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Jasmine Fantasies: Becoming a Bimbo

Summary: Student turns teacher into cum addicted slut for the day.

Note 1: This is a Halloween 2017 Contest Story so please vote.

Note 2: Thanks to Tex Beethoven, thor_p, and Wayne for editing.

All characters are 18 years of age or older.



I've always thoroughly enjoyed Halloween.

My holiday begins at the high school where I love seeing the creativity of my students, although that creativity sometimes goes overboard with some outfits that are way too revealing... girls and boys. Of course as their math teacher I have to pour cold water on such playfulness, even though secretly I take note of some of their best extravagances to utilise myself on more selective occasions.

This non-traditional sentiment probably tells you that in the evening I get to dress up a little sexier than at school as George, my husband, and I always host an adult only Halloween party. Halloween is his favourite holiday... although I always point out it's not technically a holiday, to which he always replies with some dismissive comment about semantics.

So I always buy two outfits: a conservative one for school and a far less conservative one for the party.

The night always ends the same way, with my being bent over the kitchen counter and being fucked by my husband. Occasionally this takes place even before our final few guests have said their goodnights.

This year for school I chose a cute 50s housewife look which I planned to enhance, at least for my own enjoyment if not anyone else's, with sexy lingerie and thigh highs underneath... and feeling a bit wild and frisky I decided not to wear any panties... my own secret rebellion to the boring stereotype of the math teacher.

For the party I was going as a hot fire fighter... also with thigh highs, but these ones visible from bottom to top and beyond, as my husband was a nylon nut and in the bedroom I was his firehose handling submissive slut.

I've read somewhere that females in jobs of authority are often submissive in the bedroom and although I hate such generic stereotypes, that was indeed me to a T.

At school I was a bit of a hard ass with a reputation of being quite the ball breaker... a rep I liked. I could also be caring, kind and fun, but only if the kids respected the rules of the school and the classroom.

In the bedroom I love being dominated. I love sucking cock, I love being told what to do, I love being pounded, I love taking it in the ass, and I love cum. I love swallowing cum, I love feeling warm cum on my face... it feels so dirty, which makes me feel so good after a long day at work of being in control.

Anyway, I arrived at work like I always did half an hour early to get ready for the day and to have a cup of coffee to get me running on all cylinders.

I hadn't been there two minutes before my hubby called me while I was in my colleagues Joan's classroom, retrieving a data projector remote she'd borrowed from me a couple of days ago. George and I were talking about last minute details about the party when I was startled by Joan's classroom door opening and a very inappropriately dressed Abigail in a slutty French maid's outfit walking towards me. I was going to have to send her home for the third straight day for a dress code violation.



I told my husband I had to go, and greeted Abigail. "And what can I do for you this morning?" I asked, trying to be nice even though she was easily the most exasperating of all my students.



"I have a gift for you," she said, walking up to me and standing directly in front of me, close enough to demonstrate she had no respect for my personal space.

"You do?" I asked, surprised. She'd never remotely hidden her dislike for me, and I likely wasn't much better in return.

"Yes," she nodded, as she moved a small atomizer to my face and sprayed me with a strange mist.

"What are you doing?" I questioned before taking my next habitual breath which unfortunately included most of the odd smelling droplets.

She didn't answer my question but instead waved her hand in the air, intoning like a chant, "For a single day, you will obey, one simple wave, a bimbo slave."

I watched, mystified as I listened to the strange, somehow entrancing words and watched as she moved her hands in a hypnotic way. Annoyed, I asked, "What are you doing?"

"Giving you a Halloween curse," she answered.

"That's ridiculous," I said, or attempted to say. I was suddenly in a foggy haze, feeling slightly nauseous and very dizzy, and my words came out more like, "Zhazz didickieless."

She backed away and pulled out her phone and ordered, "Put your right hand on your breast."

"Abigail, your behaviour is very inappropriate," I rebuked her, as I felt my hand go to my breast. But at least I was feeling normal and could talk again. But I hadn't given my hand permission to move!



What the Hell? I thought to myself.

"Take off your dress Mrs. Walker, let's see those huge tits you're always hiding," she ordered, as I saw her phone pointed at me... likely filming me.

"Abigail," I began, even as I felt my hands move to obey. I tried to stop myself, but couldn't. I stammered, as I felt myself pull my dress over my head, "W-w-what did you do to me?"

She grinned. "I told you, it's a Halloween curse. I've placed a sexual spell of submission on you."

"How is that even possible?" I asked, as I was suddenly standing there wearing only my bra and thigh highs ... cursing myself for my spur of the moment idea it would be fun to go commando to school.

"No panties," she noticed, ignoring my question. "I knew there was more to you than your boring teacher persona."

I covered my pussy but she ordered, "Pose for me. Seductively."

"Abigail, please don't do this," I pleaded, as I came to understand I wasn't the least bit in control of my own body as it placed itself in various provocative poses and she snapped photographs.



"Why do you hide that tight body from everyone?" Abigail questioned, checking me out.

I repeated my plea, "Please, Abigail."

She opened her bag as she ordered, "Get completely naked, my bimbo teacher pet."

Frustration coursed through me as I felt my hands unclasp my bra, unable to disobey any order she gave me, and even worse, my mutinous body was siding with her! My pussy had joined the rebellion, tingling eagerly, looking for unsanctioned fun.

As she pulled out a colourful outfit, she grabbed my bra and said, "Fuck, Mrs. Bimbo, you have huge fucking tits."

"Please, Abigail, stop treating me so inappropriately," I pleaded, my pussy tingling again, telling me to get a life.

"The nylons too, I got a special pair for you, my bimbo cunt licking slut," she ordered, each name making my pussy twitch with pleasure. This time the triple derogatory terms made me moan out load. My vocal cords too? Et tu, Brute?

She added, as I began to remove my thigh highs, "I've given your cunt a quick trigger mechanism. Any derogatory name aimed at you will turn you on even more with instant pleasure awakened in your shaved snatch. Which, by the way, is pretty hot and unexpected. I guess you really are a slut behind that mean, bitchy exterior."

"I'm not a bitch," I protested, as I removed my second nylon. Although I suppose in retrospect I'd been just that in her eyes as I was constantly sending her home for dress code violations.

"True. Today you're not a bitch at all; you're just a malleable... obedient... bimbo... fuck toy," she replied, sending more pulses of pleasure to my very responsive, brainwashed pussy (can you brainwash a pussy?), as she handed me an outfit. "Now put this on."

I looked at it. It was a Supergirl outfit. Most of it made with tissue thin, shiny, form-hugging Lycra. The skirt looked almost like a belt. I gasped, "I can't wear this in school!" Although even as I said this, I was beginning to put on the top, which was definitely too tight across my breasts.

"Today you will obey any order given to you by anyone," she explained.

"But I...." I began.

"Stop talking," she interrupted, and my protest was stopped as quickly as it started, while my nipples, my inexplicably hard nipples, attempted to drill holes to freedom through the skin tight Lycra shirt.

As I put on the skirt and the matching thigh high stockings and boots, she continued, "In case you're wondering why I'm doing this, there are a few reasons. One, your Nazi dress code rules piss me off, even more so now that I see how you dress as a skank underneath your teacher attire. Two, you play favourites, and that pisses me off too. Just because I'm not in drama, the Student Council or Advanced Math doesn't mean I should be treated as a second class student."

As I heard this I felt guilt course through me. I didn't purposely treat my students different from each other, but in retrospect I suppose I did favour kids I worked with outside the classroom, although I was confident that in my math classes advanced versus regular versus modified had no influence on me. My modified class was often the class I enjoyed the most, as they were exactly who they were and didn't play the games some of my advanced kids did.

"Third, you failed Ben," she finished.

Ben was her brother, who, in my defense, had skipped over fifty of my classes.

"So to quote Mother Nature, by the power invested in me... by me... I find you, Slut Jasmine Walker, guilty of gross bitchiness and sexual hypocrisy and I hereby sentence you to one day of sexual servitude. For the rest of today you will be completely at the whim of me and anyone who figures out you're incapable of saying no, and in reality are a cunt licking... cock sucking... ass taking... bimbo bitch who wants nothing more or less than to be a three-hole fuck toy to her students," she intoned, each nasty descriptor sending another wave of pleasure directly to my sensitive, disloyal cunt, who (who?) was eating all this up and sending out for drinks.

My body quaked as I finished pulling up the second red thigh high.

"In short, you will eat pussy, suck dick and get both that shaved snatch and that tight asshole pounded," she continued, my cunt on fire, straining at the bit, eager to get started on this irresistible list of things Abigail expected me to do, while my conscious mind screamed NO!

As I put on the boots, she added, "I can see past that bitchy exterior, Mrs. Walker. Behind that façade of propriety is a sexy submissive slut who loves being dominated and used."

Although the submissive slut portion of that was true in many ways, at least within the confines of my bedroom, it sure wasn't true in my classroom, or worse yet in my colleague's classroom.

She then asked, "Do you remember Miles Park?"

How did she know Miles? He was a nerd when I was in high school and I'd played a mean prank on him back in our senior year. At the time my fellow cheerleaders and I thought it was funny, but after the fact I felt pretty guilty.

"You may answer my questions, no more, no less," she said, and my invisible gag was suddenly released with conditions.

"Yes," I admitted.

"Do you remember what you did to him at prom?" she asked, her tone implying she knew exactly what I'd done and she didn't approve.

"Yes," I nodded, as I finished putting on the second boot.

"Do you regret it?"

"Yes."

"Why did you do it?"

"My girlfriends and I were dumb teenagers," I replied, which was the truth in retrospect. I recalled him running down the hall naked after we... primarily I... got him to undress with the promise of sex, and then pushed him out of a classroom. Presumably he'd then been forced to escape the school trying not to be seen, skulk home in the dark and ring his own doorbell so his parents could let him inside and begin demanding answers. All while totally naked. It was a cruel prank and I'd almost immediately regretted doing it, but in the twenty plus years since I'd never thought to do anything to apologise or make amends.

"Well, he's my father," she revealed.

I went to respond, to offer a way overdue apology, but no words came out. I realized after a moment it was because she hadn't asked me a question.

She ordered, "Pose for me like you really are Supergirl."

My body did as it was told even as I felt mortified and ridiculous.



"We should take this party back to your own classroom, Mrs. bimbo cunt munching fuck slut," she said, as my entire body quaked and wetness leaked out of my fevered pussy.

Oddly, I was thankful. My colleague Joan and her students should be here any minute and if I was going to be forced to do unthinkable things, I at least needed to do it in the confines of my own classroom with the door locked.

Once we were in my room, she moved to me and put her hand under my skimpy skirt. She asked, "Why are you so wet?"



I moaned on her touch as I responded, "Because you've somehow manipulated my vagina to get wet when you say disgusting words."

She slid a couple of fingers inside me easily as she explained a new rule to me, "Bimbo cum sluts call their vagina a pussy or better yet a cunt. Is that clear, you bimbo cum slut cunt hungry teacher?"

"Yes," I answered, as my pussy burned with lust at the fingers pumping inside me as well as the trigger words sending rush after rush of pleasure through my... cunt.

"Do you want to eat my cunt on your desk?" she asked, before adding, "And you must only answer with your subconscious truth."

Although I was horny, and had fantasized about lesbian sex many times, I was surprised by my response, "Yes."

"Good girl," she smiled as she walked over to my desk, hopped onto it, spread her legs and ordered, "Now come get your breakfast, my teacher bimbo slut."

My cunt gushed again as I involuntarily walked over to my desk, dropped to my knees feeling both inexplicably excited and equally mortified as she spread her legs open, revealing she too wasn't wearing any underwear. But then unlike me, she hadn't arrived at school this morning attempting to look respectable, so in a way I was worse. As I stared at her shaved snatch in awe of what I was about to do, she added, "Now you'd better hurry. People will be coming in here in only a few minutes and I need to come before I'll allow you to stop eating me."

Realizing she was right about the time, I buried my face into her pussy and began licking. The taste was surprisingly subtly sweet. I was totally inexperienced at doing this, so I licked her like I'd seen the bimbo sluts in porn movies do it. Although I was straight, the idea of lesbian sex did turn me on when I was home alone and reading or writing erotica, or watching porn... mostly lesbian porn where younger girls seduced older women like the delicious Way Better than Dad where a step-daughter makes her step-mom feel better after the father leaves them for another woman, or The Magic Diary where a girl uses - what else - a magic diary to seduce her step-mom. That said, until this moment my fantasy and reality worlds had been very separate.

"You love cum, Jasmine. Wet girl cum. Hot boy cum. For the rest of the day you will crave cum. Tasty sweet girl cum. Salty bland boy cum. You want it in your mouth, warming your belly and coating your face," she instructed me, which made me instantly lap faster, made me instantly famished and desperate to taste her full blast of creamy cum.

She moaned, "Oh yeah, I bet you were a dirty fucking cunt licking cheerleader in high school."

My cunt leaked out of me, down my thighs and onto the floor at her nasty words. Truth be told, the eighties had been a different time, and although we'd kissed each other a couple of times in front of our boyfriends, we'd never done anything more than that. In college I was eaten out once by a cute freshmen in my senior year at a party when we were both drunk, but I didn't return the favour (an omission I'd often regretted).

"Whether or not, today you will be a cunt licking, cock sucking, ass taking, bimbo teacher cum slut," she listed, each term sending wave after wave of intensity directly to my burning pussy and I moaned into her pussy as I licked.

Hearing a knock on my locked door, my eyes went wide and I shoved a finger in her cunt in hopes of accelerating her orgasm.

It seemed to do the trick as she moaned, "Oh yes, fuck, finger fuck me you bimbo bitch."



I licked, I fingered, and she moaned loudly (but thankfully didn't scream), as she came... her wetness splattering all over my face.

I briefly forgot where I was as I kept licking, eagerly capturing every last drop of the sweet pussy juice I now craved.

Another knock brought me back to the reality that I was on my knees, between a student's legs, with pussy juice all over my face... not to mention dressed like a slut who could care less about what people knew about the size, shape and state of her nipples.

"You may stand up bimbo, cunt licking slut, fuck toy, whore, lesbo teacher, ass whore, bitch," she rattled off at a rapid pace as my entire body trembled and more wetness gushed out of me... leaving me disheveled and near my own orgasm. She added, as I grabbed the desk for balance, "You may only come when given permission, slut, slut, slut, slut, slut."

More body quaking intense pleasure... as we heard a third knock.

"Go get the door," she ordered, before adding, "you may speak again, and freely."

Instantly I was able to speak, so I pointed out, "Everyone will be staring at my hard nipples!"

She moved up to me and placed a hand on each of my hard nipples as she said, "Eager nipples now retreat till time for slut's next sexual heat."

I watched my nipples soften to become far less prominent beneath the clingy fabric.

I stammered, in awe of her magic powers, "T-t-thanks."

"You're welcome, bimbo fuck toy. Now don't you dare change your costume, and you may not tell anyone you're cursed for the day," she replied as she walked to the door and opened it for me. As I leaned against my desk trying to regain my composure, she greeted, "Oh, hi Ashley."

Ashley, my daughter, walked in and asked, "Why was the door locked, Mom?"

"I didn't know it was," I lied.

"And what on earth are you wearing?" she asked, looking askance at my outfit.

"Is it too much?" I asked.

"No, it's too little. Your skirt is shorter than mine, your shirt is tighter and flimsier than mine, and I'm wearing a bra," she pointed out... her outfit not looking so bad after she'd shown it to me last night, then adjusted several aspects I'd thought were too daring. My outfit was far more sexy and inappropriate than hers had been in the first place.



"Yeah, I didn't realize I bought a small instead of a large," I sighed.

"Well, you're going to have the boys excited all day," she said. "I can easily see the shape of your areola through that cling-wrap top, and I hate to think how it'll look if your nipples get hard. You'd sure better stay away from drafts, Mom."

"Oh God!" I said, not liking her assessment at all, but unable to disagree with it. After a moment I asked, she almost never coming to my classroom unless she wanted something, "What do you need, Ashley?"

"Money," she said.

"For what?" I asked.

"We're going for a poetry walk today for English," she said.

"Oh, okay," I said, knowing Jamie always used poetry walk as a euphemism for a trip to Starbucks. But my hands automatically gave her ten bucks from my purse and she left without a word.

I sighed, looking at the clock. Class was only twenty minutes away and I had no idea how... or even if... I'd be able to escape from my predicament in that short amount of time.

Besides the fact the skirt was super short, and the thigh highs totally visible, I was painfully aware I wasn't wearing any panties, so any careless movement would reveal my peach to the entire class. I redid my lesson plans so I could remain seated at my desk all period and have them come to me if they needed assistance while I feigned a sore ankle.

As I finished readjusting my lesson plans, Abigail came back in and said, "Have your phone turned on and handy at all times, my cunt craving cum slut."

"Abigail," I moaned, "Pleeeeaaase," trying to reason with her, but the unavoidable pleasure from her derogatory words made it come out more as a sexual plea for more.

She ignored it either way, just added, "By the way, you must make somebody cum, boy or girl, man or woman, every hour today. You'll also probably cum a lot yourself, but that doesn't count. Have fun!"

Before I could respond, she walked back out.

Fuck!

So during period one I never left my desk, figuring what I'd already done for Abigail's pussy would count for the eight o'clock hour. That said, I didn't have a break until 10:45, so period two, the nine to ten hour, was going to be a problem... and I really didn't know how that expectation would impact me if I failed to comply.

I found out.

As the nine o'clock hour progressed I felt myself getting gradually hornier and hornier... more agitated... hungrier.

I could also feel myself getting literally more and more stupid as I tried to read but couldn't stay focused. I couldn't help but wonder if all those bimbo names Abigail had called me were prophecies of what I would become as the day progressed. Would I become mindless, enslaved to nothing more than my own hungers?

Then my phone vibrated. I glanced at it slyly as I had a rule forbidding any activated phones in my classes ... one I usually followed myself. Yet I was helpless to disobey Abigail's orders and thus had my phone on ... although on vibrate.

I learned instantly that my pussy was triggered even by text insults as I read a text assumedly from Abigail... although the number was displayed as unknown.

Bimbo teacher slut,

Are you hungry?

Starting to feel yourself craving cum?

Go to the girls' bathroom on the second floor right now!

You dirty cunt craving whore.



Reading the text had my pussy gushing again at each derogatory word. Even as I looked at the time, six minutes left in the period, I felt myself stand up.

The class was working silently, so I could leave them for the remaining time without breaking any rules... but probably would raise a few questions, although it didn't seem I had any choice. I walked out of my class, sensing students noticing my attire, hoping not too much of my bare butt was showing, and I scurried to the bathroom one floor up, spurred on by an overwhelming need for more of Abigail's cum.

I got to the bathroom door and saw a sign outside saying it was closed for cleaning... smart.... It lowered the risk of getting caught, which I hadn't even thought about as my growing hunger for pussy cum consumed me minute by minute.

I walked in and was surprised to see it wasn't Abigail in the washroom but Josie... who was usually dressed very conservatively as she was the daughter of one of the community's church ministers. She looked at me with almost as much surprise as mine, "I can't believe she actually got you this time."

It made me wonder who else Abigail had gotten. I asked, "What do you mean?"

She shook her head. "Never mind." She moved to a stall and ordered, "Tell me why you're here, Mrs. Walker."

An order given, I heard myself answer, "Abigail sent me."

"And what did she send you to do?" she asked with a smile on her face. It was obvious she knew why I was here, but she wanted to hear me say it. Yet, I couldn't answer with the truth about the curse as Abigail had forbidden that. But I was nevertheless compelled to answer Josie's question.

I replied, knowing time was once again of essence, plus I was literally salivating at the idea of eating this young, sweet girl's pussy, "To eat your cunt."

"Holy shit!" she gasped, as shocked by my coarse words as I was. I was well known for my intolerance of any crude language. (Normally it would be even more shocking for me to engage in oral sex with a student, but not today... she'd known up front someone was about to arrive to do just that.) She moved into a stall, lifted up her cute Asian dress to reveal she too wasn't wearing panties (did anyone in this school wear panties?) and offered graciously, "Then kindly step right in and eat away, Mrs. Walker."

Although it was phrased as an invitation it was still an order, which was an impetus in addition to the fact that I was quivering with need, and my puppet body was already moving even as she spoke, my conscious objections completely ignored, my lust and hunger and need to obey completely controlling me.

I lowered myself to a position I was used to at home, my husband loving me worshipping his cock while he stood authoritatively above me, yet usually I was hungrily bobbing on a cock, not (equally hungrily) about to lap a student's ripe pussy.

I dove in, her pussy already wet... her cunt scent intoxicating. As I lapped, my hunger beginning to be satisfied, I compared Josie's taste to Abigail's. Each was similar... sweet and tangy... although Josie's was stronger, her cunt already wetter.



"Oh yes, Mrs. Walker, you look so hot in that outfit and licking my pussy," Josie moaned. "And those nipples must be sticking out half an inch! I think they're glad to see me." Oddly, hearing her approval made me (and my nipples) very happy. I wanted to get her off, I wanted to be a good pussy pleaser.

I licked for a minute before Josie stopped me with, "This isn't comfortable, come over to the counter."

I imagined it was the way she had one leg sticking way up. I don't know why, but instead of walking I crawled to the counter like a true submissive as she walked past me and hopped onto it... stirring a slight breeze that tickled my uncovered, over-sensitised box.

She opened her legs and I crawled right between them, forgetting I was a teacher and she a student... focused only on getting the dose of cunt cum that by now I was almost insanely craving... feeling and acting and even quivering like a cunt cum junkie.



I licked and licked.

Dining on the teen's heavenly snack.

"Oh yes," she moaned as soon as I resumed licking.

"You taste so fucking yummy," I said, adding like a bimbo, the curse literally making me into one, "So yummy for my tummy." A tiny corner of my mind took great exception to such drivel. Jasmine, really! You used to be an English teacher!"



I ate her cunt with the insatiable hunger of someone having their final meal before their execution... savouring every subtle taste.

I don't know if it was my eager tongue, my desperate lustful enthusiasm or the reality that she was being pleasured by her straight-laced teacher, but she came in only a couple of minutes...coating my face with her delicious homemade cream just as the bell rang.



A bell that brought me back to my senses.

Had that really only been six minutes since I'd left my classroom?

My hunger sated, I no longer felt desperate and bimbo-ish (is that a word?). I stood up and scurried out of there, my lust instantly shifting to humiliation and guilt.

I scurried to my classroom, wanting as few people as possible to see me dressed as the skank I was today, keeping my left hand against the skimpy skirt so it wouldn't flip up and reveal my commando status.

In my classroom I sat back down at my desk, and once the bell rang for my next class I informed my students I was giving them a work period and if they wished me to check their work they should come up to my desk for assistance because of my sprained ankle. (Today would have been even more awkward were I constrained to honesty!) I tried to ignore the stares several of the boys were directing towards my blatantly excited nipples; there was nothing I could do about that. Josie had been right, they were sticking out about half an inch and the formfitting Lycra was doing absolutely nothing to conceal the fact.

Thankfully the class was for advanced students and I only fielded two questions the entire hour. As the clock ticked past 10:10, 10:20, 10:30... I felt my body and my needs gradually changing. Again I felt a growing hunger. Again I felt my brain changing. Again I felt in myself a need approaching desperation.

10:40... I looked around the classroom searching my students for signs of a casual attitude toward propriety.

Who would be willing me to let them eat their young, ripe cunt during the break... five minutes away? I focused on the cute, nerdy Samantha and imagined burying my face between her legs right on her desk.



Licking her sweet pussy.

Making her come.

Satisfying my hunger.

"Mrs. Walker," I heard my name spoken.

I moaned softly, "Yes?" looking vaguely around.

"Mrs. Walker," my name was repeated.

I focused my eyes and saw Carol at my desk. I stammered, "S-s-sorry, I'm not myself today."

She asked a question and I answered it, I hope accurately, although I was suddenly struggling to understand the most elementary math, my bimbofication almost complete, just as the bell rang.

All my students left except for Cleo, dressed as a flight attendant, who had remained behind, gazing at me coolly. Once it was just the two of us she walked over to the door to close and lock it. My cunt tingled in the hope she was my 10 o'clock hour feeding. Break was fifteen minutes, so we had a bit of time.

She ordered, "Get on all fours and crawl to me," as she walked to the center of the room.

I obeyed wordlessly.

She stood over me, I noticed not wearing any shoes, just a pair of the thigh highs that appeared to be ubiquitous today, and ordered once she was standing in front of me, "Lick my feet, teacher slut."

Another tingle to my twat, as I realized Josie had never once called me a name.

I obeyed... as if I had any choice.



I only licked them for thirty seconds before she lay down with her face near my feet and placed her foot back in my mouth. I sucked her nylon-clad toes, something I'd often fantasized about although not specifically with her, nylon-clad toes always sexy to me. Feeling naughty, I moved the toe of my boot to her panty-less cunt.



She moaned as I rubbed my boot on her pussy. "You really are a nasty bitch, aren't you."

"A bimbo bitch," I corrected, completely enjoying my role of submissive slut... finally compelled to be at school what I was at home... what I longed to be 24/7.

"God, I'm going to enjoy using you," she predicted, "I'm going to make you stick your tongue way up my dirty twat, grind myself against your hungry mouth and spread my girl-cum all over your face, you filthy whore," shoving more of her foot in my mouth. I sucked on it like a cock as best I could as I relished her promise and my slit throbbed in response to her dirty talk.

"Like, use me anyway you wish," I said, sounding like a dumb valley girl.

She stood up a moment later, went to her bag and pulled out a strap-on cock. She discarded her skirt and fastened the dick in place telling me, "Don't like worry, I will. I'm like going to keep my promise about cumming all over your bimbo face Mrs. Slut, but that comes later. Like first we have other business to attend to."

I asked, my cunt instantly getting wet, looking up at her, "Are you going to fuck-ee me with that big cock-ee?" Oh my God, I was a complete bimbo!



"Suck my cock, teacher pet slut," she ordered.

I demonstrated my expert cock sucking skills as I deep throated the entire green dildo... one I wanted in my cunt right... fucking... now!

"Oh yeah," she mused, "I figured you were an experienced cock sucker."

I bobbed furiously on the cock, wishing it had a load of cum to satisfy my hunger, even as I stretched my left hand behind me and rubbed my fevered hot box.



Each of these acts took a minute or less, but each minute I was getting hornier, more desperate... and dumber.

"Bend over my desk, slut," she ordered, as she pulled the dick out of one hole and hopefully was about to stick it in another.

Quickly, like The Flash but in heat, I got into position, offering my cunt to her.

"Shit, you're even a bigger bimbo slut than the others," she said, amused at my eagerness.

I didn't even ask who the others were as I begged, my pussy literally feeling like it was on fire. "Yes, fuck your teacher slut and make me your personal bimbo fuck toy," I replied, learning that calling myself names also made my oven burn.

"Holy shit, you're a dirtier little whore than even Principal Mason!" she said, which shocked me to the core, even as it identified at least one of the mysterious women who'd been alluded to by first Josie and now Cleo. Principal Mason was a no nonsense leader who like me, was also married with two kids. Yet I believed Cleo... since I was about to take a green dildo in my cunt in my classroom during break. What I really wanted was two things: first to be fucked, and second to know who else had been turned into bimbo sluts like myself. How many of us were there?

As I pondered this, she knelt behind me and thrust all the way in with one hard deep push.

All my curiosity disappeared as I became no more than a vessel of my own lust and pleasure as I moaned loudly, "Fuck!"



"You like it rough, teacher slut?" she asked, as she began slamming into me.

"Yes, I adore it; pound my pussy," I moaned, loving when my husband just fucked me hard and rough... used me as a three hole cum bucket.

"You were already a submissive slut before the spell, weren't you?" Cleo asked, her tone amused.

"Yes!" I admitted, "I love this!" desperate to come.



After a couple dozen strokes, she ordered, "Climb up onto your desk, I want to fuck you over there."

As she pulled out, I moved quickly to the desk, wanting, no needing, that cock in me, feeling achingly empty without her cock.

I sat on my desk and spread my legs like the slut I'd been transformed into, the slut I always longed to be behind my façade of respectability.

"So fucking hot," she mused, as she sauntered over to me and looked at the clock. "I've got an idea," she said, as she stood me up on the desk and got onto it herself. "Come ride me, teacher slut."

I didn't need to be told twice as I wanted that cock back inside me. I wanted to come so fucking bad!

I quickly stood over Cleo, balanced myself using her shoulders and positioned myself right over the inviting green fuck stick.



I lowered myself onto it quickly, taking the entire cock in my wet cunt. This wasn't a position I'd ever tried before, but man did I like it. The cock seemed to go deeper or the angle hit differently as I felt new pleasure.

I bounced rapidly on the cock, riding it like a cowgirl. Pleasure swarmed my entire core, another orgasm imminent after only a few quick bucks on my girl-stallion.



"Come on you bimbo, fuck toy, teacher slut, lesbian cunt licking whore," the usually sweet Cleo snarled, sending explosive pleasure to my cunt and an instant orgasm as I bit my lip not to scream and alert the entire school that my classroom was now a fucking classroom.

I didn't have time to enjoy the orgasm cascading through me as she ordered, "Get on the floor and eat me, Mrs. Cunt Licker."

Wetness gushed out of me as I lifted myself off the cock, weakly moved to the floor as she removed her strap-on and spread her legs for me.

Still needing my hourly dose, I buried my face between the legs of my third teen of the day... and it wasn't even eleven o' clock.

"Hurry up, Mrs. Cunt Licker," Cleo ordered, "the bell is going to ring soon."

I redoubled my efforts, licking her pussy, desperately craving her teenage pussy juice... craving my newfound addiction... one I knew wouldn't end when this day ended... the curse was just for the day, but I knew my newly awakened pussy hunger would last for decades.

I was on cruise cunt control, lapping and licking with complete focus... with such a hunger I barely noticed the taste or the scent.



And for the second straight time, the bell rang just as I received my new sweet addiction... sweeter and more satisfying than my other addictions, male cum and chocolate.

As her juices squirted out of her, into the air and onto my forehead, something I'd only seen before when watching lesbian porn, I kept licking, prolonging this unique kind of facial.

Once done, she sat up and said, looking down at me, approving but still arrogant, "You're a keeper Mrs. Cunt Licker."



"Thank you," I oddly said, as I again regained my senses, the cloudiness of the bimbo curse dissipating now that I'd received my temporary cure.

She sat up and emphasised, "Yep, you're a keeper."

I asked, still on my knees, "This is only a one day curse, right?"

She nodded as she got off my desk, "Yes, but one day is enough to get you addicted." I knew it! As she helped me up off the floor, she added, "I imagine you're already there." I agreed with her. I must be! Today was humiliating and frustrating as hell, but I'd loved every moment of the sex with these girls and couldn't wait for more.

She grabbed the strap-on, put it in her over-sized backpack and said, "Whenever you need some cunt cum, just ask. As you will have noticed, I can cum buckets all over my cum buckets!"

I just nodded as I wiped a bit of the wetness from my face, leaving in place not buckets but definitely lots, before Cleo opened my locked door and my next students filed in.

I quickly moved to my desk, still a little lightheaded after my intense orgasm and not wanting my modified students, who were a handful even on a good day when I was in full control of myself, to see any more of my well-used body than necessary.

I put a movie on, knowing it would keep them relatively distracted, even though it didn't have anything to do with the class. It was a Halloween film.

As it played, I sat at my desk with time to really process the wicked, wild morning while my head wasn't yet muddled with its hourly recurrence of bimbo-itis (like bimbofication a word I'd just created).

I had so many questions and challenges and no real answers.

1. I was cursed... for the day.

2. I couldn't say no to any order (I wondered if that meant non-sexual orders too, like some five-year-old coming up to me on the street and telling me to pick my nose so she could giggle and point).

3. The longer each hour transpired, the more my mind faded and became clouded with bimbo-itis.

4. I wasn't the only one... it seemed our principal was also a submissive slut ... which was unbelievable, but there was really no reason for Cleo to lie.

5. There were hints of even more submissives lurking around the school. Had they all been cursed as well?

6. How long had this secret sex society (for lack of a better term) been going on?

7. How many of my current students were involved in this secret sex society? How many of them knew they could just walk up to me and make demands I'd be compelled to obey?

8. I was in awe at how my body was controlling my mind... how quickly and helplessly I shifted to my inherent submissiveness like I did in my bedroom (or back in college).

9. How even now, early in the hour while still thinking straight, I was already craving cunt (was that because of the curse or just my own dormant pussy craving emerging?).

10. How could I keep engaging in hourly sexual rendezvous without getting caught?

11. On that note, how was it possible I hadn't already been caught? During the breaks on other days my room almost always had students arriving early for the following period.

12. Just how widespread was this secret sex society?

13. Lastly, please, please, please don't let my daughter be involved in this conspiracy in any way.

As I pondered all these issues, the internal lust had been slowly building inside me. From completely satiated right after receiving Cleo's gift (gift was an odd word choice but what had first popped into my mind), to a slowly growing lust lurking inside of me, to now with just a few minutes left in class, again beginning to literally salivate at the hunger inside me. (I wondered if this is how vampires felt... you know, if they were real... and craved cum instead of blood... and instead of drinking it from people's necks... oh, never mind.)

I was startled to be brought out of these thoughts by the intercom on the wall ringing. I reluctantly got up, hoping the room's darkness would hide how short my skirt was. I answered the phone, "Hello?"

"Mrs. Mason needs to see you right now, Mrs. Walker," the school secretary Juliana informed me.

"Right now or at the bell?" I asked, looking at the clock... ten minutes left in the hour... my hunger approaching critical mass, at which point I would probably explode.

"Yes, right now," she confirmed, just as another teacher, Betty Jones walked into my room.

She was dressed in a scandalously revealing pirate outfit complete with nylons, which didn't make any practical sense for swashbuckling... the blood and gore would show, "I'm here to cover the last few minutes of your class, Jasmine," she said. I then realized all my... my contacts? so far had been wearing nylons... perhaps a hint. Which made me remember, as I walked to the office, my daughter had been wearing nylons too. Which probably meant... I didn't even want to think about it!

I reached the office and Juliana sent me right into the boardroom (not Mrs. Mason's office), which was odd. I walked in and the principal was indeed there. She instructed, "Close the door, Jasmine."

I did, locking it, somehow confident the principal was about to provide my next pussy fix. She was also dressed inappropriately in a cop outfit with a skirt as short as mine and of course was wearing thigh high stockings.

"Enjoying your day?" she asked, looking at my inappropriate outfit but not commenting on it. Except for my nipple-hugging top, it was no worse than hers.

"It's been a surreal learning experience," I answered.

"I imagine so," she nodded, before asking, "Hungry?"

"Famished," I replied, watching her climb up on the boardroom table to lie on her back... wondering how she'd ended up being involved in this. Had she been cursed too?

"Come and get it, Jasmine, you only have a few minutes," she said.

"What happens if I don't get my hourly dose?" I asked, as I moved to get on the table.

"That would be disastrous; you'd be cursed forever," she answered, spreading her legs.

"Oh God!" I gasped, looking at the clock. I had ten minutes. A sudden urgency took control and I didn't ask any of the many questions swimming around in my head. All I wanted was her cunt juice before I became a 24/7 bimbo!

"Get licking, Jasmine," she ordered, as I buried my face frantically in her glistening pussy.

I licked eagerly, desperate for my hourly fix, thinking it was good to know where I could find a quick, discrete, fix for the rest of the day... which may solve the sudden terror I felt about becoming a full time bimbo forever.

I was enjoying this day... I really was... but the risk of getting caught was a constant fear except when the hunger took control.



"Oh Jasmine, I've been looking forward to this day for a while," she moaned.

That surprised me. I mean I sure hadn't considered Principal Mason a lesbian before today... of course I hadn't seen myself as one before today either. I mean, was eating pussy a fantasy of mine? Sure. Had I hoped one day to make it a reality? Ummm, actually yes. Did the majority of my lesbian fantasies center around being seduced by my teenage students? Unfortunately yes. Yet had I planned on actually allowing any of this to happen... especially at school? God, no.

Yet at the moment I focused on the task at tongue as after a couple of minutes of licking inside her pink slit, I moved to her big, swollen clit and sucked it between my lips.

"Oh fuck, Jasmine," she moaned, lifting her ass up, and quickly pulling her mini skirt off... although I didn't see why... it sure wasn't hindering my access to her delicious twat.

Yet I helped her pull it off as she ordered, "Now really tuck into your lunch."

I was utterly famished! The curse had made me into a lustful bimbo, and not only on the surface.

I was completely desperate, glancing at the clock and seeing only five minutes left!

I was a hunter on the prowl for throbbing wet cunt. I pulled her ass up, draped her legs over my shoulders, positioned my legs on either side of her and dove into her cunt like it was an artesian well and I'd been many weeks in the desert.

"You crazy bitch," she moaned, as I attacked her cunt, hungry like a wolf bitch.



"Need cunt cum," I babbled, my speech patterns descending to primal levels as I sucked on her clit.

"Oh yes, suck my clit, you eager little slut," my fearless leader led.

I kept sucking it between my lips, shaking my head from side to side as I heard her breaths and moans increasing rapidly.

"Yes, yes, yesssssss!" she screamed, louder than she should have, although I would later learn the boardroom was soundproof.

As was my norm today, I eagerly lapped up the creamy cum that satiated my mentally manipulated hunger... which allowed me to regain control of my senses and libido... although I was enjoying this pussy way too much to stop even after my addiction was satisfied.

"Oh fuck," she moaned. "I'll have to assign you additional responsibilities around here."

I laughed, "Other duties as assigned by the principal?"

"Definitely," she smiled, looking up at me.

Although I was sexually satisfied, the idea of doing this again on my own terms, or at least more leisurely, was very appealing at the moment.

,

I asked, as we got off the table, "So how does this all work?"

"All in good time," she said, grabbing her skirt. "Mistress Abigail will explain everything when she chooses to do so."

"Mistress Abigail?" I questioned.

"Yes, but again, she will explain it all to you in due course," she repeated.

"Okay," I nodded, my curiosity piqued.

"Plus, you have a lunchtime surprise scheduled for 12:30," she added.

"I do?" I question, my curiosity piqued again.

"Yep," she nodded, saying no more except for, "just go and wait in your classroom."

"Okay," I said, turning to leave.

"Welcome to the club," she said, as I reached the door.

I stopped, hoping she would answer this, "Do stockings give a hint of who else is in the club?"

She smiled, "You're learning already."

'Oh God,' I thought to myself, thinking of my daughter's stockings this morning. It now being lunch, I headed to the staff washroom, really needing to wash and ablute.

As I strode down the halls I noticed Juliana (who'd earlier been sitting behind her desk) was in thigh high stockings and a 1920's flapper outfit. I noticed two more of my female colleagues were also in thigh highs: Emily was in a cream-coloured Marilyn Monroe outfit with matching thigh highs looking absolutely beautiful and Kimberly, who was our eldest teacher in her early fifties was in a shocking witch costume and black stockings outfit with a black top hugging her huge tits as revealingly as mine did. I assumed they were both my fellow submissives... my curiosity piqued for the third time in two minutes.

I scrubbed my face with gallons of water.

I went to pee.

I filled up my water bottle.

I then returned to my classroom quite early for my 12:30 meeting... my pussy already just beginning to tingle... my mouth just beginning to salivate. It wasn't soon enough for the curse to kick in again, but my anticipation of another unpredictable sexual encounter didn't need any curse to get my juices flowing.

I sat down at my desk and pulled out my Montreal Smoked Meat sandwich. I ate it all, and was finishing my banana when Marcus walked in... dressed as a stripper (only Marcus would be allowed to walk around the school shirtless as we were like most schools and the football players owned us). It never occurred to me I'd be lucky enough for him to be my 12:30, although it was already 12:28. But when he closed my door and locked it, I realized I was about to change sides for a while.

Marcus was our star running back and already had scholarship offers from a dozen schools. And truth be told, he was my secret big black cock fantasy. Many of my stories are about black pussies and black cocks and how white men or women submit to them. This year Marcus was my black cock seduction fantasy, my muse, the face and body I imagined naked and oh so virile every time I needed inspiration to write passionately about Big Black Cocks. Have I ever mentioned to you how often I get off while I write these stories? If they didn't get my engine running I wouldn't bother to write them, and visions of Marcus doing whatever (if you want to know the meaning of whatever, read my recent BBC stories) to me with his ebony pecker were compelling motivations for me to keep writing. But in a few minutes I wouldn't need to imagine anymore, I could remember!

So, as he walked toward me I wasn't sure if it was the slut spell or my own black cock fantasy casting me under his spell as I asked, "Are you my 12:30?"

He ignored the question but just walked up next to me and ordered, "Take those boots off, teach."

I spun my chair around, hurriedly swallowed the rest of my banana and smiled coyly, "Are you a foot guy?"

He nodded, "Hurry up, teach." Not coyly, just in charge.

"Yes, sir," I replied, as I pulled my rather uncomfortable boots off... I was used to being stocking-clad when I was being submissive at home, so this was a plus.

Once they were off I wiggled my toes, noticing him staring at them through the sheer toe hosiery, just like my husband does.

"Floor," he ordered, his gaze never leaving my feet.

"Yes, sir." I was fully into my submissive persona, a mixture of the spell and my own personal fantasies. I wanted him to know I was an obedient submissive. I slid off the chair and onto my ass, lifting my foot up to his crotch area. "Is this for me, sir?" I asked, stroking his hard cock with my foot.

He lowered himself down too and took my foot in his hand, sliding his big black hands up and down my legs. "Man have I wanted to feel these nylon clad legs all semester, Mrs. W." He was the only one who called me Mrs. W, the only one I allowed to, as if I'd been predicting this moment two months ago.

"Well, I wear sheer stockings like these every day," I pointed out, as he kissed the sole of my foot.



After kissing both my feet for a couple of minutes, including paying attention to each toe individually, my wet peach invitingly available to him, he stood up and pulled down his shorts.

I gasped.

His cock was fucking porn star huge. I thought, Memorize this visual, Jasmine! This Big Black Beauty has got to go in your next story!

I couldn't hide my shock and awe as I said, "Holy fuck!"

"I know," he nodded, as he got back on his knees. I instinctively moved my feet to his huge, mouth-watering cock and began giving him a nylon foot job.

"Oh yeah," he groaned, staring at my feet as I stroked his cock... something I often did for my husband... sometimes he would even come just from a nylon foot job.

"God, I want your cock in me," I purred earnestly, as I felt his stiffness gliding between my feet. Wondering if I could take that entire long shaft in my mouth. Wondering how it would feel in my cunt. Wondering if I could possibly take it in my ass. Wondering if I could get away with writing a story featuring three well-hung black studs all named Marcus triple-teaming one grateful but gorgeous and oh-so-sexy slut named Jasmine.

I was definitely willing to research all four of those unanswered questions; three as soon as possible, the fourth later.



"You want it, you got it. I'm about to blacken you, Mrs. W," he said.

"I don't know if I'll ever be the same," I smiled, his cock a good four inches longer than my husband's, who usually satisfied me more than adequately. If not with his cock, with his tongue.

He chuckled, "All you white MILF sluts say that."

"How many white sluts do you have?" I asked.

"Oh, the list is growing almost every day," he chuckled again.

"I can certainly imagine why," I said, completely mesmerized by his glorious cock and feverishly taking mental notes.

He stood up, pulled me to my feet and led me to a desk, where he sat down.

I didn't need any instructions as I bowed down before him and stared at the super-sized missile aimed directly at my face.



"Suck my balls first, Mrs. W," he ordered.

I reluctantly obeyed, impatient to feel his chocolate cock between my lips.

That said, I also liked sucking a nice pair of balls, and he did have an amazing pair.

As I sucked one ball into my mouth, he groaned, "Nothing hotter than a white slut sucking my black balls."

"What about face fucking a white slut?" I questioned, as I licked his ball sac.



"Oh, that's pretty hot too," he laughed.

"Or pounding a white slut's tight cunt?" I added, loving the interracial banter, my long-time fantasy finally about to come true... as I moved to his other... go ahead, call me racist but I mean this in the best possible way, even worshipfully... his other Big Black Ball.

"Oh don't worry Mrs. W, I plan to destroy all your holes," he promised.

"My asshole too?" I questioned, shocked to think I was offering my ass to this massive, ass tearing cock.

"Not today," he laughed at my eagerness. "The whole school would hear your screams as I ripped it apart."

"Rain check then?" I asked, sliding my tongue seductively up his cock, gazing into his commanding brown eyes.

"Get sucking, Mrs. W," he instructed, as he looked down at me and the look of awe on my face.

"Yes, sir," I nodded, opening my mouth and leaning forward.

"Oh yeah," he moaned, as I began sucking down the most delicious piece of chocolate I'd ever had.



I sucked for a couple of minutes, bobbing eagerly, trying to take more and more of his big prick into my mouth with each forward bob.



He encouraged, "Don't worry, Mrs. W, taking all ten inches takes some time."

"That's a challenge I accept," I smiled, knowing I was still a good two inches from deep throating the entire majestic cock. I was already swallowing three or four inches of him into my esophagus.

He stood up, pulled me up, pulled off my costume in one smooth move, lifted me up as if I were weightless and plonked me on the desk, climbed on the desk himself and slid his chocolate stick between my big tits.

"Fuck are these impressive," he said, checking out my tits. Then he cupped them to squeeze his cock between them... something my husband never did as he wasn't really a tit guy. It was cool to watch his black cock sliding between my white tits.

"So is this your cock," I said, trying to lick his cock head when he thrusted up.



"Wait till it's in your cunt," he promised, the idea instantly turning me on.

"My cunt is primed and ready whenever you want it," I responded, dying to feel his massive stick in my cunt.

"No time like the present," he said as he got off the desk, helped me off and led me to my desk.



I bent over, loving taking it from behind and purred, my need for cock cum growing as the clock ticked, "Come blacken me, stud."

"Once I slide inside that white pussy you'll crave black cock the rest of your life," he warned as he moved behind me.

"Too late, I already do," I replied, my fantasy mere seconds from becoming reality.

"Here ya go, teach," he said, sliding his cock in me.

"Fuck, yes!" I moaned loudly, his entire cock sliding in me and reaching depths I didn't know existed. Pleasure instantly coursed through my entire being.



"You have one tight white pussy," he acknowledged, as he began fucking me.

"Just fuck me," I moaned, his long snake turning me instantly into a white slut for black cock... just like so many characters in my stories. White slut for black cock. It rolls so easily off your fingertips if you've typed it often enough.

"You like it, slut?" he asked, as he slowly slid in and out of me.

"God, yes, I love your black cock in my white cunt," I answered like a story bimbo. I realized my cunt was pink just like a black girl's. Not very surprising, but I'd never realized it until that moment.

"Oh yeah, the boys are going to be happy with the new addition," he groaned, his words ominous and alarming, yet my desire to be fucked and used right now overrode any worries of future blackening.

"I'm your white slut," I declared instead, only drawing me deeper into the web of lust.

"I want to see you while I fuck you, teach," he said, as he pulled out and I quickly hopped onto my back on the desk, spreading my willing legs.

"So obedient," he mused, watching me eagerly obey and prepare myself for more of his cock.

"I'm just a bimbo for black cock," I giggled, the bimbo-itis returning as the clock now ticked to 12:42.

"That you are," he agreed as he slid his cock back in my wet twat.

"Ohhhhhh," I moaned, as all ten inches returned to my wanton cunt.



And for a couple of minutes he fucked me.

Hard.

Deep.

No talking.

Just fucking.

Then he pulled out as my orgasm was building, and ordered, "Flip onto your back with your head towards me."

I knew right away what he had in mind, something else my husband loved doing to me. Face fucking me upside down where it was easier to handle a long cock sliding in and out because of the angle of my neck.

I quickly obeyed, but pointed out, "I'm not sure I can handle all ten inches of your man meat."

"Only one way to find out," he said, as he slid his cock into my mouth.

His cock slowly sank into my mouth as I focused on breathing through my nose while he used my tits for balance and started fucking my face. Although I wanted to be fucked even more, to have another orgasm, I also knew I needed some cum really soon and this might be the most effective way to get it in a hurry.

Each forward thrust drove his cock deeper in my mouth until much to my surprise I felt his balls bouncing on my forehead. I had taken all ten inches, more cock down my throat than was in my mouth!



I was exhilarated at my successful task.

"There you go, my slut," he said. "You can take it all."

He then pulled out and said, "Think your last hole can take it?"

"Only one way to find out," I responded incautiously, beside myself with lust.

He laughed, "You really are an eager slut," as I spun around and offered my ass. He then reminded me, "That will have to wait. Time is of the essence, Mrs. under-the-cum-curse."

"Yes, sir," I nodded, as he spun me around, spread my legs and slid his cock back into my cunt.



"Oh yes, fuck me with that big black prick," I moaned, wanting to be fucked hard.

"Yes, you'll be a great white slut addition for the boys," he repeated, as he grabbed my left leg, lifted it high in the air and somehow found a way to dig his black spade in deeper.

"Oh yes, I'm a slut for all black cock," I declared, just like I'd done in so many of my fantasies and stories.



The new angle had me babbling like a bitch in heat as my orgasm rose like a tidal wave, "Oh yes, fuck me, fuck, shit, so good, fuck, harder, fuck your white teacher slut, breed her like a bimbo bitch... may I come, Master? Puhleeeease?"

I didn't realize I'd called him Master until it was out and he chuckled, "You are perfect." Three hard thrusts later he ordered, "Now come all over your Master's cock... Bimbo... Slut... CUM BUCKET!"

"Yes, Master!" I declared, biting my lip not to scream as my orgasm hit the instant permission was granted.

"Another white slut falls," he declared seemingly amused, as he kept fucking me.

He pulled out and said, as he hopped onto the desk and laid on it. "Come give me a foot job orgasm, Mrs. W."

"Yes, Master," I nodded, eagerly scrambling into position opposite him.

As I stroked his cock, I purred, needing his cum in the next few minutes, "Shoot a big wad of your dominant seed all over your white teacher slut."



"Oh yeah," he groaned, as I frenetically foot fucked his fully loaded cock.

"Give it to me, stud," I demanded. "Give me your cum!"

"Keep talking, bitch."

"Baptize your white slut into her new life as a black cock whore with your creamy cum," and "Speckle my face and tits with white," and "turn your white-ass teacher into a black cock slut."

"Fuck!" he grunted, as cum exploded out of his cock like aerial fireworks and spewed everywhere, scoring direct hits on my face and tits.



"Yes, oh yes," I moaned, as if his orgasm had given me an orgasm. He hadn't, not physically, but I'd really felt that!

His warm cum coated me and once he was done spewing his seed all over me, I scooped up as much as I could and put it in my mouth to get my hourly prophylactic against permanent bimbo-ism.

"You look pretty hot coated in cum," he said, as he watched me desperately feeding on his load.

"I bet I looked pretty hot with your cock fucking my face or pounding my pussy too," I said, as my hunger was sated for the time being.

He moved off the desk and said, "Any time you need your black cock fix, just let me know."

I joked, "Can I text you?"

"Sure, your daughter has my number," he said, which made my eyes go big. Oh shit! I was afraid of this!

"You're not the first Walker to be blacked," he revealed.

"Oh," I said, crestfallen by this information.

"Don't worry, Mrs. W," he said, as he put his shorts back on, hiding that beautiful cock away. "She loves it just like you do. Did you need my encouragement just now, or just permission?"

I shook my head as I put my costume back on, even as I said, "Like mother, like daughter, I guess."

"Maybe one day soon I'll fuck you both together," he said, walking to the door. "We'll all three love that."

"Oh my," I said, as he opened the door and walked out.

Leaving me with even more shocking truths to marinate in my temporarily clear mind.

The afternoon worked out well for me as I had collaboration once a week with a colleague or two and that was today, and the last period of the day was my prep. So I no longer had any more students scheduled to come (or cum) in my classroom, which was great, as the stress of getting caught was wearing me down.

During the one o'clock hour, Emily, the teacher who'd been dressed like Marilyn Monroe earlier today (and still was) came into my room, as did her intern Sarah. Emily was in nylons, but Sarah wasn't. I didn't know what that meant.

We collaborated by gossiping about students for half an hour before I got up to grab some water. As I did, they also stood up and pounced, and before I knew it I had a finger under my skirt, a hand on my tits and another over my mouth.



Sarah whispered, "Slut Walker, are you craving yet?"

"You know too?" I questioned, even though it was obvious.

"Yes, I've been there and done that," she admitted, before adding, "although Halloween is a lot more fun than the third day of school."

"I guess," I said, as Emily pulled me close and kissed me as Sarah let go off me.

I melted into her... her lips so soft. The sudden tenderness after Marcus's roughness was sweet, and also quite unlike the rest of the day so far.

She grasped my hands, stepping backward and pulling me with her until she was leaning against the green board, our lips never once breaking apart.

We kissed for a minute, maybe more, until I first felt insistent hands pulling my hips back, and then a cold artificial cock sliding inside my pussy which sure enough, was dripping wet again.



After a couple of minutes, Emily said, "Now let's get you your hourly antidote."

'Antidote'! That was the word I kept trying to think of but couldn't.

She led me over to our bed... my desk... and once I was lying on it she straddled my face and said, "I've been looking forward to this ever since Mistress Abigail informed me you were next."

"Next?" I asked, as she lowered her pussy onto my face. My need for my hourly antidote took control as well as her strong scent and as I seemed to be hot boxed with exotica, I leaned up and licked her shaved snatch.

As I licked, I was expecting a cock to plunge back in my cunt, but was surprised to feel a gentle tongue. I moaned into Emily's pussy as Sarah licked me... her tongue touching me in places that sent fireworks through me.



There wasn't any talking... just licking... this easily our most productive collaboration time yet.

Then Sarah said, as my orgasm built, "Time to go for a ride, Jasmine."

Emily got off my face, Sarah pulled me up, lay down on the desk and I wordlessly straddled the cock and sat down on it in one eager drop.

So I rode the cock, not a position I usually enjoyed partly due to my lack of coordination, but primarily because I preferred to be the one being fucked, not the one doing the fucking. Another indication of my submissive nature.

As I did, I was startled when Sarah whimpered, "Yes, finger my ass, bitch."

I looked behind me and saw Emily behind me, indeed fingering Sarah's ass. It was hot.

Emily winked at me before I turned around and began to really ride Sarah's cock.



Again, for a couple of wordless minutes we fucked.

I rode.

Emily fingered Sarah's ass.

Then Emily said, "Time to really fuck you, my newest slut."

"Oh yes, I do need to be pounded like a slut," I agreed, as I got off of her.

A moment later I was on my side on the floor, Sarah was fucking me from behind and I was again licking Emily's yummy cunny... her creamy, dreamy, homemade steamy juice all I wanted.





"I love your tongue," Emily moaned, as I sucked on her pussy lips.

Sarah added, "She's going to make a great addition to Thursday night therapy."

"Oh yes she will," Emily concurred.

I had no idea what Thursday night therapy was, but I imagined a massive lesbian toy orgy like in my story Pet Teacher: Lesbian Toy Party.

I tried to move my head back and forth, really parting her lips with my tongue, as I also enjoyed Sarah's fucking that was getting faster and rougher.

Emily's moans got louder.

My moans got louder.

Sarah then turned me onto my back and said, "Now let's get both my sluts off."

I wondered how the hierarchy worked. In my stories there was always a hierarchy. My only assumption was that regardless of the rest of the pecking order, I was likely at the bottom... of course I wouldn't want it any other way.

Sarah really pounded my pussy and I aggressively attacked Emily's sweet pussy with lust and need.

And in a couple of minutes we were both near the brink.

"Come, my sluts," Sarah ordered. "Come... three... two... one... NOW!"



Immediately we both did exactly that as I screamed into Emily's cunt just as she screamed and covered my face with wetness... my antidote arriving in one explosive shower.

"Shit, this is a much better use of collaboration time," Sarah joked, as she pulled out of me and wetness leaked out.

"We definitely stayed on topic for the last stint," I weakly quipped, my third orgasm of the day as intense as the first two. Multiple orgasms were rare for me and usually happened only if I had one in the morning and one in the evening... or when I was drunk.

"Yeah, I think we found a new way to relieve the stress of the day," Emily added, as she remained on the floor recovering from her orgasm.

I asked, "So how come Sarah isn't wearing nylons?"

Sarah smiled, "You noticed that."

"It seems to be the constant thread today," I pointed out, again seeing and thinking vividly now that the cloud of bimbo-ism had dispersed for the first part of another hour.

"Yeah, I decided they just didn't work for my outfit today," Sarah explained.

"But Abigail wasn't happy," Emily added.

"Yeah, and I'm looking forward to my punishment," Sarah bragged as she stood up and took the strap-on off. "If I'm lucky it'll be another spanking!"

"So Abigail is the head of the hierarchy," I asked, trying to get as much information as I could.

"Clearly," Sarah nodded as Emily got up too. So did I.

"I need to get off now," Sarah said, snapping her fingers. Instantly Emily went to her and buried her face in her pussy.

It was weird to see the teacher being sub to her intern... and of course hot. So many of my stories were about older women being dominated by younger ones... although Emily was only three years out of university so there wasn't a major age gap between them.

Sarah must have been pretty revved up already or Emily had an amazing tongue, because in a couple of minutes Sarah came... oddly without a word... just a whimper... somehow I'd expected a more climactic eruption.

The bell rang a couple of minutes later and Sarah ordered, "Of course, you will wear my cunt cum on your face as you teach."

"Of course," Emily nodded, standing up and smiling at me.

"I still can't believe how crazy this day is," I said.

"Oh, don't worry, almost every day is this crazy," Sarah promised, leaving me alone and still overwhelmed.

I once again collected myself and returned to my desk where I tried to process the new pieces placed into the puzzle.

1. Abigail was indeed at the top of the hierarchy.

2. Somehow Sarah was ahead of Emily in the hierarchy.

3. There was a girl group of some sort.

4. Guys, or perhaps just football players, were in the mix somehow.

I tried to correct some papers through the two o'clock hour, but became increasingly agitated as the addiction cravings again began to take control.

I sighed.

Although I enjoyed the sex... the recurring desperate need was overwhelming and consuming me. It was 2:40 when I got a text from Abigail.

Cheerleaders' Change Room now!!!



Hunger in control again, I rushed to my destination, ours being one of the only schools I knew of that treated cheerleaders with the same reverence they gave the football team. There was even a cheerleader booster club. I always thought this money should be spent on books, but such heresy was never even considered.

Schools were based on wins and losses, not academics, which seemed so ass backwards.

I arrived at the change room and Penny, another cheerleader, was at the door. She smiled, "Welcome to the club, Mrs. Walker."

"Uh, thanks," I said, still unsure what club this was.

"Go on in," she said, "I'll be the lookout."

"Um, okay," I again said.

I went inside and wasn't surprised to see the head cheerleader Kyra sitting on a bench dressed in an outfit that included black thigh highs.

She asked, "How's your day going, Mrs. Walker?"

"Weird," I answered.

She laughed, "I imagine."

"Are you my next antidote?" I asked.

"Antidote, I like that," she nodded. "I guess I am. Now come over here."

I walked over to the pretty blonde and presented myself in front of her by getting into my usual submissive position (the only dilemma facing me today was whether to be on all fours or just two knees).

"Kiss my legs, pet" she said gently, looking down at me. I caressed her sheer silk nylons as I obeyed. Meanwhile her foot was rubbing my sensitive pussy.



"Ohhh," I moaned on contact.

"You're already wet," she acknowledged. "Why?"

I could have blamed the curse, but instead I admitted the truth, "You've always been one of my secret fantasies, Kyra."

"Really?" she asked, surprised by my answer.

"God, yes," I nodded. "The idea of being a submissive slut to the head cheerleader and then the entire cheerleader team is one of my most constant fantasies."

"Well. It would be my sincere pleasure to make both of those come true," she smiled, as she pulled me up and kissed me. Somehow I expected her to be forceful and dominant like all my fantasies of her were, yet so far she was being intimate, gracious and sensual.

"That would be so wonderful," I replied, when she broke the kiss.

"Hump my legs," she ordered, surprising me.

"Like a dog?" I asked.

She laughed, "That's a fun idea, but I meant like this." She closed her legs, and grasping my hips, positioned me so my pussy was stretched over them.

"Oh," I said, understanding.

Slowly, I began grinding my pussy on her legs, the position spreading my cunt and creating a unique pleasure.



"You're fucking drenched, pet," she said, as I felt my wetness coating her nylons.

"Being unexpectedly turned into a cunt licking bimbo fuck toy has a way of doing that," I bluntly said, somehow wanting to shock her.

"I imagine so," she smiled, leaning in and kissing me as I got myself off on her legs.

The kiss lasted a couple of minutes, our tongues exploring each other's mouths, before she broke it off and guided me to the tiled floor.



Climbing on top of me, her hand reaching into my burning inferno of slut-hood, she resumed kissing me as she also fingered me.

One finger.

Two fingers.

Three fingers.

Then she broke the kiss and said, "My dear, I'm about to fist fuck you to heaven." You know those scenes in the James Bond movies where the villain has captured 007? They're discussing the horrific way Bond is about to die but they're both being so insufferably polite about it? Kyra was like that, smiling warmly into my eyes as she suddenly used all her strength to jam her entire fucking hand up my cunt!

My eyes went wide and all the air exploded from my lungs with a great Whoosh as I felt my cunt first stretched and then hyper-expanded in a way I'd never thought imaginable!



"Mother fucker," I screamed loudly, unable to control myself as intense pleasure ripped through me... only enhanced when she closed her hand inside me and began fist fucking me.

"You'll be one soon," she said, her words ominous and indicating once again that my daughter was involved in all this.

The incest reference shocked me... yet it was another of my favourite sick and twisted fantasies. Many of my most popular stories are based on incest (Backseat Mommy number seven the most read of all time, the What Mom Knows series really popular and part six even winning best incest story of 2016, while almost all my incest stories hit 100,000 reads during the first month of release... that said, very few were about mom and daughter... the truth being incest was a kinky fantasy that was to remain just that).

"Come for me, my teacher pet," she ordered crooningly, moving in to kiss me again. Her soft lips and tenderness such a contrast to the unbelievably violent assault she was maintaining below my waist. I loved it!

Like each other time I was ordered to come, it took less than a couple of seconds before my orgasm was hitting me.

My fourth.

"Please Kyra, I want to be your teacher pet," I declared, as she kept fist fucking me through my orgasm.

"Oh never fear, you'll be just that," she promised, as she pulled her hand out and a loud popping sound echoed through the room.

"Ready for your antidote?" she asked.

"Yes, ma'am," I nodded, sitting up.

"Want to try a position all the cheerleaders have to learn?" she asked.

"Sure."

She stood up, quickly did a handstand in the middle of the locker room, spread her legs wide and offered, "Get licking."

I joked, as I put my hands on her hips, "I would have fallen over by now."

"It takes practice," she answered, "and tons of push-ups," before I began licking her box of goodies.



She only lasted a minute in this position, which was too bad since it was such a great position for some fine dining, before we were back on the floor and I was licking away.

"That's it, suck my pussy lips as far into your mouth as you can," she moaned, as I attempted to devour her cunt whole.

I did as I was told as her breathing increased and she got animated, "Oh yes, suck it, slut! Now lick my clit! Now fuck me with your tongue... stick it deep inside me! Show me how badly you want to be the cheerleading squad's pet pussy pleaser!"

I doubled my efforts, my lustful yearnings at this time wanting nothing more than to be serving a dozen senior cheerleaders in their cute outfits.

"Oh yes, you can come to next week's retreat and just eat cunt after cunt," she continued.

"I'm yours," I replied, consequences be damned, while she pushed my face back as her dam was about to break.

She fingered herself and asked, "Ready for your baptism by squirt?"



I opened my mouth wide as seconds later I was hosed down by a massive explosion of wetness... as if I were a car going through a car wash.

Once she was done, I joked, "That was more a baptism by shower."

"I do come a lot," she smiled.

I leaned down and licked some of her cream off the floor, "And oh so tasty."

She added, "So are you game for next weekend?"

"God, yes," I agreed, even though I was thinking clearly with my hourly antidote now inside me.

"You'll hear that a lot next weekend," she playfully bantered.

I went to the washroom to freshen up. As I looked in the mirror I gasped. I looked like I'd just been fucked. My make-up was a mess, my hair sticky and tangled. I washed up, returned to my classroom and reapplied my make-up and fixed my hair.

Ten minutes later I was looking as reasonable as a skanky Supergirl could when my cell dinged a message.

Don't leave... I have one last surprise for you.

I hoped I would get to speak to Abigail. I needed to know when the curse ended and whether I'd need antidotes all night.

Also, oddly, I wanted to taste her pussy again... and I realized this was a pretty clear, non bimbo-fied thought.

I shook my head at how wild today had been... so many fantasies coming true... so many wild risks... and there were still many hours left in the day.

I waited for forty minutes, the bimbo cloud slowly building before Abigail walked in with Joan, another math teacher like myself, the one whose classroom I'd visited first thing this morning. She was dressed like a naughty nurse. Joan closed the door as Abigail asked, "How has your day been, Mrs. Walker?"

"A learning experience," I answered, glancing at Joan who was walking around to stand behind me as I faced Abigail.

"Teachers should always be learning," Abigail smiled, as she took charge of my shoulders to guide me out of my chair and to kneel me in front of her in a subservient position. She already had a strap-on on her hips... pointing directly at me.

"I'm a quick learner," I bragged, as I took the toy dick in my mouth.

"Most sluts are," she smiled.

I bobbed on the cock as she said, "If you like this cock, turn around. I've brought a really nice surprise for you."

I took the cock out of my mouth, turned around ready for one more surprise and one more fantasy about to be fulfilled. I wasn't disappointed: my longstanding colleague Joan was pointing her cock at me... a real live cock!

As I stared at it, Abigail slid her fake cock in my wet pussy. "Well don't just stare at it Jasmine, get sucking."



I bobbed on the cock while taking another one doggy style... another fantasy coming true... two cocks at once. (Another fantasy still to be fulfilled was being air tight.)

Yet servicing two cocks was thrilling, as I moved my body back and forth like a rocking horse... my sensibilities not even fazed by the obvious reality my colleague had just been revealed to me as a shemale.

"I think she likes your cock, slut," Abigail said, demonstrating she had power over Joan too.

"I think I've found another plaything for when I need to deposit a load," Joan answered back.

"Don't you have enough teacher sluts already?" Abigail asked.

"Oh, I'm still lacking a couple," Joan laughed.

"Not for long," Abigail promised ominously. They were carrying on a puzzling conversation as if I weren't there while they fucked two of my holes which were definitely there.

"Plus, Jasmine was the one I wanted in the first place," Joan revealed, this somehow making me happy. I'd have my own cock available at school whenever I needed cum or a fuck.

"That's why I did her today," Abigail revealed, "for you," as it seems I was just the next teacher on a list, just a favour for Joan. I didn't mind this in the least!

"Let's move this to the floor," Joan suggested.

"Sure," Abigail agreed.

Joan sat down, her big cock standing straight up begging for attention, attention which I eagerly resumed giving her as I repositioned myself.

As I took her cock back in my mouth, Abigail spread my legs and asked, "Ready to get fucked, Jasmine?"

"God, yes," I answered, briefly taking my mouth off Joan's cock.

Joan grabbed my head and ordered, "Get back to sucking, slut," as she put her hands on my head and guided me back to her cock.



Being called a slut by a colleague I admired was weird, but so was sucking the cock of a female colleague, as was being the center of a threesome with a colleague and a student, with the student in charge.

For a couple of minutes I sucked, although the position didn't allow me to really go deep, and it killed my back. It also didn't help my task that Abigail was really pounding my pussy, although otherwise it was great!

Joan again took control as she asked, "Ever take it in the ass, Jasmine?"

"Sometimes," I admitted, as Abigail pulled off my boots while seamlessly continuing to fuck me at an intense pace. My feet were killing me from the boots, so I can't deny I appreciated the sudden feetal freedom.

"You really are a much bigger slut than you let on, aren't you?" Joan assessed.

"Aren't we all?" I replied, as my orgasm built from the rough reaming I was getting from Abigail's strap-on cock.

Joan laughed, "Isn't that the truth?"

Joan moved to her knees and I rolled onto my stomach and took her cock back in my mouth.

Abigail moved behind me and asked, "Ready to be ass fucked, slut Jasmine?"

I again took the throbbing cock out of my mouth and replied like the slut I was, "God, yes, sodomize my asshole with that big cock," loving to talk dirty, loving the nastiness of the word asshole and finding the five dollar term sodomize so much dirtier than the two cent term ass fuck.

"I'm not sure I even had to use the potion," Abigail laughed, as she slid her cock, lubricated only by my cunt juice, into my inviting ass.

Joan concurred, "So it seems," as I resumed sucking her cock.



Unlike the pounding she'd given my pussy, Abigail took her time in my asshole, slowly sliding in and then slowly moving back and forth, allowing my ass to naturally get used to her considerate invasion.

And for two or three or four or five minutes, I really have no clue, I sucked and was slowly ass fucked. Then to my surprise, Abigail pulled out and rolled onto her back, and ordered, "Shemale slut, come and show our new pet how to ride a cock."

"Yes, Mistress," Joan said, as she pulled her cock out of me, straddled Abigail and lowered herself on the cock. It was easily the hottest thing ever! Joan moaned as the cock disappeared inside her and I watched as her erect cock began bouncing around as she rode Abigail's.

"Don't just watch like a bimbo, stroke her cock," Abigail ordered.

"But I am a bimbo," I pointed out, even as I obeyed the order and stroked the beautiful shaft I wanted in my cunt, in my ass.

"True enough," Abigail laughed.

"Oh yes," Joan moaned, as she rode the cock in her ass and enjoyed my stroking her.



"You enjoy watching me ass fuck a colleague?" Abigail asked.

"Yes, Mistress," I nodded. "Although I'd rather have it in my own ass."

"Ever been double penetrated?" Abigail asked.

"Only with a toy and my husband," I admitted.

"Well, let's fix that," Abigail declared, as Joan lifted herself off the cock and rolled onto her back.

"Get riding, Jasmine," Abigail ordered.

"Cunt or shit hole?" I asked, being as nasty as I could.

"Shit hole, you dirty fucking cum bucket dyke," Abigail responded, each nasty name sending quivers of pleasure through me as I straddled Joan and lowered myself on her cock... slowly taking it up my asshole. Joan's cock was bigger than my husband's and this position really got deep, so a mixture of pleasure and pain was coursing through me.

Abigail watched for a couple of minutes as I got used to having such a long prick in my ass, before she ordered, "Turn around, let's double penetrate you in a reverse cowgirl."

I awkwardly did, determined to keep the dick in my ass, still unsure what she had in mind. Once my back was to Joan, Abigail moved between my legs, pushed me back so I needed to use my hands for balance as well as Joan's body, as she slid into me.



"Holy, fuck," I screamed, the minute I had two cocks in my two holes... the pleasure more intense than I'd ever experienced before... I felt completely full... and fuck did it feel good!

"You're going to be my slut even after the spell wears off, aren't you?" Abigail asked, even though she knew the answer.

"24/7," I moaned, knowing I was forever changed with the pleasure I'd been gifted today and the shocking truths I'd learned about a large swath of our students and staff.

"Good, slut," she approved, "because I have some pretty kinky plans for you."

Her words excited me, yet I was disappointed when she didn't elaborate.

Noticing, she laughed, "Don't worry, slut, you'll love them."

"I believe you, Mistress," I nodded.

Then they double penetrated me for fifteen minutes.

On a student's desk... Abigail's coincidentally.



On my desk:



Then back to the floor:



Where I came:



Then begged for cum as Abigail held my face like a target:



Before I received Joan's warm bath of cum:



I joked, as my entire face was plastered, "God, can you ever come, Joan."



"I know," she said, as she slid her cock back in my mouth.

I leisurely savoured the aftermath of her orgasm... even though I hadn't had one of my own during the marathon fucking.

Joan pulled out and said, "I'll be using you whenever I want, Jasmine."

"Promise?" I asked, my bimbo-itis gone as I swallowed her cum... which I was scooping into my mouth. My response was with a clear mind... and no small amount of lust.

"It's a guarantee," Joan chuckled as she went to get dressed.

Abigail took off her strap-on and said, "Enjoy your party tonight."

Suddenly I remembered perhaps I still needed another eight hours of cum. I asked, worry creeping in, "Does the hourly cum hunger last all the way until midnight?"

"Yes,' Abigail nodded. "But don't worry, I've planted a few sluts and studs at your party who'll be more than willing to assist you."

"Who?" I asked.

"The sluts will all be in nylons," she answered. "And any guys will let you know."

"Oh, okay," I said, oddly relieved, even though the risk of getting caught would be amplified in my own home, especially when crowded with guests and my husband apt to go who knew where.

"See you tomorrow, my newest slut," Abigail said.

"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, knowing everything had changed.

A few minutes later, I too was dressed and packing up. Needing to go to the washroom, I left my things in my room. I washed my face that was still very sticky with cum, then went to spend some time in the facilities.

I returned to my room. It was 4:20. How was I going to get my 4 o'clock hour fix?

The answer thankfully, was provided to me when over the intercom Mrs. Mason's voice ordered, "Mrs. Walker, please come to the office."

I did. Quickly.

As soon as I arrived in the office and realized there was no one else there, she ordered, "Get over here, slut."

I began to walk over to her.

"Crawl!"

I stopped, lowered myself onto the floor and crawled the few feet to her.

She didn't say anything as she grabbed the back of my head and roughly pulled me into her pussy.



I did as expected and began licking.

"Mmmmm, we'll be having a lot of after school meetings, Jasmine," she moaned after a couple of minutes, as I hungrily licked.

"I hope so," I answered, between licks.

"You'll be a full-time cunt muncher," she added.

"Is that part of my new job description?" I asked, looking up at her with a wicked smile.

"Did I tell you to stop licking, you insipid slut?" she reprimanded me, raising her hand threateningly.



"Sorry, Mistress," I said, using the term to almost anyone who wanted to use me. "I'm just a cunt munching bimbo."

The ringing slap across my face stung and yet kind of turned me on.



"Don't let that happen again," she ordered firmly, as she grabbed my hair and dragged me backwards and very awkwardly over to the couch.

She sat down and again pulled me into her cunt.

I resumed eagerly licking, wanting... needing... my 4 o'clock fix of cum.

And for a few minutes I licked... she moaned.

Then she began grinding up and down on my face as her orgasm built.



A couple minutes later she came... coating my face with my hourly rescue dose of cum.

I kept licking, enjoying her cum, until she pushed my head away and said, "Fuck, you really are amazing."

"Your cunt is amazing," I replied looking up at her.

"You really are a natural," she said, smiling down at me.

"Thanks," I said, appreciating the compliment.

She pulled me up and said, "Be a good slut and I may even loan you some of my pets to play with."

"Or to eat," I added.

"You really are a natural submissive," she laughed.

"I am," I nodded.

She looked at the clock. "I need to get going."

"Me too," I said. "I need to pick up some things for the party."

"I hope to drop by later," she said.

"Please do," I said, knowing I'd have one identifiable person there who knew of my predicament.

I headed out, returned to my classroom, grabbed my stuff and left the school.

I drove to the store to pick up some refreshments, filled the SUV with gas... and with a start realized it was almost 5:30. I felt the bimbo curse beginning to take hold again. I texted my husband George and asked where he was. He said he was just wrapping up at the shop. I told him not to leave; I had a surprise for him.



Fifteen minutes later I was at his shop.

I walked in and he gasped, "Holy shit."

"Like?" I asked, as I posed, still wearing my nipples-friendly Supergirl outfit.

"Love," he replied, as I turned to the door and flipped the open sign to closed.

I walked over to him and said, "I need a snack before the party."

"Here?" he asked, as I pulled his pants and underwear down and took his already hard cock in my mouth for my answer.

As he often did when I sucked his cock, he put his hands on my head to control the blow job.



"You know I still plan to fuck you after the party," he said, as I bobbed on his cock craving cum... knowing I had less than ten minutes to get my hourly load.

I moaned on his cock in response, not having time to talk, only time to suck.

After a couple of minutes, he ordered, like he often did, when he was close, "Look up at me, my sexy super slut."

I did as I kept sucking and looked up into his eyes.



A couple more minutes give or take, he pulled out and I opened wide, expecting a facial.

Yet instead, he rested his cock head against my lower lip as he ordered, "Catch all my cum."

I obeyed and caught his yummy cummy on my tonguey.

Once he was done, he ordered, "Open wide and show me you caught it all."

I opened as wide as I could.



"Swallow."

I did.

He pulled me up and said, "Wow, was that a pleasant surprise."

"Was it a super surprise?" I asked playfully.

"Super duper," the geek in him answered.

"See you at home," I said, "I need to get the appetizers home and into the fridge."

"I'll be an hour or so," he said. "I need to get the alcohol."

"Sounds good," I nodded, kissing him.

Half an hour later I was home. Ashley was also home, as was her friend Karen who was dressed as Lara Croft... and was also wearing nylons... green nylons.

Karen gave me a look and licked her lips suggestively... she knew what I needed.

I asked Ashley if she could watch some appetizers I'd put in the oven and said I was going to take a shower. I hoped Karen would follow.

Five minutes later, twenty-five minutes left in the six o'clock hour, Karen walked into the bathroom, locked the door and asked, "Need your dose?"

"You know?" I asked, even though it was obvious.

"Of course," she nodded.

She walked into the shower (which wasn't running), leaned against the wall, and I wordlessly moved in front of her, knelt down and licked.

I fingered her.

I licked her.

She didn't talk much, instead emitting moans and whimpers. When she was close, she ordered, "Finger fuck me, Mrs. Walker."

I obeyed, pumping fingers in and out of my daughter's friend's cunt, while simultaneously flicking her clit.



"Oh God, yes," she moaned, as she put her hand on the back of my head.

A minute later she came... and a minute after that my husband knocked on the door, "You okay?"

My eyes went wide as I pulled my fingers out of the teen twat and replied, "Yeah, just about to get into the shower."

"Okay," he said. "I'll go shower downstairs."

"Great," I called back, as Karen grabbed my head and had me keep licking her. She then said, "We have time for one more."

"I'm not sure we do," I protested, as she went and sat on a stool and spread her legs.

"Now get over here and eat me Mrs. Walker cum-slut bimbo girl." My pussy springing to life at such lovely compliments and seizing control of the body, I crawled over to her and went down on her again with no further hesitation.

After a few more minutes, she ordered me to finger her again and I did... really finger ganging her.



She came again.

She then kissed me and said, "Sleepovers will be a lot more fun now."

I shook my head, "Is everyone a lesbian?"

"No, some of us are bi," she quipped back, kissing me one more time before sneaking out of the bathroom, "in case you and George are interested sometime."

I filed the offer for later reference, got undressed and took a long shower.

I then decided to put the Supergirl outfit back on... feeling sexy and slutty. There would be a lot more sexy outfits here tonight, but unless somebody went completely sheer on top, I thought I'd win the booby prize.

I went back downstairs and got everything ready for the party that would start around eight... which meant I'd need a seven o'clock fix at some point.

I was planning to get another load from my husband when Kim, another staff member from school showed up early. She was wearing nylons and asked, "Where are Ashley and Hank?" Hank was her husband.

"Ashley is out at some Halloween gathering," I said. "And Hank is downstairs in the man cave watching hockey with George."

"Good," she said, "then the coast is clear," as she pushed me against the wall and lifted her knee to my crotch. As she went to kiss me, she said, "I'm so happy you're one of us now."

Before I could ask what 'one of us' meant, she kissed me while rubbing my cunt on her nylon-clad knee.



We kissed for a couple of minutes before I heard Hank coming up the stairs.

We moved apart just as he entered the kitchen. He stared at Kim and her huge tits longer than he should, making me wonder what he and George had been talking about, before he asked, now giving my big tits a thorough study, "Are the nipples... sorry, apples ready?"

"Yeah," I nodded, feeling my cheeks flush. I went and grabbed some and took them down with him.

When I returned upstairs, Kim was leaning against the wall, still chuckling and looking good enough to eat.

She smiled and teased, "NippleGirl, you'd better hurry and get your seven o'clock dose."

"I am getting hungry," I said, first giving her a long, passionate kiss as we felt each other up, before dropping down and burying my face under her skirt. Knowing time was of the essence, I licked eagerly.

"Oh fuck, eat me, Jaz," she moaned, as I licked and sucked hungrily, trying a new technique by actually kissing and tonguing her lower lips as if they were the other kind.



And she came, her cum dripping out of her cunt slowly... like a dripping faucet.

I lapped up my cum present and stood up a minute later just as the doorbell rang.

"Shoot, I wanted to return the favour," she said, as she kissed me again.

"Rain check?" I asked.

"Definitely," she nodded.

An hour later the party was getting going.

And my cum addiction was growing.

And Jasmine the Bimbo-fied Slut was beginning to take control of the Jasmine who had the faintest clue about how to conduct herself in public.

Suddenly a guy walked up to me and tossed off, "Garage, five minutes."

I had no idea who he was as his whole head was covered by a skeleton mask... but I assumed he knew my situation.

Five minutes later I was in the garage.

Thirty seconds after that I was sucking someone's cock.



Fifteen minutes later... the guy had some impressive stamina... which usually I would love but in the stressful situation of sucking cock at my house during a party and knowing the clock was ticking was really fucking annoying... I swallowed his load. I took a deep relieved breath and released it.

He thanked me by my first name and left... and I still had no clue who he was.

I returned to the party thinking I only needed three more cum deposits to survive this wild day and curious to know who would somehow show up like the Mounties in the nick of time to offer me their pussy cum or cock cum. Well no, I guess the Mounties don't rescue people quite like that, but it would be fun if they did!

I ended up socializing with friends, hanging with my husband and so forth for almost an hour before my cravings began getting urgent again. I was in my kitchen getting myself a drink when Karen came over to me and whispered, "Your next dose is across the street."

"What? Who?" I asked, curious, but hungrier than curious.

"Faith," she revealed.

"The minister's daughter Faith?" I questioned, she being the only girl living across the street.

"The one and only," she nodded. "Just walk over and go inside, her parents are out of town for the week."

"Really?" I asked, the idea so hot... the idea of religious girls corrupted always turning me on for some reason. First Josie and now Faith as well!

"Yeah, and she wasn't ever bimbo-fied, she's simply a secret slut underneath her church daughter façade," Karen revealed. "Smart, too! A bit over a year ago she began school here, kept her eyes open for about a month, then put on some nylons, picked a random girl in the hallway also wearing nylons, hustled her into an empty classroom without a word and licked and fingered the girl to a quick orgasm. Her first words were, 'There! I belong! How do I join?'"

"Delicious," I said, the thought turning me on and whetting my appetite.

"Like a ripe apple," Karen smiled wickedly.

"I do love forbidden fruit," I smiled before asking, "Will you cover for me if anyone is looking for me?"

"Of course," she nodded, giving me a quick kiss.

Two minutes later I was in front of Faith's house both excited and nervous. My bimbo cravings plus my own lust led the way as I opened the door and walked inside.

As I closed the door, Faith called out, "In here."

I walked in here, following the voice nervously... I mean I was walking into a Minister's house to submit sexually to his daughter... it wasn't like having sex in a church, but it was pretty damn... darn... close.

I walked into her living room and she was sitting in a chair with her legs already spread, looking adorably sexy in a schoolgirl outfit. She smiled, "Mrs. Walker! Hurray! I can't believe it's really you!"

"You didn't know I was coming over?" I asked.

"No," she said. "Just that a sexy MILF was coming over and needed her dose before the ten o'clock bell."

I glanced to the clock; it was 9:40. I walked over to her and smiled, "Faith, you look good enough to eat."

Fist fuck me first, Mrs. Walker," she ordered, surprising me near the end of a day when I didn't think there was anything left to be surprised by.

"Really?" I asked,

"Yes, shove your fist in me and fuck me," she ordered.

"Okay, if you say so," I nodded, rubbing my fingers between her pussy lips before sliding a couple fingers in, then eventually my entire fist.

There was a lot of resistance at first.

Then suddenly I was in.

"Ooooooh," she moaned. "Now pound my cunt with your fist."

"As you wish," I said, feeling exhilarated with the power.

I pumped my hand back and forth, feeling my entire hand soaked with her inner wetness.



And after a couple minutes she came from the fist fucking, which made me remember how intensely I'd come all over Kyra's fist not that many hours ago.

When I pulled out, I began licking her cum off my fingers as she stood up and said, moving over to a long stool, "Now come get your hourly dose."

I quickly moved in front of her as I lowered myself in front of a pussy, something I'd had been doing hourly all day (except for one hour when I'd been blacked by Marcus, and another hour when Joan had blown me away with her wonderful shemale cock). Now for the 9:00 hour's dose of joy juice I got to licking Faith, while also fingering her.



After a couple minutes of my savouring her teen twat, she asked, "Ever eat any asshole?"

"Can't say I have," I admitted, looking at her pussy and then her suddenly very inviting asshole, not at all opposed to the idea.

"Well, time to worship one," she smiled, looking down at me. "Welcome to All-Faith Church where supplicants such as yourself may worship all of me."

"As the all-holey Goddess wishes," I nodded, as she sat down and spread her legs.

I stared at her puckered rosebud for a minute before I extended my tongue and began licking. It was tangy and sweaty and sweet.



"Oh yes, eat my asshole," she moaned.



I probed.

I licked.

I tried to get my tongue inside.

But then she said, "I want some teacher cunt too. Let's 69 instead."

I crawled onto the low sofa and soon we were side to side. I eagerly devoured her cunt and she eagerly devoured mine.



For ten minutes we licked and fingered each other until she came for a second time and I for the first time. (Well, the first time with Faith, anyway. All told? I'd lost count.)

As we lay there both recovering from our orgasms, she said, "Mom is going to love you."

"She's involved too?" I asked, not able to fathom the minister's wife being a lesbian.

She nodded, "Oh yeah, she's a cunt addict."

"The night just keeps getting weirder and weirder," I said, as I looked at the clock: 10:02. "Shoot, I need to get back to my party."

"And I need to get to a different one," she said, helping me up.

"Thanks for the pussy dose," I said.

"Any time," she smiled.

"Is that a standing offer?" I asked.

"Definitely," she nodded.

I returned to the party and no one seemed to even notice I'd been gone... which should have hurt my feelings but didn't. The hockey game had gone to overtime, so the men were watching that.

I got myself a drink and joined one of the conversations... about the new Bachelor.

I enjoyed just visiting with people for half an hour before the cravings returned.

I decided to get my ten o'clock load the easy way... my husband.

I found him and told him to meet me in the loft upstairs in five minutes. He caught my drift and nodded.

Five minutes later, I was riding him.

"What's gotten into you today?" he asked.

"Your cock," I playfully answered. "Didn't you notice?"

"I mean you never leave a party," he said.

"I craved your cock, you sexy man," I answered, bouncing on his sexiness. "Do you have a problem with that?"

"Definitely not," he said, as I rode him.

He shot his load in my cunt just as I came... only one more cum to receive and the curse would expire.



"Well we should get back to the party," he said.

"I guess," I sighed.

"What?" he said.

"I'm just so fucking horny today," I explained. "I want you to fuck me again."

"Well, I'll need some time to recover," he said. "I'm not eighteen anymore."

"Then maybe I'll have to find some eighteen year old," I teased.

"Only if he is a she," he joked.

"You and your lesbian fantasies," I said.

"What can I say?" he shrugged, putting his dick away.

"What if I told you I may be willing?" I asked coyly.

"Now I know you're fucking with me," he said.

"Wouldn't you like to see me eat a ripe teen cunt?" I asked. "Or would you run from the room crying for your mother?"

"Oh God!" he said. "Don't tease me like that."

"Just saying," I shrugged. "I wouldn't say no if a juicy cunt were shoved in my face."

"Jasmine!" he gasped.

"Or two," I added, strolling blithely out, leaving him bewildered.

The next hour was a blast. We even played some charades until Ashley appeared out of nowhere and said, "Mom, I need you."

"You, okay?" I asked.

"Please just come to my room," she said urgently, looking upset.

She walked away and I joked to the others, "Mother duties calling."

I followed her to her room and closed the door so we could talk in private. Without a word she wrapped her arms around me and kissed me.



I was shocked.

She whispered, "Mom, I've wanted you all day but they made me wait. I'm your last dose."

"Ashley, we can't do this," I said, even as she began undressing.

"I wasn't asking you, Mom. I was telling you. Now get out of those boots," she ordered.

I obeyed, since I was still under that curse and had to, even as I protested, "But Ashley, you're my daughter, my blood."

"Who better to provide your cunt cum whenever you want some," she said, "and vice versa," as I obediently took my boots off.

"But that's incest," I pointed out, as she sat on the edge of her bed.

"Incest is best," she shrugged, before ordering, "Now come and suck on my titties."

"They are nice titties," I admired, softening, moving to her.

"I sucked on yours eighteen years ago and now you can suck on mine," she said, as I kissed her hard nipple.



"Well then it was for feeding and nutrition," I pointed out.

"And now it's for pleasure," she said, as I moved to her other nipple.

"Well, it is a pleasure," I said, cupping her breasts in my hand. "You know, my beautiful sexy daughter? I think I should rest your case and just give in, don't you?"

"Excellent decision. Now let's fuck," she said,

"Ashley, language," I jokingly scolded.

She grabbed a dildo from underneath her pillow. "I'm not cursing Mom, I'm being literal; let's fuck."

"If we're going to fuck in the future we'll need to get you a proper strap-on," I joked, as I joined her on the bed, taking off the rest of my outfit except of course for the stockings.

"That would be a great Christmas present," she agreed.

"Oh, I'll be getting you one long before then," I said, as she straddled me.

I then fucked her pussy.



Then she begged me to fuck her ass, which I did in a sweet 69:



She screamed, "Yes, Mommy!" as she flooded my face.

For my final antidote my darling daughter splattered my face.

I kept licking every drop of my daughter's sweet creamy cum... cum I would begin tasting daily from this day forward.

She rolled off me and said, "Happy Halloween, Mommy."

"This stays between us," I pointed out, as she grabbed the dildo and slid it in my cunt.

"Of course, just us two and the whole lesbian society," she smiled, beginning to fuck me.

"No, just us," I protested, incest being more extreme and taboo than anything else I'd done today.



"Oh Mom, everyone you met today has regular sex with her mother or daughter," she revealed.

"They do?' I asked, stunned one last time.

"Yes, Abigail's mother is the head of the MDSS... the Mother-Daughter Secret Society," she explained, "Their logo is two sideways interlocking V's," leaning down and licking my clit as she fucked me.

"Oh," I moaned, not knowing what else to say.

"And this weekend is their monthly mother-daughter orgy," she said, as another orgasm built inside me.

"Believe it or not, I have a prior engagement; I'm supposed to go the cheerleader retreat and eat raw-raw pussy."

"No, Mommy, that's the next weekend. We can go as each other's dates. I want to hold your hand while we get all the cheerleaders off. But this weekend since you're new, we'll get roped back to back, arms and legs, while everyone does whatever they want to us. I've seen it before and they'll drive us crazy! I can hardly wait!

"And Marcus phoned me today. The weekend after that, we've been invited to the monthly meeting of his Marcus Gang. No prizes for guessing what they want us to do, and Mommy, I hope we can hold hands again while both get triple teamed by big black dicks."

"Oh God, that sounds like too much chocolate," I moaned, both from the pleasure and the revelation of our full dance card together... although I can't imagine any women ever getting too much chocolate.

Indeed, everything had changed.

Indeed, I was a submissive lesbian slut.

And now... an incestuous lesbian slut.

And I wouldn't change a thing.

"Come give Mommy some more of your teen twat sweetheart," I demanded, as she straddled my face again.



THE END
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