“You mocked me for so long,” I growled at her, “harassed me, called me a virgin and now I’m here fucking you. How does that make you feel you slutty bimbo!?”

My own body began to shift, my hips drilling upwards, my strength being slammed hard into her juicy underside and her dripping mound. I was fucking her with all the rough intensity I could and it was milking more cries of bliss from her bimbo body.

“So good! The best! I’m sorry for bullying you! I didn’t know your cock was so amazing! Please punish me for being such a bad girl!”

Her cries were truly irresistible, as was the way her huge, soft, tits jiggled up and down, bursting from her top and wiggling around freely. As was the way her fat ass wobbled around and slapped down against my lap.

“Oh I’m going to punish you alright, I’m gonna punish you by filling your pussy up with my hot cum.”

I was almost there, I was almost at my limit. The tight folds of her velvet pink insides were driving me completely crazy but not on the same level my throbbing erection was doing to her.

“Yes punish me! I’m a bad girl, I’m a bad girl! Please make me good by filling me up with your jizz!”

Her vulgar squeals finally sent me over the line. I could contain myself no longer. I gripped my hands down onto her fat ass with all the force I could muster, my knuckles turning white as my fingers sunk deep into her ripe softness as my hips went into one final thrusting overdrive.

“Here it comes! Here comes your punishment! I’m cumming!”

When the surge began I dragged her ass down, I dragged her hips down to the base of my cock, firmly against my lap as I began to unload within.

There was no escape for her, there was nowhere she could go. I was forcing that bimbofied student to take in rope after rope of my hot unloading cum, the thick batter steaming and marking her young pink insides with my pent up, furious, orgasm.

That sensation, the feeling of having her pussy and womb painted in my white cream, acted as the catalyst for her own climax. Her inner muscles spasmed around me and she tensed up on my lap, sending her lustful juices gushing all over me.

It was like nothing I’d ever done or felt before. Sex was seriously the best.

Once she was done squirting her remaining brains out Maria collapsed onto my front, her breathing heavily as she gurgled bubbles of messy drool over my body. She was absolutely spent. I pretty much was as well, I’d just fired out the biggest load of my life after all; my lower half felt completely numb.

Luckily I didn’t have another class for quite some time. I had no other choice but to remain there with Maria on my lap, the two of us recovering from our lusty sex session. The rest was definitely well deserved.


“Like I’m sorry Hugo,” she said to me with a thick pout, “I didn’t mean to bully you or notin. I just wanted to be popular and stuff.”

Once we were done with our rest and back on our feet Maria made sure to give me a full apology for the way she’d treated me. However as far as I was concerned I was already done with her. Besides she was always the one who offended me the least.

“Don’t worry about it, I’ve already punished you,” I told her, giving her head a pat, “Just make sure you never do it again, to me or to anyone else.”

“Like don’t worry I won’t never do it again, I swear!” she giggled, giving me a wave as she skipped out of the room, “Like bye Hugo! Let’s totally do this again some time.”

I admired her wide hips bouncing as she wobbled out of the room. Then when she was gone I remembered that the only reason she looked like that was because of my magic. I really should have changed her back.

“Wait…” I tried to call out but by that point she was already gone. Oh well, she sure seemed happy enough and if she wanted to be popular she’d be a big hit with the guys looking and acting like that.

“Hey I wonder what she put on those forms,” I mused to myself, giving the paperwork Maria had completed a final look over.

‘Professor is the best I wanna fuck him so bad.’

‘I bet professor has the biggest cock.’

‘Professor is like so dreamy.’

Was it really going to be okay leaving her like that?

Nevermind, it was too late to worry about that, instead I had more important things to think about. I’d discovered the magic book was truly magic and now I had the power to get payback on all of those tormenting bitches. Maria was just the first step, there was an entire flock of witches just waiting to be taken down. It was time for me to get my revenge.


Bimbo TV: Who Likes Being A Bimbo?

Thanks to the success of BNC’s number one rated show, Who Wants To Be A Bimbo?, suddenly bimbos were big business. All of a sudden is was suddenly cool to be a bimbo. It was a craze sweeping the nation. America had bimbo fever.

With the sales of fake lashes, high heels and anything pink and sparkly through the roof, everybody tried to capitalize on the bimbo trend anyway they could and that included the world of television.

Because Who Wants To Be A Bimbo? had been such a smash hit and a rating getter, a brand new network started up looking to get itself a piece of the juicy business. That television channel was simply called Bimbo TV.

Looking to capitalize on the bimbo mood in society by broadcasting its own bimbofication based quiz shows, Bimbo TV took classic quiz show formulas and gave them a fresh twist to appeal to a brand new generation.

However some shows weren’t quite as original as others. That was why when Bimbo TV broadcasted its first all new game show some people couldn’t help but feel they’d seen something similar somewhere else.

Introducing the new cult phenomenon, Who Likes Being A Bimbo?

Broadcaster note. Any similarities to any other bimbofication gameshows is completely coincidental.


The studio lit up bright as the cameras came back to filming the newest episode of Bimbo TV’s first, completely original, game show, Who Likes Being A Bimbo?

A packed audience whooped and cheered as the lights illuminated the gaudy pink stage. Up out of the darkness, dressed smart as always, was the show’s host who strolled into the spotlight to start things off.

“Please put your hands together for your host, Bill Manning!”

More applause from the crowd as the dapper host calmed things down before pushing on with the pitch.

“Hello ladies and gentlemen and welcome to Who Likes Being A Bimbo? The show where brains and beauty collide across the backdrop of a life changing grand prize. We all know how it works. Our lucky, or possibly unlucky, contestant has to carefully navigate their way through seven tricky questions, putting their mind and body on the line, all for a chance at reaching our final round with their brains still in tact for a chance at walking around with a one hundred thousand dollars cash prize! Now let’s meet tonight’s contestant.”

The spotlight shifted to the entrance way and lit up show’s contestant as she made her way to the stage. She was a good looking, slim, brunette tucked into a tight fitting, sexy, red dress. Just the kind of pretty girl they loved having on the show.

“Please put your hands together for this week’s contestant, Taylor from Los Angeles, California.”

More cheers from the sellout crowd as Taylor made her way onto the stage and into the contestant's booth, the brunette taking her seat on the stool inside the small, open, compartment.

“Hello Taylor! Excited to join us?”

“Very excited! I can’t wait to get playing!”

“So the people in my ear are telling me you’re twenty five and work as a waitress.”

“Yep! I work at a place overlooking Venice Beach.”

“Just when I was thinking your customers couldn’t be getting a better view. Now tell me Taylor, if you manage to walk away with our grand prize today, what would you spend it on.”

“If I win I’m going to go on a trip all around the world!”

“Well I wish you luck Taylor, you’re certainly going to need it if you want to avoid our bimbo changes. Remember every wrong answer means a new bimbo transformation. Now are you ready to begin?”

“I’m ready!”

“Okay! Let’s play Who Likes Being A Bimbo!”

The studio lights dimmed again and illuminated Taylor and Taylor alone who was waiting in that bimbofication booth, hoping at no point it would be closing around her. When the booth went shut the bimbofication would begin.

There was one sure fire way to prevent that from happening and that was to answer every question correctly. It had been done before but it wasn’t easy. Who Likes Being A Bimbo? only had one type of question, tricky ones.

“Alright,” Bill began, moving into the real meat of the quiz, “Question one. What chambers in a human heart collect blood from an atrium? Is it A, Barnacles? Is it B, Clavicles? Or is it C, Ventricles?”

Taylor had been hoping for something she knew. Instead she got a question about the human heart and blood collecting. Already she was nibbling her bottom lip nervously.

“Oh boy…”

“Not what you wanted to hear?”

“Yeah, I don’t even know what an atrium is. I mean I don’t think it’s barnacles unless there is more to them than just those things on a boat… but still I don’t know between the other two.”

“Well just remember, every question is multiple choice. You always have a one in three chance of getting it right, one in two if you can eliminate one answer.”

If she didn’t think it was barnacle that meant it was a straight flip of a coin. She was going to have to guess but she at least only had a fifty percent chance of failing.

“I’m going B.”

“You’re saying Clavicles. Sadly that is incorrect. The correct answer was actually C, Ventricles.”

Oh shit, it was a problem already. For the first time in the show the bimbo alarm sounded, and the pink alarm over the booth flashed. That signalled the booth was closing, that a curtain was covering up the contestant within, and that she was about to be transformed.

“Unlucky Taylor couldn’t make it past question one,” Bill continued onwards, “which means for the first time today our bimbofication machine works its magic. Now let’s draw back the curtain to see what has happened to our contestant.”

Even Taylor had no idea what was going on, she hadn’t noticed anything and it was too dark to see in the closed booth. However once she came back into the light she quickly noticed what had happened. Her brunette hair had gone blonde!

“What? No way,” she gasped, running her now platinum locks through her fingers, “I thought it was just staged or something. I didn’t know it was really real!”

“As real as it can be,” responded Bill in an exchange which would never make the edit, “but look on the bright side, blonde hair is one of the most simple changes you could have gotten. As long as you don’t slip up again it’ll be a small price to pay for such a huge amount of money.”

It was true the show did offer a mouth watering amount of cash. Not as much as another show with a similar theme but still a considerable amount, especially for an easier show.

However that cash amount wouldn’t mean anything to Taylor if she didn’t go on to win it all.

Nervously she nibbled on her bottom lip, “Fine, let’s get on with it.”

“What a good sport. Now dim the lights, it’s time for question two. Taylor, in which city is Mount Sinai? Is it A, Alexandria? Is it B, Port Said? Or is it C, Saint Katherine?”

From bad to worse. She’d never heard of an atrium but she’d never heard of Mount Sinai either!

“Ah… I…”

“You don’t know?”

“Yes I don’t know. What are these questions?”

“We may take away brains here but we expect you to bring one to start with if you want any chance at winning our cash prize.”

Suddenly the show seemed a lot harder than when she watched at home. Then again she didn’t have her smartphone to just double check her answers, or to catch the ones she knew ‘really’. Very quickly things were going wrong.

Taylor debated which way to go but sadly she had no idea. There was only one she thought she’d possibly heard of before. She had to go ahead with that one.

“I’m going with Alexandria.”

“You’re saying A, Alexandria. Well I can confirm that is… incorrect. The correct answer was actually Saint Katherine, unlucky Taylor.”

“No…” she whined to herself as the alarm sounded and the booth closed around her again. What was going to happen this time?

Unlike change number one, Taylor didn’t have to wait to see what had happened. She could feel it happening, even in the dark. There was a straining on her front, her dress was suddenly growing very tight and it was making her squirm.

She lifted her hands up and felt across her chest where she should have had some fairly large C cup breasts. Instead she found a pair of giant, swollen, soft, titties. Change number two was her bust!

The lifting curtain only helped her see what she had felt. Her breasts had gotten huge and they were sunken and swelling out of her tight red dress.

“Would you look at the size of those folks? Taylor has gotten herself some new tits and they’re almost bigger than her head!”

She folded her arms and tried to cover them up, “Not funny.”

“They may not be funny but they sure are sexy, right folks?” the crowd cheering with loud applause in agreement. Her tits were suddenly smoking. “Two questions down and already two wrong. Some people may ask whether you’re throwing this on purpose for the changes.”

“I’m not!”

“Well then make sure you prove them wrong with question three! How many keys does a modern piano have? Is it A, 86? Is it B, 87? Or is it C, 88?”

Now she just felt like they were being unfair. The numbers were practically the same. At least if it was eighty something, forty and a hundred she could have tried to have a reasonable guess. Add to that the fact she’d already faced two changes, the second of which had been a huge makeover. She couldn’t escape from how big her breasts had gotten. What would a third change be like!?

“Not a piano player?” Bill tried to ask, for a bit of air filling small talk, but the death stare she shot back screamed don’t even speak to me right now.

It was awful. She was going to be guessing again. Didn’t pianos have a black key between every pair of white keys? Then surely it must be odd? It had to be odd!

“I’m going for B,” she exclaimed, suddenly filled with confidence.

“Are you sure?”

“Y-yes!” she assured to mainly herself. Was there really black keys between every white pair? It all seemed so clear seconds ago...

“Well Taylor, I can reveal… that you’re about to hear the bimbo alarm again! The answer was 88!”

The show was going from bad to worse for Taylor as she was isolated back into the bimbofication booth and injected with the next change. She could feel this one as well, a tingling on her skin. This time it wasn’t affecting her chest, it was all over her lips!

She rubbed her fingers over her mouth and felt the way they were swelling from both sides. It was like someone was injecting her with filler but there was nobody there and nothing touching her lips but her own fingers, yet still they were swelling.

Taylor knew that the growth was a big one but she couldn’t truly see how big until the curtain came up and showed off her newly developed duck face.

Her lips were so thick and full that they seemed constantly pouted. She had to consciously keep her lips parted just to stop them from smothering up together.

“Wow what a stunning pair of lips!”

“I didn’t want this!” she whined. She was lucky that her speech wasn’t affected by how big those pillows had gotten.

“Well if you don’t want it you just need to start answering correctly. You have four more chances to avoid the changes before we reach our grand prize but first we need to go to a quick commercial break. Be back in five.”


“Welcome back folks to Who Likes Being A Bimbo? We’re joined by Taylor who is currently three incorrect answers through her run and hoping to turn things around in our second part of the show. How are you feeling Taylor?”

“Awful!”

“Terrific. Now let’s move on with the show. Question number four, who directed the 2001 re-make of the films ‘Oceans 11’? Was it A, Robert Rodriguez? Was it B, Steven Soderbergh? Or was it C, Tony Gilroy?”

It wasn’t like Taylor hadn’t seen the Oceans films, in fact she enjoyed them when she saw them, but that didn’t mean she knew who made them. She knew who starred in them but made them? No.

She didn’t think it’d be Steven Soderbergh, he seemed a bit too high profile for that which left her with the other two. She couldn’t help but notice as well that so far every answer had been C. Had they been hoping she wouldn’t notice? Surely it was worth the punt? Or was it? Yes? No? Well she had to do something!

“I’m going with C!”

“Oh, you sound confident.”

“Not at all, but surely my luck will have to turn around eventually, right?”

“Well not this time,” he cheerfully announced, to her dread, “The correct answer was actually B, Steven Soderbergh.”

Really? She thought she’d have heard if the movie was made by Steven Spiel… oh no, she wasn’t even thinking of the right person and it was too late for her to realize her mistake, the booth was closing around her.

Taylor was waiting to feel her body tingle again but there was no electric rush across her flesh. What she did feel though was a breeze. Suddenly everything felt a lot cooler all across her body and she couldn’t work out why. Had somebody put on the air con?

All was revealed when the curtain came up and the lights returned. That sexy red dress was finished. In its place was some whorish pink slutwear.

Bright pink platform heels, fishnet stockings and a tight fitting miniskirt exposing a bright red thong. Those tits contained in a pink mesh coating with a micro black bikini top below. Taylor couldn’t get it into her head how the machine had made her breasts bloat and her tits inflate, nanobots or something she’d been told, but the clothing seemed to have no explanation.

“What… how is this possible?” Taylor gasped as she looked around to try and find any sort of answer which wasn’t there, her body practically on full display.

“Everything is possible in the bimbo booth Taylor, including some top quality wardrobe changes. What do we think everyone?”

Taylor was met with loud wolf whistles and whooping cheers. The men certainly loved her new outfit but she didn’t. Little was left to the imagination.

“Can I have a towel or something?”

“So you can hide that beauty? I think now. I think we should move onto question five instead. What is the largest island in the Mediterranean Sea? Is it A, Cyprus? Is it B, Majorca? Or is it C, Sicily?”

Suddenly things were flipped from Taylor having never heard of any of them. She’d heard of all the islands, she just didn’t know how big they were. Plus she was finding it hard to concentrate when she couldn’t stop thinking about everyone ogling her almost naked body.

“Ever been to any of these islands?” Bill asked the squirming contestant who wasn’t giving anything back, “Come on Taylor you know how it works, a bit of small talk to fill the show.”

“...I went to Cyprus once…”

“There you go! Now do you think that’s the biggest island in that sea.”

“I don’t know… maybe? But if I’m wrong again…”

“Then you’re gonna hear the bimbo alarm again but it’s question five now. Odds say you should have one right by now, two by next time. Maybe it’s time for your luck to change?”

Yeah he was right. She had a one in three chance which meant after question six pure guessing meant at least two right answers. It was time for a turn around!

“Alright then, Cyprus!”

“You think it’s A? Sorry, the odds lied this time, it was actually Sicily.”

Taylor didn’t know how it was all going so wrong but it was and the curtain was down again, covering her up and starting to change.

She felt her skin tingling at first but there was no weird growth, she couldn’t tell what was going on. However then she felt small pricks on selective areas of her body. She felt one dab against her nose and she brushed her finger over the mark to see what had happened. She felt a small, metallic, stud. The machine seriously couldn’t have could it?

It had. When the lights came up Taylor found herself pierced in all the places she felt a prick. She had a stud in her nostril, large golden hoops in her ears and a ball piercing in her tongue. Her exposed belly button also had a dangling piercing and somehow the machine had even managed to put a bar through each of her nipples!

However that wasn’t all. The tingling she felt on her body? She looked on her right arm to find a long, tattoo, sleeve and from her left hip up to her stomach was a scattering of stars; she couldn’t even see the tramp stamp on her lower back either.

“I can’t hide all thith,” she said, covering her lips sharply when her tongue piercing caused her to lisp. Her lips hadn’t gotten her but the piercing had.

“That’s the whole point,” Bill replied happily, “it wouldn’t be a forfeit if it was too easy. Ready to tackle the next one? Say no if you’re not.”

She didn’t want to expose that embarrassing lisp so she shook her head from side to side.

“Great!” he exclaimed, ignoring her completely, “Then let’s move onto question six. What is considered the “king of herbs” by many cookery authors? Is it A, Basil? Is it B, Rosemary? Or is it C, Thyme?”

Taylor could have sworn she knew this but her head was feeling all fuzzy, it was hard to concentrate, but she knew she couldn’t slip up again. Her body made her look like a stripper, what more could they possibly do? It couldn’t be good!

In a fluster she tried to rack her brain for the answers. What could she figure out? Thyme sounded a little bit like throne. Maybe that was the clue?

She looked for other answers but sadly, with Bill pestering her, something sounding a tiny bit like throne was as good as she could get. Plus the C answers were coming up a lot. Maybe this would be her moment!?

“Ith it Thyme?” she asked, softly, in almost a mumble.

“I can reveal… it was actually Basil. How unlucky can you get folks? You have to feel sorry for Taylor, back in the bimbo booth she goes.”

Beep beep, the sound honked, the light shone and the curtain dropped around her. Her fingers gripped her seat tightly as she waited, what was it going to do to her next? How would it warp her looks this time?

Taylor though wasn’t going to get her body shifted again, or her clothing changed. The sixth forfeit she was receiving was one that hit the brain. The transformations always made contestants feel fuzzy when they piled up but eventually that’d fade away. However her next change was different. That tingle that took over her mind wasn’t like the temporary dose of stupidity. The nanobots were giving her mind the permanent bimbofication treatment. They were turning her into a dummy.

The busty blonde gasped as her mind was drained away. Her IQ points dropped from the triple figures down into the double figures until she was left thinking more like the stereotype she was becoming. When the curtain lifted again both body and mind were bimbo.

“So no changes I can see this time,” Bill said, “but the people in my ear are saying you just got the brain drain treatment. How are you feeling Taylor?”

“Erm… like… I don’t know, and stuff. I was just like in the machine and then I felt all tingles and stuff and now my head feels like all funny,” she slurred out, still delightfully lisping her words.

“I don’t know, maybe nothing changed then?” Bill teased, impossible not to notice the difference.

“Like you think so? That’d be so cool!”

“I do. Maybe this new found luck of yours will carry over into your last question in this round?”

“Like I hope so!”

“Well then let’s find out. Here comes question seven. Who composed ‘The Nutcracker?’ Was it A, Beethoven? Was it B, Mozart? Or was it C, Tchaikovsky?”

It was weird. Taylor had been in panic mode for quite a lot of the show but suddenly she felt a lot better. It was almost like she was now finding it difficult to truly comprehend the effects of the show, which was especially weird as clearly nothing had happened to her in the last forfeit.

“Hey like I’ve heard of that first one,” she gasped in surprise.

“You mean Beethoven?”

“Yeah him, Beat-oven.”

“I think you mean Beethoven.”

“That’s what I said, Beat-oven.”

The crowd giggled at her ditzy confusion. Her new found lack in the brain department really matched up well with her slurry voice, as well as her overly sexualized bimbo body in that slutty beyond belief outfit.

“So shall I accept Beethoven as your final answer?”

“Yes please!”

“Well Taylor… I’m afraid the answer was actually C, Tchaikovsky.”

“Yeay, I did it!” she cheered, clapping her hands as she bounced up and down in place, making her giant jugs wobble, almost snapping that tit hugging micro bikini.

“No Taylor, you were incorrect. That means you have to go back in the booth.”

“Like what?” she asked in confusion as the alarm sounded and the curtain dropped around her, signalling what would be her final change in the show, if only because she was out of questions to get wrong.

Again the next transformation was not one which would be physical, it was mental but she would soon feel it. It was another vital piece in the puzzle of any stereotype bimbo. Her libido was being ramped up and her mind was being interjected with a strong desire for men, sex and cock.

The curtain hadn’t even lifted and already she was starting to feel it. Those pierced nipples of hers were getting stiff and she could feel a heat bubbling in her loins below. It’d barely been a few seconds since the nanobots had gone to work and already she was feeling horny.

By the time she was revealed to the audience she was squirming in place, grinding her thick thighs together.

“Well I don’t think I need the people in my ear to tell me what happened here. Taylor has been given a dose of the slutties.”

“Like is that why I’m feeling so warm?” she panted as she began to rub over her own body with her hands, one trailing downwards while the other began to venture upwards.

“Indeed it is. Do you think you’ll be able to make it through our last commercial break Taylor?”

“Erm… like… I don’t know… maybe?” her fingers already rubbing along her wet, red, thong.

“Well we’ll try and give Taylor some time to cool down. Join us after the break to see whether she’ll be walking away hear a whole lot richer or just a whole lot bustier. Don’t go anywhere folks!”


“Welcome back folks to our final round of the show. Taylor here has been in incredible poor form and managed to answer a grand total of no questions correctly. However still she has the chance to walk away with our grand prize and all she had to do is break her duck and answer one final question correctly. Taylor, are you ready?”

“Like yeah I’m horny,” she moaned. Her mesh top had been pulled up to her shoulders and her bra was out of place, showing off those pierced, pink, nipples as she touched herself up top, her touching below having kept her soaked panties in place somehow.

“I said ready but… whatever floats your boat. Okay let’s dim the lights for our final question of the show.”

There was a dramatic pause as the spotlight came down and illuminated Taylor who didn’t exactly do the tense mood justice with her shameless masturbation session.

“Okay Taylor,” Bill said to her, “This is for one hundred, thousand, dollars. Who played ‘the Bad’ in the 1966 spaghetti western film, ‘The Good, the Bad and the Ugly’? Was it A, Charles Bronson? Was it B, Clint Eastwood? Or was it C, Lee Van Cleef?”

“Erm… like… what,” Taylor groaned back, too busy playing with herself to listen.

“Just… look to your side, it’s on the screen.”

“Oh right,” she giggled out as she finally began to read over the question, slowly, very slowly in fact. When did reading become so hard? Probably around the same time thinking did.

Putting her brain to anything other than taking care of her lust, or trying to pick out hot guys from the audience, was pretty tricky. However, in a rare moment of clarity, Taylor actually remembered something. She knew that movie, she remembered its name and she even remembered the person who starred in it. She may have gotten dumb but not that dumb.

“Oh oh I know, I know!” she clapped happily, giggling some more as she bounced around in the booth, “Like that’s a Clint Hardwood film, isn’t it?”

“Did you mean Eastwood?”

“Yeah that’s what I said. It’s like him isn’t it?”

“Is that your final answer?” he pressed on her, the studio being left in silence… apart from the squelching of her fingers playing with her pussy.

“Erm… yeah, I think so. So like do I win now?”

“Taylor… that is incorrect! So unlucky!” he groaned, a sound being mimicked by the audience as she got it spectacularly wrong, just like every other question on the show, “A clean sweep of wrong answers. Who would have thought it? I can’t remember that ever happening before.”

“So like… I didn’t win?”

“No.”

“So...  like… erm… what do I do now?”

“Well,” he hummed, tapping his chin as he looked around the studio, “you still seem pretty horny. If you go with our nice security men I’m sure they can help take care of your desires.”

She giggled happily as she saw the big, muscular, hunks approaching, their figures outlined in tight fitting shirts. She imagined every muscle in their body was pretty big as she grasped their hands and let them drag her from her seat, Taylor teetering around on the six inch platform heels.

“Hmm like this looks like fun,” she lisped out as they began to lead her off the stage and into the backstage area where they could take care of all of her pussy bubbling troubles. All that left was Bill to wrap up the show.

“Well there you have it folks. Sadly Taylor didn’t manage to answer our grand prize question correctly, or any of our questions correct for that matter. Do you think you could do better? Well then sign up to take part on our website. Anyway, I’ve been Bill Manning, this has been Who Likes Being A Bimbo? Until I see you next time, good night everybody!”


Sadly for Taylor she didn’t walk away from the show with any money and simply left with a lot of bimbo transformations. However bimbos were the trendy thing so unlike the old days were a girl like her would have been shunned by many, her new appearance and mindset was positively welcomed back at her job, even when she messed up.

There was a crash and a bash as a plate went shattering down into the floor, the clumsy, high heel wearing waitress having broken another one.

“Like OMG I’m so sorry!” she gasped out, it being the third one she’d ruined that week. However the reception from those in the cafe were different from her horror.

“Aww how adorable, look how silly she is.”

“It wouldn’t be a proper dinner without Taylor making some mistake.”

“I still remember when she put salt in my coffee. The ditzy bimbo.”

Taylor was loved and adored by the customers; the amount of tips she received had skyrocketed ever since she’d became a busty, bubbly, blonde. Her boss had even allowed her to wear her own idea for a uniform, her exposed flesh helping to keep the place packed.

She may have been dumb and silly but she liked the job even more than before and everybody was so nice to her. She’d never realized just how wonderful being a bimbo could be, even if she had to pick up a lot more porcelain than before. It was fun to be a bimbo, especially when her boss gave her some very personal tips.


Bimbos Behind Bars: Bimbofication

Sometimes an idea comes around which is just too good to ignore.

The country's prison system was on the brink. There were simply too many prisoners and not enough spaces available. A big part of this was due to the fact there were so many repeat offenders. Once somebody had been into prison it was incredibly common to see them back in there again. Rehabilitation just wasn’t working. That was when someone came up with the idea for Option Triple B.

Option Triple B, or Bimbos Behind Bars, was an initiative to free up spaces in female prisons occupied by so called less serious offenders by trading their sentences for permanent and full proof rehabilitation. That method of rehabilitation was to turn the prisoner into a bimbo.

Unlike the general population who would only follow rules as long as they had to and would try and get around them if they could, bimbos were as straight as they came. They obeyed all of the rules to the letter; they were totally obedient.

While a normal prisoner released back on the streets was incredibly likely to offend again a bimbo would never do that. Any girl who was turned into a bimbo was guaranteed never to commit another crime.

There was also another reason that turning girls into bimbos worked. It didn’t just lower the crime rate by those transformed, it also lowered the crime rate of those around them as well.

Studies had shown that bimbos, as a whole, were good for society. Their strict rule following set a good example for others while their constantly happy and bubbly attitude raised the spirits of others and stopped them getting up to naughty things.

The presence of bimbos in society made society happier as a whole and a happier society was one were less crimes was committed.

That was why Option Triple B was heralded as a genius idea. It freed up spaces in prison, stopped those same people coming back to prison and even helped to lower crime in the surrounding area. Genius!

Bimbos Behind Bar was totally changing the game for the better. It wasn’t long until every state was employing it.


“Okay, bring her on through,” the head guard instructed after they’d gotten everything set up and ready for her arrival.

Down the corridor she came, flanked by a guard on either side, her hands and ankles cuffed together, making her shuffle as she moved. She was the next prisoner who had accepted the terms and conditions of Option Triple B; her sentence annulled for the price of going through a bimbofication treatment. Her name was Christine Phillips.

Christine was a repeat offender who had been busted for shoplifting on more than one occasion and was looking at a sizeable spell behind bars for yet another registered offence.

Nothing about her screamed criminal. A lot of the girls in the prison looked mean and nasty or were covered in tattoos and piercings that made them stand out from the crowd. Christine, however, was a bland looking, unassuming, girl.

She was thin with dull brown eyes and lifeless brunette hair. She certainly definitely didn’t have the look of a lot of the hardened criminals in the joint but then perhaps it was that plainness that allowed her to get away with shoplifting for so long. It clearly wasn’t enough however or she wouldn’t have found her way trudging into the bimbofication center in shackles.

As her crime was deemed to be a less serious offence she was offered the chance to consolidate her entire prison term into one bimbo transformation. She eagerly accepted. She didn’t want to waste her life away staring at bars.

After a small walk they came to the end of that corridor which connected the cells to the bimbofication center.

The center itself was nothing fancy, it wasn’t any more glamorous than the rest of the prison. It was pretty much just a plain room with a chair in the middle and some consoles to the side. For such an ordinary looking room it sure held a lot of possibilities.

Christine got to the entranceway to the room where she found herself face to face with the prison’s head guard.

“Prisoner 69217719, Christine Phillips,” he said down to her, “this is your last chance to change your mind. Once you step into this room we will conclude that you have chosen to invoke Option Triple B and that answer will be deemed final. Do you still want to go through with this?”

“Yes,” she answered coolly. Why wouldn’t she? It was this or spend her days staring at concrete walls, eating sludge from a tray and trying to avoid the sight of whatever gang was currently running the wing.

“Very well. Guards, take her to the chair.”

The gatekeeper moved and Christine was taken inside to the chair. It actually looked a lot like an electric chair in design with straps to hold the prisoner in place but it was for a very different purpose.

Christine was freed from her shackles only to be almost instantly restrained again, this time in the binds of the chair. Once she was fully secured the crown like helmet from above was lowered down to rest around her head.

“So will I actually have to do anything?” Christine asked the head guard who was looking over all of the equipment with the specialist who would be doing the job.

“No you won’t have to do a thing. You just sit there and wait. The next time you’ll be standing you’ll be standing as a new woman.”

Not only that she’d be standing as a free woman. She couldn’t wait to get back to the outside where she wouldn’t have to spend her days wandering around in some stuffy orange jumpsuit. She could hardly wait.

“Okay, we’re just about ready,” the voice of the specialist called over to Christine, “Brace yourself girl, we’re just about to start.”

“I’m ready to go!” she called back, eager to begin.

“Alright then, here we go.”

A button was pressed and the machine was activated and in an instant Christine began to feel dizzy. It was like shockwaves were being pumped into her mind from the steel crown, vibrating her brain. Everything was spinning in front of her.

Slowly the strong, initial, deterioration faded but everything remained out of focus. She felt like she’d drunk too much; Christine felt completely drunk.

“So what should we do for this one?” she just about picked up, coming from the direction of the consoles.

“Who wants to do the modelling this time?” the specialist asked.

“Hey it’s been awhile since I’ve gotten a go,” one of the guards said, “lemme do it this time.”

“Sure, should be fun to see what you end up with.”

“So what’s your poison then? You like them tall or small?”

“Come on it’s gotta be small, they look so cute when they’re pint sized.”

“What? No way. I like them tall. You know, supermodel standard.”

Christine could just about make out the conversation but it was hard for her to know who was saying what and just what they were on about. While her fuzzy brain was trying to think she suddenly found her body tingling all over. She was going to receive the answer physically.

Her DNA was being rewritten and her height was being changed. Christine had been standing at a modest five foot four inches but it had been decided she should be taller than that. Slowly her height began to increase, her limbs growing longer.

She wasn’t really completely sure what was going on just that it was getting less comfortable to sit as she was. Suddenly the seat felt too small.

“Ah… what’s going on?” she groaned out, disoriented.

“It’s okay Christine, this is all normal,” the specialist called over, “Now what’s next? What about eye color?”

“What is she at the moment? Brown?”

“Yeah. Look you can see right here what her current readings are.”

“Well let’s keep it simple. Nothing better than blue, right?”

Again she felt her body tingling but this time it was her eyes. Not the lashes, not the lids, not the sockets; her actual eyes.

Christine didn’t know why. If her mind had been in a better state it would have been obvious but instead she just squirmed as her eyes tingled. To the guards, however, her eye color was turning from a dull brown into a stunning, sapphire, blue.

Just as the tingling stopped she noticed a guard was staring into her face. When had he got there?

“Yep, they’re blue now,” he said to his colleagues.

“Of course they are. Do you doubt the machine?”

“Not at all,” the same man said as he left her alone again, “I just like seeing things for myself.”

“Well we’ll try something you can see even from over here. How would you like her hair?”

“Blonde of course.”

“Wow, adventurous.”

“Oh shut it. I’ve seen the stuff you come up with.”

Christine’s roots began to tingle as her hair began to change. It may have looked like her hair being dyed, her brunette color slowly fading away and being overwritten with blondeness, but in actual fact it was the natural color of her hair being changed for good.

This was when Christine finally noticed something. She could see her brown locks in the corners of her vision, she could just about see her own hair and she noticed when her dark, brown, tones melted away to be replaced with a bright, platinum, blonde.

She wanted a better look but her hands and head was secured, there was no way to see but she knew that the machine had just changed her hair color.

So this was how they did it? She didn’t understand what was going on, she always thought it would be more like an operation but it was clear, just sitting in the seat was enough for them to be able to change her. This was the real bimbofication deal.

“Do you like that color?” she heard the specialist say, “or would you like it darker? Brighter?”

“Oh no, that’s fine. Just like a barbie doll. Guess you know the kind of colors which suit a bimbo.”

“Well this isn’t my first rodeo. So you ready to move onto some fun stuff?”

Now that she knew the words were giving her a warning she tried to focus on them but she couldn’t work out what fun stuff meant. That was when she felt a tingling in her chest. That was when she felt her uniform getting tighter.

Quickly her breast size increased, her bust suddenly expanding and swelling out the front of her orange jumpsuit.

Christine had been on the flatter end of the breast size spectrum, she didn’t have much of a chest to speak of until the moment when she found the zip busting on her uniform, the front splitting open to expose those newly ripe melons, tightly wrapped in a white vest top.

Even with her unable to move her head at all Christine could see how giant they were and they just seemed to be getting bigger.

Eventually the growth did come to a halt at a point where each individual breast was bigger than her head.

“Hot damn that was a hot sight,” one of the guards exclaimed.

“You really know how to put on one hell of a show. Can you do it both ways with that?”

“Sure can,” the specialist said as he began to toy with his machine which in turn meant toying with her breasts.

Down, up, down, up, down, up. The tingling was overbearingly powerful as her bust size shrunk back down before quickly expanding back up into the extreme sizes. It was like being roughly groped by invisible hands, it was making her body feel hot and squirmy, not that she could move anywhere.

When they finally eased up on the amusement leaving her breasts on the smaller size, but still big for her, she panted out a relieved sigh, her cheeks completely red.

“You really know how to work them buttons.”

“I could do this all day but we’re still here to do a job. You’re gonna have to let me know a size.”

“Hey it’s hard to know properly from over here,” he said as he approached her, “and with this in the way,” his hand yanking her vest top up to expose her bust.

Under the vest there was nothing but soft, doughy, boobs. She’d been instructed not to wear a bra for the treatment so without that vest covering her tits they were left completely exposed.

“Smaller or bigger?”

“Bigger of course,” the observing guard yelled back as the slider was pushed up and her breast size followed.

Christine felt like livestock being measured as his hot breaths steamed onto her expanding tits, her soft breasts growing bigger and bigger, getting heavier by the second, her nipples completely rock hard.

Her chest was just short of the initial example when the guard put up a hand to halt the treatment, those tits still incredibly large, far bigger than was natural.

“I think that’ll do. You want them big but you still need them to be able to do the housework.”

“Even with them that big I bet she’ll struggle.”

The guard looked back to her and brushed a hand down the side of her face, rubbing a thumb against her lips.

“Don’t worry,” he said directly to her, “we’ll finish soon and then you can start your new life as a bimbo.”

“Okay,” she just about managed to groan out, a glisten of drool pouring from her lips as he dragged his touch away,

They weren’t just changing her body, those vibrations which were flooding her head were changing her mind as well. They were making her dumber and dumber with every second that passed. They were turning her brain into a blank canvas for them to fill as they pleased, but first they wanted to finish decorating the outside.

“Hey, let’s do her lips next. They felt pretty thin, I know you can do something about that,” the guard said to his companions just as he was leaving her eyeline.

“So you like them fat and puffy?”

“Of course I do. Is there anybody who doesn’t?”

“Some people say they look silly.”

“A silly look for a silly girl. Just perfect.”

Christine hadn’t even had the sense to close her parted lips by the time they began to tingle. She was getting further into a state of total confusion as her lips began to swell, increasing in size and softness. She barely even knew what was happening, her thin lips fattening into something thick and puffy.

“Hmm that’s much better. Can we do her ass next?”

“Of course we can. Just lemme know what you want.”

“Like you can’t figure that out. She’s a bimbo, she needs curves. You need to make that ass fat.”

The breast growth hadn’t done much to change her stick figure body, it had just attached two giant tits onto the front. Finally her ass was starting to rumble so she didn’t need to look so out of shape.

Her small booty began to grow, the incoming softness expanding downwards, pressing into the chair below to lift her body upwards slightly.

That size increase worked on her hips and pushed them out wider, making the lower curves of her body expand to the side, pushing to the limits of her seat as the extra cushiony padding below continued to push her body up, making her body arch forwards as she was still contained in the binds and the crown melting her brain away.

It took quite some time for the tingling in her buns to end but once it had she’d been given quite the makeover, her small, round, ass gone and replaced with a thick mass of marshmallow soft meat.

Her entire body was left a lot thicker thanks to the growth and that was why she suddenly felt her waist tingling. Unlike the other parts of her body which had been grown her waist was being shrunk. The inches were being drained away, she was being given a more narrow middle, morphed into a defined hourglass shape.

“I presumed you’d want this too,” the specialist said in the distance.

“Well of course. A trim middle and suddenly those ass and titties look even bigger.”

“Not like hers aren’t huge to start with.”

“You got that right. She looks like a proper bimbo now.”

They were right. She looked like somebody had gone ahead and turned a barbie doll into a real girl.

Those long slender legs. That thick, soft, ass. Those giant, heavy, tits. That emphasized hourglass figure. Her puffy pouted lips. Her platinum blonde hair. Her sapphire blue eyes. They were the base ingredients of a living barbie doll.

“Hey body is just about ready,” the proud specialist said, “all that’s left is to put the finishing touches to her mind.”

Christine’s transformation into a blank state was complete. She could barely concentrate on a thing, not even the changes to her body. She was just sitting there, taking it all and drooling down herself.

“So what do we have to do now?”

“This is the most simple part. Just type any changes in here and then tap the button when you want to finish her makeover.”

The mental transformation was always the last part. When she awoke from her trance like state she would be reborn as a bimbo in both body and mind and she would be a free woman.

“Just one change this time,” the guard who was deciding her transformation said as he leaned in to type the information he wanted to give her before pressing the button to begin.

It was like rebooting a phone. The treatment had been emptying her brain, it was practically filled with nothing. When he hit the button her entire mind began to tingle and it was like all the information was being loaded back inside.

Everything flashed before her eyes as she was flooded with thoughts and knowledge, however they weren’t the same thoughts and knowledge that had been removed. Before being put back in place everything had been given a bimbo polish.

Finally she was back in the room, no longer in trance however the world seemed a completely different place; she was seeing everything through bimbo tinted glasses.

“Huh, what?” she mumbled as she came back to reality, her brain still taking a bit of time to get processing.

“Good news Crystal,” the smiling head guard said down to her, “your treatment is now complete. You’re now a free woman. Let us just get you out of that chair.”

Crystal… yes that was her name. There wasn’t even a mention of Christine anywhere in her memories. Everything pointed to the fact that she was called Crystal.

They removed the binds holding her in place and lifted the crown away, freeing her from the bimbofication seat, finally letting her feel her new body. However even though it was new thanks to the changes to her brain it felt totally natural to her.

“Oh goody!” she cheered with a giggle as she jumped up onto her feet, her jiggling assets bouncing around, “Like I can’t wait to get home.”

“If you’ll follow me Crystal I’ll take you somewhere that you can get released.”

He offered up his hand for her to take but instead she wrapped her arms around his bicep and hugged on tight, sinking her tits into his body.

“Like lead the way please officer,” she giggled out again, wiggling excitedly in place. It was such a shame to let such a cheery thing go because with her mind transformed there way no way she’d be coming back; there would be no more shoplifting for silly Crystal.

“Right this way,” the grinning guard growled as he wandered from the room with the bimbo eye candy clinging from his arm.

Option Triple B had done it again, it had gotten another criminal out of jail and placed another law abiding bimbo onto the streets.


Crystal wandered a few steps forward and took a look back at the large, cold, stone building she was leaving. It was good to be out of there, she didn’t plan on going back ever again.

“Well here you are,” the guard said to the leggy blonde, “You’re free to go now. If you wait over at the bus stop a bus will come soon to pick you up. You should have enough change in your purse to make it home.”

They’d been ever so nice to her. Because her old clothing didn’t fit and looked super bland they went ahead and provided her with a whole new outfit to go home in, as well as some money for the bus. She wasn’t going to miss the prison but she would miss how nice all the guards were to her.

Skipping around on a huge pair of transparent platform heels, Crystal moved back to the guard and gave him a sloppy kiss right on the cheek, leaving a bright pink outline for him to rub off later.

“Like thanksies for all your help officer,” the cheery girl giggled with a wide smile, “like I just wish there was a way I could say thanks to you for being so super nice to me.”

Crystal pouted her lips together in a truly adorable way as the guard brushed his fingers through her hair.

“Oh I have a way. It’s how all the good bimbos say thank you for the service.”

He reached down and unzipped his fly and fished out his erect, hard, cock. It was another, unwritten, reason why the Bimbo Behind Bars program was so successful. It kept the guards very happy.

“Oh like I see,” Crystal giggled as she somehow managed to squat down on those giant heels. The outfit she had been gifted wasn’t exactly the best for coping with sudden, sharp, movements but still she made it into a slutty position.

She’d gotten dressed up in a tight, mini skirt long, tit squishing, cut out pink vinyl dress that looked as if it could burst open at any moment but Crystal seemed happy to be wearing it.

Eagerly she wrapped those thick lips of hers around his cock, giving another part of his body a pink painting as she began to suck on his length.

He groaned and reached down, taking a hold of the cute pigtails she had styled her long, blonde, hair into, gripping them tightly as she bobbed herself back and forth. It wasn’t like she had a lot of experience at sucking cocks but her brain assured her that was the case. Her brain had been modified with lots of new thoughts like her respect for the law and for rules, her new love for the color pink and the slutty clothing she was wearing and of course lots and lots of tips and techniques to make her one talented bimbo slut.

The quick movements of her bobbing head and the way her lips were compressed nice and tight around his length pushed the guard over the edge.

“Oh here it comes,” he groaned out, panting deeply, “drink down my seed you bimbo.”

She found her head buried into his lap, her thick, whorish, makeup starting to dribble, mascara running as he began to cum into her throat.

He remained tight into her lips as he milked out his lust into her, only coming down from his high and releasing her once he had drained out his full climax into her stomach.

Crystal popped from his dick with a wet slobber, coating her lipstick heavy lips in an extra layer of bubbly drool as she rolled back up onto her feet.

“Like I hope you liked that!” she cheered happily to him, already composed once more; as expected from a bimbo.

“I loved it, now that’s how you say thanks. I’m gonna miss having a cock sucker like you around.”

“D’aww I’ll miss you too but like I gotta get home now. Like bye bye, thanks for looking after me and stuff!”

Sucking dick was great, cum tasted delicious and she loved having the taste on her tongue but she had to hurry home.

Now that she was free she needed to take care of some important things like booking an appointment at the salon to get some hair extensions and to get her nails done. Plus she needed to get a whole new wardrobe and needed to redecorate. She didn’t have pink walls in any of her rooms. Madness, what had she been thinking?

Crystal skipped off towards the bus stop as a free woman. She was super happy to be out of jail. It meant her new life as an obedient bimbo could finally begin.


You Have To Believe Me!: Ordering the Nurse

Light. It seemed like forever since light had last blessed my eyes. How long had it been? Where was I?

Slowly the world around me began to regain its focus. Blurred meshes of pastel tones slowly developed structure and turned into walls, ceilings, curtains and furniture. I certainly wasn’t home, I never would have painted my house in such a tedious shade of green. It looked like I was in a hospital.

That was when it came flashing back to me. Luckily just in my memories, not in reality; lightning.

Yep, I’d been struck by lightning. I was caught out in a storm and fate was not on my side as it decided to strike me down with a piercing volt from the heavens. Perhaps the fact I was still alive meant fate had been on my side? Too bothersome to think about, I had more important priorities like knowing how long I’d been out and if everything was still working.

I tried to move my body. I felt a bit weak, a bit groggy, but everything seemed to be moving. I could shake my head, I could lift my hands and I could wiggle my toes; everything seemed to be accounted for.

“Is anyone there?” I called out to the empty room, my slightly croaky voice also operational.

No response. What a shock, no response from an empty room. Instead I took another look at my surroundings for anything that could help me. Dangling down to my side seemed to be some sort of pulley system, probably to call for a nurse. The only way to know for certain was to pull it.

Not too long after tugging on the string the door to my private room swung open and in walked your everyday looking nurse.

“Seems you’re finally awake,” she said in a cheery but not overbearing voice.

“How long was I out?” I asked her, fearing the very worse.

“Only a couple of hours. You only came in last night.”

In a way I felt disappointed. I’d been preparing to hear the worst, that the year was 2036, the new president was an android and everyone finally owned those flying cars we’d been promised. Less than a full day wasn’t even long enough for me to use as any more than an entry level anecdote. Realistically, however, it was good news.

“So how do I look?” I asked once more, “Does everything look okay? The lightning didn’t do any damage did it?”

She shook her head, “No, luckily for you everything looks completely fine. We want to keep you here a bit longer for observation, just to be on the safe side, but we haven’t found anything so far. It seems that you got very lucky.”

Well that was a relief. I guess being the man who was hit by lightning isn’t that bad an anecdote after all, especially being one who walked away completely unharmed.

“Thanks doc,” I sighed out in relief. So all I had to do was spend a few days resting in a hospital bed and then I was good to go and share my story with everybody who would listen. Time to waste away those lazy days.


It had been two days since I had awoken which made this my third day in hospital. Still I was getting the all clear from the women in white, everything was looking a-ok. They came to check up on me every once in awhile too and I also had nothing to report.

“So Eddie,” she said to me, the two of us onto a first name basis, “everything okay today as well? No weakness, no soreness, no unexpected side effects?”

She knew me as Eddie, much preferred to Edward, while I knew her as Connie. She was either the nurse who was in charge of this particular section of the hospital or the one in charge of me specifically. Either way it was good to have her. She had a warm personality and she was very easy on the eye.

Connie was quite a young nurse who looked similar to me in age, she was probably somewhere in her mid twenties. She was a pretty thing with peachy white skin, brunette hair wrapped up in a ponytail and some big blue eyes with long lashes to help show them off. I imagined she was very popular with her male patients thanks to those looks and her charm, she was popular with me after all.

I shook my head from side to side in reply to her query, “Nope, nothing. Everything has been normal. Well, you know, except for that…”

A glint of concern appeared on her face as my voice deepened and trailed off into a sort of sadness.

“What? Is something the matter?” she asked, worried for my well being.

“Well, it’s just ever since I got struck by lightning… I’ve been able to shoot electricity from my fingers.”

Yeah it was a pretty lousy joke but I was bored, there really wasn’t much to do in a hospital room and seeing as my condition was the very opposite of serious I wasn’t flocked by guests or gifts. I had to make my own fun which was I wiggled my fingers in the air, making my own explosion side effects.

Now I wasn’t expecting a laugh out loud response. I was expecting more of a roll of the eyes, a shake of the head and a quip of “what are you like?” before we all smiled and went on our merry way. What I wasn’t expecting was her face to twist in horror and for her to drop her clipboard in shock.

“Oh my god! I’ll go fetch the doctor!” she squealed in panic. My joke wasn’t good but it wasn’t that bad.

“Hey stop!” I called out to her just as she was making a quick darting run from my room, “What’s the matter with you? I was just joking!”

Connie stopped her escape attempt when she was pretty much already in the hall, twisting back to look at me, the panic drained from her face. Instead she tutted and shook her head.

“I should have known,” she sighed out. She was right, she really should have. What was all of that about?

“Are you feeling okay yourself?” I asked her as she came back in to collect her notes.

“Of course. Why do you ask?”

“Why? Well… all of that just then.”

“That? That was just concern for my patient’s well being. What was I supposed to do?” she asked seriously. She was either a master of straight man comedy or we were operating on two completely different wavelengths.

“But I was obviously joking,” I protested.

“Sorry, it didn’t sound like a joke to me.”

What was wrong with this woman? Was she completely deranged or did my bad joke really woosh right over her head.

“Fine, just forget about it,” I groaned. It was easier not to think about it.

That was the end of that or it should have been but Connie never left. She remained there, watching me closely with a piercing gaze.

“So?” she finally asked.

“So what?”

“You said something was wrong?”

“No I… oh you mean before? Before the whole pew pew thing?”

“Before? Pew pew thing? You just said it,” she said, face looking concerned again.

Was she still messing with me? Yes I did say forget about it but that didn’t mean she had to pretend she had really forgotten. What was up with her, why was she acting so weird? It was almost as if she really had forgotten, just like the way she seemed to believe my electric shooting joke.

Testing the waters I lifted up my hand towards her and told her, “My arm has fallen off.”

It happened again. She squealed and her face tensed in alarm.

“Oh my god! I’ll go get--”

“It’s a joke, calm down,” I instructed and she did just that. Either she was a master of acting or something very weird was going on.

“Oh sorry about that. I should have known.”

“It’s fine, don’t worry about it,” I sighed, “Now please leave so I can get some rest.”

Despite the fact I liked her I was glad to see the back of her. It was too weird, it was like she listened and believed everything I said. Something strange was happening and I had to know what it was. It couldn’t have anything to do with the lightning, could it?


It definitely had something to do with the lightning. I repeat, weird things were happening and it had to be something to do with the lightning.

Ever since my weird conversation with Connie I’d been strolling around the hospital telling others tall tales to see if they believed me. They all did.

“The sky is falling! Everybody run!”

“Hello Mr. President, very nice to meet you!”

“I swear I can see through walls, I just… I must be a bit too tired to do it right now.”

All the ridiculous lies I told to people they gobbled up. Nothing changed around us, nothing changed about them but they believed everything I said. If I told them they had four arms and then questioned it they would argue against me, despite the fact they clearly only had two. They when I told them I was joking about their four arms they’d laugh the whole thing off and accept reality again. It was bonkers.

After a day of extensive testing I managed to come up with three possibilities about what was happening to me.

Number one, I was suffering from some sort of hallucination and was imaging the whole thing.

Number two, everybody was in on it together and were working as one big team to prank me.

Number three, somehow the lightning had made my words completely convincing to anybody who heard them, so convincing that they would believe them no matter how implausible or downright wrong I was.

If I wasn’t crazy and unless the entire hospital was filled with award winning actors then the only possible answer was three. Somehow being struck by lightning had gifted me some sort of power. Maybe I really was crazy to believe that was the actual reality of the situation.

Of course there was still the chance I was wrong which was why I formulated my final plan. I had to suggest something that nobody would possibly simply follow as a prank and that I wouldn’t possibly be able to simply imagine; something that somebody wouldn’t do unless my power was the real deal.

All I had to do was wait for the leading actress to enter the stage.


The sun was starting to set when she appeared in my room. It was Connie coming in to check up on me once again. Just the woman I had been waiting for.

“Hey Eddie I heard you were lively today,” she said to me, “I hope that means you’ve been feeling completely fine.”

“Actually, there is one problem I have but I don’t think it’s anything to do with the lightning.” I explained, putting my plan into action.

“Oh? What is it? Anything I can help you with?”

“Yes you certainly can,” I announced, lifting my hospital gown to show her my exposed lower half.

“Ah! Eddie! What are you doing!?”

“I haven’t managed to cum since I got here. I’m completely backed up and as my nurse it is your duty to help me cum.”

Standing there, with my gown lifted and my lower half naked, it suddenly became apparent to me that if I was wrong about this whole thing then I had just flashed a nurse and could expect to find myself being taken away in the back of a car with sirens flashing. What the heck had I just done?

With the fear of being labelled a pervert gripping me it was a relief to hear a small giggle coming from Connie.

“Oh that’s all it was, I thought it was something serious. Oh sure I can help with that.”

“Y-you mean it?”

“Of course. It’s my duty as a nurse to help a patient with that kind of thing.”

She took a seat next to me on my bed and wrapped a hand around my cock, slowly starting to stroke. It was real, it was real, I really had some sort of power that made others listen to me, it was the only explanation.

Connie’s gentle touch quickly got my shaft completely erect, my firmness throbbing in her hand. I hadn’t been lying when I said I hadn’t jerked off since coming to the hospital, I was completely backed up and was ready to release. The added shock of having her touching me had almost taken me right over the edge.

“S-stop!” I gasped out just before I climaxed all over her hand.

“Is something the matter?” she asked, “You looked like you were enjoying it.”

“I was enjoying it. It’s just… you were doing it wrong.”

“Wrong?”

“Yeah. You’re not supposed to use your hand like that. You’re supposed to use your mouth when relieving your patients.”

I gave her another little push to see if I could take it further and she just flashed me that cheery smile of hers.

“Sorry! It’s been awhile since my training and I haven’t done it since then.”

Unless she had a past I wasn’t expecting she had never done it ever but thanks to my mysterious power she did mental gymnastics to make my words her reality. That was why she opened wide and pushed her head down, wrapping those soft lips around the hardness of my cock.

The noise I released wasn’t an elegant one. It was like a shivering groan of pleasure from having her hot, wet, mouth wrapped around my throbbing shaft. It was hard to believe that I had such a pretty girl giving me a blowjob just because I had told her to do it.

Connie didn’t just hug me with her mouth, she rocked her head up and down, truly performing the deed, even going as far as to push the girth of my dick into the tight confines of her throat, squeezing the energy out of my tense member.

The touch of her jerking hand had gotten me worked up to my limit, a deepthroat blowjob was more than I could handle. I gripped a hold of her head as she busy bobbing in my lap, pushing her down so more of my hardness was buried into her mouth.

“Yes, that’s it!” I groaned, “I’m gonna cum!”

My words were as basic and vulgar as my instincts and actions. Pinning her down by her brunette locks I began to cum, spraying my pent up orgasm into the tightness of her throat, emptying my swollen balls into her cock sucking mouth.

I sat with her pinned onto me, shuddering as I was drained of my energy and my load by the talented vixen wrapped around me. Only once I had finished painting her throat with my thick, sticky, jizz did I let go and let her free.

There was no look of annoyance on her face  despite the fact I had gotten a lil rough with her. Connie looked as sweet and friendly as always, even with bubbly slobber trickling down over her lips, dyed white by my cum.

“Hmm you let out a ton,” she said to me, “you weren’t kidding about being backed up.”

“Y-yeah,” I panted, somehow more out of breath than the one who had just had her air cut off by my throat packing hardness.

Her blue eyes drifted from by face back down to my shaft as I was busy recovering from that unbelievable experience.

“It’s even worse than I thought,” she gasped. I looked down to see what she was talking about. Somehow I was still rock hard.

“Yes,” I grunted, “I’m afraid your mouth wasn’t enough for me. My condition is critical, I won’t be relieved until I get to use your pussy.”

She nodded, her face being filled with determination, “I understand.”

Before my eyes she began to do something else incredible. Connie began to unbutton her white work uniform before stripping the top off entirely. Then she wiggled out of the color matching skirt and set about stripping down out of her underwear; she was getting completely naked!

I watched her like a wild animal being caught in the headlights of an incoming car. I couldn’t stop watching as she stripped out of her nurse gown and out of her bra and panties below, leaving herself exposed to me.

I’d found her to be a very pretty young woman with her clothes on and that didn’t change with them off. If anything I found her even hotter, her body looking incredible without any fabric trying to hide it.

She may have been on the slim side with a nice flat tummy but that didn’t mean she was curveless. Her body rolled into a trim hourglass figure that led up towards perky mounds with small, pink, nipples and down towards a round apple shaped behind that looked good enough to eat.

Between her thin thighs she had a tight little pussy decorated with just a trimmed patch of brown hair above. How fitting of a nurse to keep things tidy.

While my face was red she seemed completely fine. After all I was staring at a beautiful, naked, woman. She was just doing her supposed job.

Thanks to my tunnel vision I barely even noticed the fact she had closed the distance between the two of us again. My first real indication was when she pressed her hands into me and pushed me back onto the bed, allowing herself the room to climb up onto me, straddling my lap and slowly mounting her way onto my hard cock.

Connie moaned as her pussy slid downwards, my manhood being swallowed up into her tight, wet, folds. That was it, the two of us were joined together as a man and a woman.

Her hands pushed down firmly onto my chest and then those hips began to move, shaking up and down, apple behind slapping against my skin as she rode my stallion with her juicy passage.

There is no need to hold back,” she said down to me in a dreamy voice, her words oozing out in a soft, moany, trickle, “Let it all out. Let out all your pent up seed into me.”

Did she really just say that? Was she trying to drive me wild? She was already riding me like a cowgirl, milking my hardness with her tight folds but still she was trying to say more to just push me over my limit. She did push me, she pushed me to the levels of a primal being.

With my lust overflowing I gripped my hands onto her body and twisted us around. Sharply I pulled her down so that it was her body that was pressed down into the hospital bed with me being the one on top.

“Then I won’t hold back,” I growled, feeling the instincts of my ancestors coming to life. Pinning her body into the sheets I pressed my hips down, sinking my shaft back inside of her with a hard, filling, thrust.

She’d been the one in control but that wasn’t happening any longer. It was my voice which had created this entire situation and it was me who was going to lead. I kept her trapped down under my weight as I began to move faster, harder, really giving it to her with all the power I could summon.

Her composed smile turned into a gasp for breath as she began to squeal out, filling the room with the sound of her moans as I hammered my hard dick deep into her tight, young, pussy. I felt incredible and by the way she was squirming it seemed I wasn’t the only one.

“Yes just like that! Use me however you want to!” she managed to hiss, her hands reaching over her head, dragging at the bed sheets as she looked for something to cling onto.

The sound of two, sweat coated, bodies slapping together echoed around the room as my hips refused to stop, almost on autopilot as I looked to milk out the biggest orgasm of my life using her sexy, trim, body. I’d never been so fierce in my entire life.

Despite the fact it was I who was in need of release it was her who let out a shivering squeal first. It was her who began to writhe around with a full body spasm, her insides tensing and squeezing me like a sexual vice.

Connie’s wild movements, inside and out, didn’t last for too long but they were still a wonder to behold, the way she twisted and turned as her insides twitched. I had a feeling I knew what had happened.

“Did you just cum?”

Seemingly drained she nodded her head, “I couldn’t help it, you just felt too good.”

She knew how to play my caveman instincts like a damn fiddle. My buttons were pressed and I went wild, piston burying myself into her pussy with a sharp shake of my strong hips, sinking into her sensitive folds with powerful movements.

Her nails began to scratch down my back as she found something to cling onto at last, her cries of lust louder than ever as I showed her the pleasures only a woman could feel and pushed myself to those only a man knew.

“I’m cumming!” I finally snarled out, pushing myself to the point of no return, stirred on by her sexual charge. I wasn’t going to pull out, the only fitting place for me to cum was buried inside of her.

It hit and I dropped my weight, pinning my length deep into her pussy, firing every single hot, thick, rope of cum directly into her body, filling her with my seed. She shuddered below me, howling out in bliss. There was no escape for her, she was trapped until every drop had been drained from my body.

My hips tensed and bucked as I used her tight folds to milk out everything I could, finally giving my pent up body some much needed release. It felt truly incredible.

I basked in the afterglow for a couple of moments, letting our bodies rest together before finally I drew my hips back to give her some relief. Trickles of cum followed me, oozing from her used hole. It wasn’t a surprise, I’d came more than I’d ever came before; there was simply too much cum for her to handle.

With heavy, panting, breaths flowing from her glossed lips, Connie looked up to me with those big, blue, watery, eyes.

“I hope you’re feeling better now,” she groaned softly, her breath literally taken away.

“Hmm much better. You were incredible. The best nurse I’ve ever--”

Bang. My head swiveled sharply. I knew that sound, that was the sound of the door being dragged open.

With Connie in a heap next to me, leaking cum, and my body naked I made eye contact with another nurse who was looking on in, probably disturbed by all the noise we were making.

“What the…”

“Close the door! You didn’t see anything!” I quickly yelled at her. She did just that, closing the door and casting us back into safety. I could finally exhale, that was far too close.

That reminded me. I’d gotten so giddy because of what I’d done with Connie that it also completely slipped my mind that I had proven that my power was the real deal. People believed anything I told them, I could make anybody do anything I wanted and I had the proof lying next to me.

“If you ever get backed up again,” she purred, running a finger along my sides, “don’t hesitate to tell me.”

I can categorically state that today was the greatest day of my life.


The Bimbo Remote: Bimbofication in the Library

“Finally, it’s arrived.”

Darrin was pleased to find that the package he had ordered had finally made it to his student accommodation. Things had been going well since he made it to college. He was making new friends, the lessons weren’t so bad and the place was pretty nice. Only one issue had presented itself in the early days of his higher education life. Darrin had broken his TV remote.

Perhaps in the grand scheme of things a busted remote control wasn’t a big deal but to a student it was a mortifying experience. Imagine having to try and live without being able to change channels from the comfort of your own bed.

Suddenly late night binge watching just seemed a chore when Darrin actually had to get up out of bed just to fiddle around with the settings. What an exhausting experience.

Yes it was a very minor issue. It was also an issue which was very easy to fix. All Darrin had to do was order a new remote and that was what he’d done and finally it was in his hands. No more leaving the warmth of his sheets just to change the volume.

Darrin ripped the parcel open to claim his prize and inside he found a remote control. However it didn’t look a thing like the old remote he had. Okay it looked sort of similar but things looked well off.

Rather than being the slick silver color of the other one it came in some tacky shade of gold and the buttons were all bright blue, along with the text labeling each section. Speaking of the text what language was the remote supposed to be in? Rather than channels and volume it was talking about IQ and length. It was like some bootleg product that had been translated by somebody who barely spoke English themself.

Well Darrin could accept how ugly the thing looked as long as it worked. That was when a new issue arose. It didn’t work.

The buttons were clicking, the end of the remote was glowing with a pink flash but the TV wasn’t responding. He’d been delivered a dud!

“Stupid piece of junk,” he sighed in disappointment. What was the company playing at?

He’d have to get back on the phone for another replacement and this time he definitely wouldn’t be paying for it, not after this farce. However that would have to wait until later. Darrin had spied the clock and had taken note on the time. He had an appointment in the library and it wouldn’t be wise to miss it.

Still frustrated Darrin packed up what he needed and headed off to his meeting.


The semester hadn’t been going for long but already the students had been put into pairs to take care of an early assignment. The person who Darrin had been paired up with was called Taylor and she was the one he was meeting.

He definitely didn’t have a problem meeting up with her. He hadn’t just came to college hoping to learn he had came hoping to meet some girls and she was pretty fine.

She had peachy skin, dark brunette hair and hazel eyes along with a very pretty face. Her body was small and trim with very little fat to speak of. Darrin liked what he saw.

Arriving in the library he’d quickly managed to pick her out among the crowd. She was dressed up casually in a pair of tight jeans and a checkered shirt, leaning against one of the tables. Quickly Darrin rushed over, not wanting to be any later than he already was.

“Hey, sorry I’m late,” he called over to her.

“Don’t worry it’s fine, I’ve already gotten the books we need. Come on let’s go find a place to sit.”

It was still quite early which meant the library hadn’t really filled up, giving them plenty of room to work with. It allowed the two of them to take a prime position with their back to the shelves and their fronts facing out over the library for some great spying opportunities.

“This place looks as good as any.”

“Alright then, let’s get started.”

Being the very first assignment, and being one that was meant to introduce students to the course and to get them working with others, it wasn’t incredibly difficult which meant the work was actually kind of a breeze. The time just seemed to flow on by as the two of them went through the research together and compiled their report, entertaining themselves with some quiet small talk along the way.

Everything was going swimmingly. That was when Darrin’s phone began to ring.

“Sorry that’s me,” he confessed as the popular tune came buzzing from his jeans, “Lemme just check who it is.”

Darrin reached back to fish his phone from his pants when his hand tapped against something long and thick which was jutting from his pocket. Pulling it free he discovered it was that useless remote he’d received in the mail.

Casting his mind back Darrin had pretty much darted straight from his place after he’d discovered it didn’t work. He must have accidentally put it in his pocket while getting ready.

“Hey, what’s that?” Taylor asked, her eyes naturally being drawn to the gaudy, golden, remote.

“This? My old TV remote broke and I was supposed to get a new one. Instead I got sent this useless piece of junk.”

“That’s supposed to be a TV remote?”

“I know right? Who in their right mind would make a remote colored like this? And what the heck are these buttons supposed to be any… way!?”

Darrin’s suddenly stared in shock. He’d been tapping on the buttons to further emphasize his point when he had noticed something ahead of him. It was the girl who was standing on the other side of the room, in the direction the remote was pointing. He swore he saw her… change.

He tested it out, trying to press the same button again he’d been toying around him. Before his eyes he saw her hairstyle change.

To start with she had a ponytail and then everything went static around her, like an old TV without reception, and her hair was styled as a beehive. Then another press and it was straight. Then it was in pigtails. Then she had a crop cut.

Either he was hallucinating badly or the remote was doing something to that girl.

“Hey, is everything okay?” Taylor asked the distracted Darrin, “You look like you’ve seen a ghost.”

“Didn’t you just see that!?”

“See what?”

“Look at that girl, the one over there.”

“The one looking at the shelves?”

“Yeah, keep looking at her,” he told her as he began to flick through the settings again, cycling through different hairstyles, “See!?”

She looked back at him in confusion, and maybe a slight bit of concern.

“Erm… what are you talking about here?”

“Her hair! Can’t you see her hair!?”

“Like… yes I can see her hair. Can you keep your voice down? You’re going to get us kicked out of here.”

He shook his head, “No you can’t be seeing it. What do you see now?” he asked her as he pressed the button again, her hair turning long and wavy.

“I see a girl with wavy brown hair?”

“You didn’t see it change?”

“Change? What are you talking about?”

Darrin pressed the button again, “Now what do you see?”

“I see the same thing. I see a girl with dreadlocks. Such a weird style along with that outfit. Come on that’s not really worth all this fuss.”

It was getting weirder. It definitely wasn’t just him seeing it, that girls hair definitely was changing. Taylor was confirming it but she was just making things even more confusing. She could see and recognize the end product but she didn’t seem to be able to realize that anything was different.

“Look again,” he begged her, “What do you see this time?”

“Darrin what is going on here? You’re acting creepy.”

The entire situation was making him feel a little bit crazy. That was when his phone started to ring again. He completely forgot that he’d missed a call thanks to the commotion.

“Sorry I was just joking. Guess I’m not as funny as I thought. I need to take this!” he said as he rushed off with the remote in hand, glad to have an excuse to get out of there before Taylor’s opinion of him fell any lower.

Once he’d reached the safety of deep within the jungle of bookshelves he fished his phone out to see who was calling. Unknown number, weird.

“Hello?” he said into the phone curiously.

“Hello Mr. Darrin Lynch!” the happy, female, voice on the other side said, “Like thank you for ordering a Bimbo Remote from us! I’m just checking to make sure that your order arrived on time.”

“Wait, sorry, what did you just say?”

“Your Bimbo Remote? It has arrived safely and stuff?”

Darrin looked over the remote he had in his hand. A Bimbo Remote? It had to be this thing, there was no doubt about it. Whatever this Bimbo Remote thing was it was in his hands and it was why he’d been seeing weird things in the library.

“Yes, I think so. Could you just tell me what a Bimbo Remote is? What does it do?”

“Certainly sir! A Bimbo Remote is like the new cutting edge advancement in bimbofication tech stuff. It offers all the bimbo making power of our old products on one small easy to use device.”

Bimbofication? Bimbo making?

“Are you trying to tell me this is a remote which can transform women into bimbos?”

“Like totally! Any woman you point at can be changed with just the press of a button!”

It was just like what had happened in the library. The remote in his hand had nothing to do with television, it was built for bimbofication.

Darrin wasn’t quite sure how he’d managed to get his hands on it, he’d only tried to order a new remote for his TV after all, but it didn’t change the fact that he had the power to change others right at his fingertips.

There were so many more buttons to press and settings to explore. What else was the remote capable of doing? He had to know.

He brought his conversation with the bubbly woman to an end and made his way back towards Taylor. He needed somebody to use a guinea pig for his experiments. She seemed as good a candidate as any.


The Darrin who had left Taylor alone to study was gone. That crazy, shouty, unstable Darrin was replaced with a smiling, happy, teammate. Maybe a bit too happy?

“Hey Taylor. Sorry about that,” he said to her, “Was just doing a bit of guy humor, you know. Forgot that it doesn’t work as well with those… who aren’t guys.”

“Just forget about it, I already have. Let’s just get back to studying.”

Yes, studying. Darrin would be studying but he wouldn’t be studying words in a textbook, he would be studying the way that Taylor transformed when he used his remote.

Laying it across his lap beneath the table, in a position where it was obscured from her view, Darrin pointed the remote towards Taylor and began his test.

First up was a button he’d already tested out. He pressed and watched her hair change from a messy bob into long, straight, locks. Pressing the button just below and and her hair changed back the other way. At least he’d confirmed what those buttons did.

Next up he tried the button slightly to the side. Again it affected her hair but this time it went after the color and not the style.

As he pressed upwards her brunette locks began to get darker under her hair was transformed into a complete, raven, black. When he went the other way things got lighter; he managed to get her all the way to a blonde with just a short bit of scrolling.

Darrin opened his mouth to mention her hair, to see if she realized things were different, but then he backed out. He’d already been doing crazy talk over somebody else's hair, doing it to her as well would make him seem like some sort of hair obsessed maniac. He had to find something else to change and then quiz her about first.

He tried the next set of buttons on the row he’d been using. It was hard to notice the change he was cycling through, he wouldn’t have caught it if it wasn’t for that static that came before each change. The static was coming from her eyes, it was adjusting her eye color. He could swap her hazel out for blue or brown or even strange colors like red and gold if he wanted.

“Is something the matter?” Taylor asked, noticing his gaze seemed to be fixated on something, namely her.

“W-what? Oh, nothing I just noticed how lovely and… gold your eyes are.”

She giggled slightly, “What did you only just notice? Please don’t let them freak you out. I know they’re unusual but they work just fine.”

“So you’ve always had gold eyes?”

“As far as I know, yeah.”

Jackpot. Unless Taylor turned out to be some sort of special case Darrin seemed to be the only one who noticed the changes. Even the person being transformed didn’t realize a thing. Was it because he was the one with the remote? The Bimbo Remote just kept getting more and more incredible.

He twisted around to take a better look at the remote. No more random button presses just to see what would happen, he wanted some clues.

The upper portion of the remote didn’t seem unusual at all. It was set out in four rows of three and looked just like any ordinary keypad. It was below when things started to get strange.

Grouped together were small pairs of buttons with labels which marked what they did. The ones that he’d been playing around with were labeled ‘Hair.S’, ‘Hair.C’ and ‘Eye.C’. However they weren’t the only ones, there was a whole load more.

Darrin could see options for skin color, options for height, weight, bust size, ass size. When he’d saw IQ earlier it literally must have literally meant shifting IQ numbers like flicking the volume up and down. The remote seriously had so many options.

It was during this closer inspection that Darin took a better look at the browsing wheel. He had presumed it would just be the ‘Ok’ button with some similar options around it but he was wrong on the former part. What the chunky button read instead was ‘Full Outfit’.

Around the side he found more precise options for shirt, pants, skirt, socks, shoes, underwear and more. The remote could change not just physical attributes but even clothing as well. It was just getting better and better. He had to try it out.

Darrin spied his partner again and clicked on the button which affected her full outfit, then he just had to figure out what to do next.

Looking for answers he pressed the one button on the keyboard. Everything changed quickly before his eyes.

A complete static buzz warped her entire outfit and changed it completely, or to be more precise it changed her out of it. Suddenly Taylor was sitting there in the nude.

He wanted to sit around and admire her now naked body for a long time but he felt total nudity was definitely a bit too risky. Quickly he pressed the two button and again there was a static warp around her. This time Taylor was dressed but not in much. All she was put into was a small, red, bikini.

Number three and she was dressed up as a naughty schoolgirl. Four and she was dressed as a slutty nurse. Five and she suddenly looked like a cheap hooker. Every one was a brand new outfit.

Darrin cycled through all nine and watched how her clothing changed into so many different, skimpy, outfits. When he pressed on number zero her outfit was changed back to the way it had been before his fooling around. Her clothing was back to normal.

It had been an incredible show. Were there only nine to choose from or could he find more if her combined presses together? He was curious to find out but not as curious he was to see what else he could do to her.

Right at the bottom of the remote was another row of buttons. They were marked down as libido, lust, obedience and personality. He just had to give this a go.

He pressed down on the upwards button for lust and then again, and again, and again, and again.

Darrin tapped the button quickly like he was flicking through the channels and watched the way she reacted. Quickly her breathing began to get heavy, her cheeks began to glow red and she squirmed around in place.

“Wait right there, I gotta go quickly!” she cried out as she jumped to her feet and rushed off in the direction of the bathroom, completely flustered. There was no doubt about it, it worked but had he been given any reason to doubt that it would?

With his partner off, probably taking care of her sudden needs, Darrin found himself with some time to plan. Using this remote he could make Taylor look anyway he wanted, right?

When she got back he wouldn’t just be testing all the settings, he was going to attempt creating his very first bimbo.


Eventually Taylor returned, looking a lot more composed than when she’d left in a hurry.

“Sorry about that,” she said slowly.

“Oh it’s fine. Let’s just get back to studying.”

“Yeah, alright.”

She took her seat again and buried her nose back into her notes, giving Darrin just enough freedom to start fooling around.

First he took care of her outfit. Jeans and a shirt were providing a bit too much coverage, he needed a better look at her body so he pressed the number five on the remote and dressed her back up like some cheap hooker. A tiny miniskirt and a bikini top, only covered under a mesh blouse, really showed off the canvas he had to work with.

Naturally, as a man, Darrin began by modifying her breast size first. He didn’t mind her small, perky, breasts but if he could have the choice between tiny and huge it was the latter every time.

Her breasts swelled in size as he pressed the corresponding button, watching as her B cup chest began to inflate up through the cup sizes at speed until her tits were squeezing down against the edge of the desk. Suddenly a B cup had been changed into a DD cup.

Next he went after that ass of hers. By simply clicking a button he made her backside bloat up as well. Her small, round, rump began to expand, her hips stretching out to accommodate the creation of a huge, thick, bubble butt.

Suddenly the trim Taylor had been given a slutty hourglass figure.

Darrin polished his work by making her waist a little narrower before moving on to some other parts of her body. If the remote was made for creating bimbos then it was his job to do it justice.

Despite the fact he’d messed with hair enough he decided to give that part of her a makeover anyway. He flicked through the styles until her messy bob was transformed into puffy pigtails and then proceeded to change the color from a dark brunette into a shiny blonde.

After just a handful of changes Taylor already looked like the kind of girl you’d see in an adult movie rather than walking down the street. She looked like a stereotype bimbo.

Darrin decided to try adding some final touches, just to see what looked good on her. The option to change lip size was very easy to use and quickly gave her a thick, pouty, pair of puffy lips.

Makeup and piercings were a little harder to do. He had to press through the numbers to find a style for each he liked. In the end her makeup looked thick and dolloped on like a true slut while for piercings she received large golden hoops in her ears.

The modest girl who he had been paired up with was gone and in her place was a skimpily dressed bimbo stereotype.

Suddenly Taylor dragged her head from out of the books and stretched her arms up in the air, almost forcing her newly supersized tits to burst out of her bikini top.

“Hmm I think we got a lot done today. I reckon we should call it quits for now, I’m starting to get peckish.”

Darrin quickly checked the time. He’d been so preoccupied with changing his partner around he hadn’t been keeping his eye on the clock. It was just turning noon.

At this point he could have called it quits too. He could have turned her back to normal or he could just have let her go as she was, nobody would realize she was different anyway. However all that changing around had caused Darrin to grow hard. He could feel his firmness bulging into his pants, he wasn’t ready to end it yet.

With time of the essence he pointed the remote towards her and rapid fired the obedience button.

“Don’t go yet, sit back down,” he ordered her. Thanks to the sudden obecience spike she did just that.

“I guess I can wait a little bit longer.”

Biting on his lower lip he began to increase another two values as well; libido and lust.

“You don’t need to go anywhere. I have something below to the table for you to gobble on if you’re hungry.”

“You do?” she panted hotly as her face was starting to glow red again.

“Yeah. Get down under the table and I’ll feed you my hard cock.”

If things didn’t go his way he would have been in a world of trouble but Darrin placed his entire faith into the power of The Bimbo Remote and it paid off.

Taylor nodded her head sharply and moaned, “That sounds delicious,” before vanishing down under the desk and setting herself upon his jeans.

Her fingers clawed at his crotch, quickly pulling down the zip and fishing inwards until his big, hard, dick was pulled out into the open.

She groaned happily when she laid her eyes upon his hardness. Taylor opened her mouth nice and wide and moved in close, wrapping her lips around his length, swallowing him up whole.

Darrin gripped the edge of the desk tightly and whispered down to her, “Keep it quiet or somebody is gonna find us.” In actual fact it was he who was struggling to keep his voice down.

With both her libido and lust pushed up high, Taylor was extremely horny. Her pussy was dripping, her nipples were stiff and she couldn’t stop herself from masturbating her sensitive spots as she sucked off that hard dick. In her state the taste of a man’s cock was the greatest delicacy around.

Anybody who was close by would be able to hear the sound of slurping and the wet shlick of fingers rubbing against a juicy mound but luckily the coast seemed clear enough. Darrin was still safe to proceed.

He reached his hands under the desk and grabbed Taylor by those pigtails and used them as handlebars so that he could rock her face up and down, working his stiffness between her fat lips and into her tight throat.

Taylor seemed to enjoy getting used roughly because her moans got louder and she rolled her hips on that wiggling fingertips. Her moment of climax was just about to arrive!

Darrin was in a similar position. His breathing was getting heavier, there was no way he was going to be able to last much longer. He could feel his cock throbbing and his hips jerking; he was right on the edge.

“I’m cumming,” he growled lightly as he put his head down onto the desk and humped forwards, releasing all of his pent up cum.

Gush after gush of hot, white, jizz poured out into the mouth of the squirming student who found herself being pushed over the edge as well, her moans being muffled into his lap as she began to squirt. Together the two of them experienced feelings of heightened bliss.

He kept himself buried into her mouth until he was finished draining every single drop of cum from his body. Only once he felt empty did he draw her back up and let her free.

Taylor coughed and spluttered messy slobber all down herself as she crawled up from under the desk, her immediate horniness sated.

“Like you were right, that was totally delicious,” she said with a small moan, “Maybe we can do it again sometime?”

“Maybe, but not now. Bye!”

Darrin dragged his pants back up and quickly fled from the scene, needing some time to fully comprehend what had just happened.

He had managed to turn his work partner into a bimbo and had then gotten a blowjob right under the desk in the middle of the library; it was total madness! However that didn’t change the fact it was reality and that it felt incredible.

Hidden away he looked at the magic contraption in his hands, The Bimbo Remote. One way or another he had gotten hold of something truly incredible. There was no way he could afford to waste it.


Christmas Giggles: The Bimbofication of Saint Nicky

‘Twas the night before Christmas, when all through the house not a creature was stirring, not even a mouse. The stockings were hung by the chimney with care, in hopes that St. Nicholas soon would be there.

However, at one particular house, the truth was somewhere right in the middle. There was somebody stirring but it sure wasn’t a mouse. It was somebody who had been waiting all year for this day.

As a child Jimmy had loved Christmas, just like any other kid. He wrote his letters to Santa Claus then awoke excited on Christmas Day to rip open his presents in glee.

But then, on an unforgetable night, when Jimmy awoke with the clock well past one, he managed to stumble across the shocking truth about Christmas. Peeking through a crack in the door he saw something that would stay with him forever.

There was no such person as Father Christmas. St. Nicholas wasn’t bringing him presents after all. Santa Claus didn’t exist… in the way that he’d been taught.

Jimmy learned there was no jolly, round, man with a big beard and an even bigger laugh. The image of Santa Claus that Jimmy had been taught by his parents, that he had seen at the mall and which was splashed over TV was a fake.

In reality St. Nicholas was actually St. Nichola. Santa Claus was a woman!

She still wore the bright red colors with the fuzzy white trim, carried a large sack of goods and balanced a festive hat on her head like in the tales, but the truth was unmistakable; Santa Claus was really a woman.

He only saw her for a moment before she was gone with a flash, too quickly for him to talk to her, however that moment was long enough to leave a lasting impression.

Of course he tried to tell others about what he had seen, he tried to share the shocking truth with everybody and anybody but nobody believed him. After all everybody knew that Santa was a man, what sort of idiot thought that Santa was a girl?

The other children laughed his opinions away, even the adults only patronized him and his wild imagination. Very quickly Jimmy stopped telling others about what he had seen, he even began doubting himself, but he never forgot about it. It was something he obsessed about year after year.

Every Christmas after that he tried to catch another glimpse of her but somehow she always managed to avoid him. She always managed to escape before he could see her one more time.

He needed to see her again. He needed to know that St. Nichola was real!

It had been a long time since that fateful night. He wasn’t a child anymore, he was an adult, he was a single male living on his own. Yet still, at twenty two years old, he was pretending to sleep with the Christmas’ decorations scattered around and a glass of milk and cookies left out, in hopes of being able to see her once more.

Of course he didn’t have much hope of a visit from the true Santa Claus. After all he wasn’t a child, there was no reason for her to visit a guy like him. However he retained that lingering dream that maybe, just maybe, tonight was the night.

However as the clock kept ticking by and passed the midnight hour, that lingering prayer turned into a nothing. Jimmy just had to accept reality, she wasn’t coming, she was never coming.

With his dreams unanswered for another year, Jimmy slipped off into the world of slumber.


Just as quickly as Jimmy had fallen to sleep he was awoken by a crash from the other room, the sound of something shattering.

His heart began to pound as he jumped from his bed in panic. It sounded like glass being smashed, had a burglar broken into his house?

He looked around for something to grab, soon picking up a nearby baseball bat which he wielded with determination. He refused to let some thief come into his home and steal away his valuable possessions.

Wanting to surprise the crook, he darted through his bedroom door, into the lounge, as quickly as he could. That was when his jaw dropped and his eyes stared in shock. It wasn’t a thief at all, it was her. It was St. Nichola!

She was just how Jimmy remembered her, despite the fact he’d only spied her for a second. Dressed up in the well known festive clothing, her face soft and beautiful, platinum blonde locks fluttering down, almost snow white in color; she was the real deal.

While she looked like he remembered, she wasn’t acting the same. She was squirming around and moaning, her cheeks glowing red as she tugged on her outfit, uncomfortably.

“Y-you,” she panted at Jimmy, her blue eyes settling on him, “What did you do to me? W-what did you put in them?”

It seemed like Jimmy’s plan had worked, even though he’d actually fallen to sleep and almost missed it.

Because Jimmy was missing her every year, due to the fact she could leave in a flash, he got desperate and more convoluted with his plans and decided to do something more drastic for this occasion.

The cookies and milk that he served up to her were both flooded with a certain potion that he had bought online, one that promised to help him with his woman problems. It sure looked to be working a treat as finally, after fifteen years, he was seeing her again.

“I’m sorry I had no other choice,” he told her, unable to contain his excitement, “I just had to see you again. I couldn’t think of any other way!”

“Just… make it stop,” she panted, “It’s… so hot. Too hot.”

Jimmy didn’t really understand. This was his first time using the potion, he wasn’t exactly completely sure what it did. He had no idea why she was burning up to such an extent.

With her temperature rising, St. Nicola did the only thing she could do, being wrapped up in such thick, fuzzy, winter clothing. She began to take it off.

Grasping at the parting of her jacket, fingers sinking into the fluffy, white, hem, she pulled it open and revealed her hefty breasts hugged tightly into a white vest top which was starting to turn transparent with sweat.

As her cleavage was exposed and she began to fully strip the jacket away, Jimmy didn’t know where to look. Well he sorta did know where he was supposed to look, anywhere but where he wanted to. How could he possibly ogle St. Nicola’s breasts?

“I’ll go get you something to drink!” he cried, wanting an excuse to get out of there, even if it was just for a moment to calm down and collect his thoughts.

When it came down to it, St. Nicola was an incredibly beautiful woman, one whom he had been obsessing about for fifteen years. Was it really so strange for him to suddenly be so attracted to her?

Either way he quickly poured her a glass of cold water and rushed in to hand it to her. However his flustered pace caused him to trip, sending the water splashing all over her chest, further soaking that white vest, completing its transparent makeover.

Jimmy’s cheeks were practically as red as hers as he saw the clear outline of her bra through her top, a top which she swiftly peeled from her curvaceous figure, letting him truly see how big her tits were.

Perhaps it shouldn’t have been too much of a surprise that a woman who ate so many cookies and other treats had a lot of fat in her bosom. Either way the sight was truly enticing.

Still St. Nicola had yet to calm down, being slapped by some cool water wasn’t enough to settle down her heat. With her hat already discarded, she unbuckled her belt and began to slip out of her encumbrance pants.

The bulky red bottoms slipped around her ankles, showing off the shape of her thick legs as she was left in nothing but her bra and panties, giving Jimmy an almost completely unobscured look at her beautiful, chunky, hourglass frame.

It was at this point that Jimmy noticed another wet coating staining her clothing but this time it wasn’t sweat or water. This time it was tucked between her thighs and was growing bigger and wetter with every squirm of her meaty legs.

Finally Jimmy realized what was happening. She wasn’t just overheating, she was burning up like a bitch in need; St. Nicola was unbelievably horny.

Help with women problems… it made sense now. The potion was probably some sort of aphrodisiac and it was sure doing a number on her. Even with just her underwear remaining, her face was bright red and burning, and her deep panting refused to stop.

“Please,” she begged him, tongue rolling from her lips, “Still so hot. Still too hot. Please help me.”

Her face looked so slutty and seductive, and her body was divine. It was no wonder that Jimmy began to squirm uncomfortably as his pants grew tight, his cock starting to throb with a hard, needy, erection.

This wasn’t the reason he had wanted to see her again. However now that it was happening, now that she looked so darn sexy, he couldn’t ignore his desires.

While she was looking at him with that needy expression, Jimmy also began to undress, pulling down his boxers to reveal his hard, throbbing, erection.

“Here, use this,” he told her, almost pressing into her front, “This is what you need, isn’t it?”

As his erect manhood was revealed, its scent tickled against her nostrils. She didn’t quite understand it but for some reason his cock smelt absolutely amazing, better than any Christmas snacks. It was exactly what she needed.

She threw her body back, turning around and bending over a table, wiggling her soaked panties down to reveal her wet, horny, pussy that had been hiding below, showing her needy snatch to him.

“Hurry, put it in me,” she cried out, spreading herself open with her fingers, “Please! I need it so bad!”

All the blood rushed to his head, well heads, as her begging truly ignited his masculine desires. Jimmy grasped her hips tightly and pressed the head of his throbbing dick against her soaked lips, sinking himself down to the hilt with one, hard, thrust.

Nicola squealed out as her sensitive core was spread open by his big, thick, cock, his meat sword pressing all of her buttons, making her plush legs shudder in place. It felt amazing, she’d never felt so good before. Why did his dick feel so good?

Jimmy also felt true bliss as his manhood was compressed down into the vice like tightness of her juicy insides, her meaty folds squeezing that shaft in lustful need. He began to thrust forward and back, smacking his body into her fat ass with a clapping sound, as more and more throbs of pleasure coursed through his veins.

“Oh Santa,” he groaned in ecstasy, “This feels amazing! You’re amazing! I’m so happy!”

He always knew that she was real and now here she was in the flesh, with her pussy wrapped around his cock as he thrust away, stirring up her insides, making her shudder.

The heat still raced through her veins but that didn’t mean that his dick wasn’t helping her. Finally she was feeling a small dash of satisfaction, however her body needed more. She needed him to keep going until all of her lust had been erased.

Her tongue hung out over her puffy lips, Nicola panting heavily as her entire frame rocked forward and back from his force, her juices gushing. It was the best sex she’d ever had, not that she was an expert in the field, and it was making her body experience something no amount of screwing around had ever triggered inside of her before.

As Jimmy kept thrusting away, pounding her depths, Nicola felt a heat rushing over every inch of her body; she was cumming.

“I’m… I’m… I’m--!”

She didn’t manage to finish her warning. Instead her insides simply tightened, she threw her head back and squealed as a spray of her lustful, pussy, juices gushed from her swollen mound. For the first time in her life a cock had made her cum.

Spasms of joy shocked through her, from head to toe, the Christmas idol tensing and shuddering until her messy climax came to an end, Nicola collapsing onto the table top.

Jimmy drew his hips back and parted from her wetness as she was left in such a messy state. He didn’t know what to do.

“Wait… did you--”

That was as much as he could get out before he was interrupted, interrupted by her. She may have dropped down but she wasn’t out and as his cock left her body she sprung into life, turning around and pressing their lips together for a kiss.

Even though she’d squirted in such a vivid display, she still wasn’t satisfied. Her body was still burning up.

Once she was done exchanging drool and dancing their tongues together, she drew her head back, panting deeply, saliva hanging between the two.

“I’m not satisfied yet! Keep going, please! I need more, more cock!”

He couldn’t deny her, he couldn’t deny the woman he obsessed over such a thing. Instead he pushed her down onto his couch and pressed up between her spread thighs, sinking his hardness back into her sensitive mound.

Nicola squealed out in glee as Jimmy wrapped his arms around her meaty thighs and gripped firmly, thrusting forward and back with speed, burying his cock deep into her juicy folds with every rutting movement, hitting the button that she so desperately needed scratching time after time.

Because her orgasm was still fresh, her body was feeling extra sensitive which only intensified the pleasure. And her moans only spurred him on.

Jimmy refused to stop, not that she wanted him to. He continued thrusting his hips and driving her body wild, pounding into her depths, making her pussy gush. Then, out of nowhere, something incredible happened.

As Jimmy was filling her up with his hard meat, there was a sudden snapping sound as Nicola’s bra gave way, exploding from her body, leaving her bare chest uncovered, jiggling in place.

He had no idea what was happening, what had just happened. However he swore that her tits looked even bigger than before now that they were out in the open, but of course that could have been a coincidence; it wasn’t.

Every time that Jimmy buried his cock into her body, right into her depths, her breasts swelled slightly and got a little bigger. Somehow his hard dick was making her tits grow.

The same thing was happening to her ass, her hips, her sexy lower half. As he stirred her up and pounded his manhood within that behind grew thicker, her hips grew wider and she developed an even greater hourglass figure.

It took some time for Jimmy to become certain of his suspicions. It was only when he noticed the same phenomenon happening to her lips, the pink pillows seeming to get fatter with every hilting thrust, that his mind figured out she was changing for sure.

Somehow her body was getting even sexier with every slam of pleasure he delivered into her. That potion wasn’t even an aphrodisiac, it was something greater which explained why only she, and not him who had tested it some time ago, was feeling the effects.

What Nicole had gobbled down was really a bimbofication potion.

All Jimmy knew was his love was getting even more beautiful with every thrust and that motivated him to do even more, Jimmy somehow starting to rut faster, harder, deeper into her body, coaxing out more blissful squeals from Nicole’s lips.

Slowly, but surely, her tits got bigger, her ass got thicker and her lips got fatter. He even began to notice other places which were changing. Her lashes were growing longer, her finger nails too, and her pussy was getting wetter and wetter, but that didn’t necessarily have to be the potion’s doing with his hardness stirring her juicy insides up.

The fact that her meaty tightness was squeezing around him, rubbing his shaft in those loving folds, while giving him such a beautiful, moaning, jiggling form to look at, was giving him great satisfaction too. It was taking him close to his limit.

With her body still embracing him tightly, Jimmy began to groan, tensing up as he refused to ease up, wanting to make her ride through the pleasure for as long as he could.

“I’m… I’m about to cum,” he panted heavily as he kept thrusting his hips forward and back, “I can’t take it any longer!”

“Please,” she begged him, “please cum inside me. Please, I need your hot seed deep in my womb. Please don’t pull out I need it!”

“I’d never pull out! Never! I love you! I want to fill you so full you’ll never leave me again!”

His shaft was throbbing. Jimmy couldn’t hold back any longer, nor did he want to hold back. He wanted to fill her, he wanted to mark her with his seed, as his property.

He sunk down and buried his weight on top of her, hilting inside of her body as she wrapped her hands around his neck and shoulders, locking him in place as he began to cum.

Jimmy bucked his hips deep into her pussy, hot gushes of seed releasing into her loins, spraying thick ropes of cum into her needy pussy over and over again. It triggered a similar response in her as she moaned out hotly, tightening around him as a climax washed over her, gushes of pleasure spraying from her filled body.

In the heat of the moment they embraced together again, mouth on mouth, tongues wrapped together as one, making out hotly as they exchanged drool and Jimmy filled her body with his seed.

That short period seemed to last an eternity, pleasure coursing through the both of them, the two sharing it in usion as they remained locked in place like even more than lovers; the euphoria had completely taken them.

It was quite some time before their orgasmic highs settled down and allowed them to see reality once again. With the world clearing up, Jimmy slowly drew his hips back, letting trickles of white drip from her stuffed body; he felt like he’d came a year’s worth of cum in one go.

He almost collapsed downwards as his body felt so weak, so tired. He’d used all his energy to try and satisfy his beloved. He hoped that her heat was finally taken care on.

Not so.

While he was still savoring the afterglow, he found himself being tackled to the ground by the increasingly beautiful St. Nicola, her chubby hourglass figure seeming even sexier than before as she straddled his lap.

“Like still so horny,” she moaned out in a slutty fashion, grinding her dripping wetness onto his body, “Need more. Need more cock. Need more cum.”

It was only a few moments earlier that he’d felt down for the count but she was so hot that his manhood instantly perked up, ready to go for another round.

Jimmy sunk his hands into her unbelievably wide hips, squeezing tight as he growled up at her.

“Then let’s do it more! Let’s do it all night long and longer! Let’s go until we can’t go any longer!”

She flashed him a cheeky grin before sinking down around his dick again and devouring his lips into hers for another passionate kiss. Their night of steamy lovemaking was only just beginning.


Because Jimmy had stayed up into the early hours of the morning, when he awoke noon had already passed by. He wasn’t even aware when he’d fallen asleep, he must have passed out at one point.

Dragging himself up off the cushioned floor, not even awaking in bed, Jimmy looked around for his beloved with his body aching but he was unable to spot her anywhere.

Now he knew it wasn’t a dream, there was no way it could have been a dream. She was definitely real, she simply wasn’t there. Then where was she?

He looked all through his home but there was no sign of her, no trace of her. He tried calling out, there was no reply. He even checked the news, no reports of anything weird happening on Christmas. Had she left after to finish her job? Was she ever coming back?

Jimmy didn’t think about how selfish he could have been, stealing her away on the night she was needed the most. All he thought about was her. Was that the last time he would ever see her? He didn’t know, he simply hoped.

Seeing her should have been his Christmas miracle but after doing what they did, falling in love with her then finding her gone, it simply began the process all over again.

After fifteen years of waiting he had almost grown out of his childish fixation of waiting up for Santa to arrive. However, now that her memory was lodged in an even more prominent place in his mind, there was no way he would ever be able to stop waiting for her to come.


Another year passed by, another uneventful year of ups and downs and steady rides. It was Christmas time once again.

Jimmy had been waiting for her, hoping to see her again, for a full year but it hadn’t happened, she’d hadn’t returned to him. Tonight was their anniversary as well, the anniversary of their meeting and he hoped it would be the day she finally returned to him. However, after she had abandoned him for so long, he simply presumed she was never coming back.

Still he went through the motions and made his home all cheery with decorations, stockings on the fireplace and treats for the special woman, unlaced this time; making a perfect Christmas paradise for two. All it lacked was her.

Night time was just arriving, calling Jimmy to bed. It was time for him to sleep, or his Christmas version of sleep anyway, peeking through the covers, hoping she would arrive. He foresaw a long night of waiting and of eventual disappointment. The only thing he wanted for Christmas was her.

Just as he was readying up for bed, there was a knock on the front door.

“Great,” he sighed to himself, “Who the heck knocks at this hour?”

He marched over and opened up, ready to shoo away whoever it was. However instead he opened the door to find a beautiful, blonde haired, woman in pink, one that he would never not recognize in an instant.

“I’m back,” she said with a small giggle, St. Nicola looking at him with a smile.

“S-Santa!?”

“Nope, not anymore! Like I gave that up, passed my role onto somebody else. From now on I’m just Nicky!”

“You… what… how…”

He couldn’t really understand it. He’d been waiting for a year and then she suddenly appeared at the one time he wasn’t anticipating her, looking even more beautiful than ever before.

She was dolled up like a princess, wrapped in bright pink which showed off her amazing, hourglass figure, with her blonde hair tied up into two pigtails that fluttered down either side of her head. She was his Nicky.

“So like aren’t you gonna invite me in?” she purred, “Like it’s freezing out here! Like miniskirts are so sucky for the cold!”

“Of course, please come in--!”

As he invited her, she leaped and tackled him to the ground, dropping him down onto his back with an oomph, his bimbo love straddled onto his stomach.

“I hope you didn’t miss me too much but I had to take care of some stuff so somebody else could take my job. But now that that’s taken care of, I’m back and I ain’t going away again!”

She pressed down into him and joined their mouths together in a deep, passionate, kiss as they swapped spit like adoring lovers. After all, they were just that.

It was a Christmas miracle. Nicky had returned to him and she was never going away again. Now that her role as Santa had came to an end she could concentrate on what she really wanted to be, his bimbo lover.

As for Jimmy, he got the gift he’d been waiting for for over fifteen years and he would never let anybody take it away from him.
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