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Oops! I Accidentally Turned My Classmate Into A Bimbo

“Oh don’t worry sweetie,” Sandra giggled to me as I left the front door of our family home, heading off to university, “I’ll ring in and make something up about these two.” 

The weekend had gotten a bit crazy. Since turning Sarah into my sex slave she’d moved out of her student accommodation and had moved in with me and the rest of my conquered family. 

Getting them on board wasn’t very difficult when I could just warp their minds to follow my will. 

With three beautiful horny girls at home and a full weekend with nothing else planned those two days become one long sex session. We exhausted every position we knew, several more we looked up on the internet and most of all our bodies as well. 

While I was fine on the Monday and the experienced Sandra, former slut to my father, was also back on her feet both Becky and Sarah had pushed themselves too far and were still recovering. 

Who knew that the line won’t walk tomorrow could actually be applied literally. Even if I told them they were fine to go into university I don’t think their bodies would be physically up to the task, that’s how exhausted they were. 

“Have fun at university,” my step-mom said as she waved me off at the door like a good sex slave of a parent. She didn’t have the gift I did to warp minds so I’d simply have to try my best. 

With Sarah staying at home there would be nobody at university to milk out my lust if I happened to get hard while I was out; the two of us had been doing it everyday in university ever since the two of us hooked up together, finding hidden locations to grind our bodies together in the perverse art of sex. Luckily for me after a weekend like that there was no way that my little guy was going to be showing any life. 

Sandra leaned over before I could leave and pressed a sloppy kiss onto my lips, her tongue pressing into my mouth and swirling around, mixing out drool together as our tongues danced an embrace. Didn’t she know the neighbours could be peeking? 

Slowly we drew apart, finally letting me breath fresh air once again. If that didn’t get me hard then it looked as if I was in the clear after all. 

Not having to worry about any pesky erections or any love struck hypnotized women attached to my arm, it was a chance to once again live that normal life which I had been enjoying before my eighteenth birthday came ahead and gave me the power to warp others to my will. I’d already freely used it on three different women and turned them all into my sex slaves but at least I was finally satisfied and could go back to concentrating on my work. 

That was my plan anyway but when you have three beautiful women waiting for you at home, eager to do everything you tell them and unable to resist, it’s hard to think about anything else; especially when you’re coming off the back of a two day sex marathon. My mind was wandering to places away from my education. Was the subject always this boring? All numbers and figures and data. It was a miracle me and Sarah had actually managed to finish our joint assignment with all the screwing we were doing. 

I yawned to myself, perhaps showing some of the effects of using up all my energy to drill myself into three obedient, sexy, women or simply showing how boring the course actually was. 

It wouldn’t be like I was the first person to be bored rigid by a university lecturer, half the class were probably on the verge of sleep and the other half were probably already sleeping. The only thing this lesson had which kept most interested was the teacher. 

Hayley Fletcher was one of those kind of teachers, the kind that all the students fancied. She was the kind who high school children first thought about while they were discovering how parts of their bodies worked and every other boy in university claimed that he could get with if he tried. 

She was a gorgeous redhead with pale skin that went well with her fiery locks of ginger hair. Her lips drew focus by being painted in a vivid shade of red, eyes framed with black rimmed glasses while her cheeks were permanently blushed. 

Her outfits were never provocative, at most she’d show some cleavage but that didn’t matter to the guys. Everyone could see that she had a naturally curvaceous form that some stingy teaching attire was unable to hide. Her chest was big and plentiful and if she bent down to pick something up her large ass would firmly present itself. 

While I had an interest in women before it was simply a desire in the back of my mind, I was somebody who could appreciate but had more important things on my mind. Recently my priority had switched however and it seemed my ordinary life may had gone ahead and taken a backstep to the shape of the female form. I wasn’t admiring Miss. Fletcher like she was some form of art, I was inspecting her like a predator. 

My thoughts of my harem back home, what I’d done to them and could do to them slowly wandered onto a different path, considering the things I could do to a class treasure like Miss. 

Fletcher. 

All the boys in the class wanted her but none of them could have her, or that’s how it was in my mind. But if I wanted her then it would be so easy for me to claim her, I wouldn’t even need to break a sweat. I could make her do anything I wanted and it would be no harder than opening my mouth and letting my thoughts flow from my lips, because that was all it took. 

I believed I was a man satisfied with a two day marathon of raunch until sex once again became the dominant thought in my mind and I felt a stir down between my loins. It was impossible surely, after all that how could I be ready to go again? Becky and Sarah could not walk and I was starting to get hard once more? It was bordering on the stuff of fantasy. 

Of all the things that were getting me excited it wasn’t the thought about my sex, well trained, lactation step-mother who was waiting for me at home, who would use me as her flesh dildo. 

It was not for my sexy, cheerleading step-sister who I had introduced to the world of sex and now continued to keep trapped in a taboo world. 

And it was not my former classmate now turned obsessed lover who moved into my house just so she could be closer to me to satisfy my desires. 

No my thoughts were on my teacher, drolling on with her lesson and how much I’d prefer to see her undressed, on her knees before me. I’d never fantasized about using my powers on another before this, I’d always been a person of principle who didn’t want to use his powers; even my father had warned me against it. But doing it three times already had already felt amazing, deep down I knew I craved to do it a fourth time and I’d already found my ideal target. 

“Okay that’s all for today. I’ll see you all next week and make sure you all pick up a copy of this book! It’s a good read for this course!” Miss. Fletcher called out to the class, her final words being covered by the sound of students jumping to their feet, eager to leave the classroom and rush off to do other things. I on the other hand made my way straight towards her. 

“Excuse me miss,” I said as I pushed my way through a group leaving the room to get to the front of her desk, “I was wondering if you could help me.” 

“Of course. What seems to be the problem?” 

I’d been planning my offensive ever since I left my seat and made my way down the aisle towards her. I smiled innocently, hiding my dark intentions within. 

“You need to show me somewhere private we can be alone, where nobody will interrupt us.” 

“Okay, follow me,” she said as she rose up from her seat and started to walk off in front of me. 

This was just perfect. Little did she know that shortly she was going to belong to me. 

“Here we are,” she said to me as she unlocked the door to her office and walked on inside, 

“Make yourself at home.” 

I wasn’t sure if every teacher had an office of their own but it sure seemed like it. These places where everywhere. Small cosy rooms with a desk, a computer and places to store files and paperwork and the sort of stuff professor’s probably needed. 

“You need to lock the door behind us,” I reminded her as I wandered in past her, just making sure that we’d get the privacy we fully needed. The glass on her door was frosted as well, completely perfect. 

Hayley strutted across her office and took a seat behind her desk, allowing me to take the less cosy option on the other side. 

“So what seems to be the issue?” she asked me like the good concerned teacher she was. I’d already been planning this in my head, time to put it to use. 

“You will treat everything I say like it is a genuine and serious problem a teacher like you needs to help with.” 

Even though I’d done a lot of testing to make sure my power was the real thing and to see what might trigger it I hadn’t done much research into how I could use it in an exploitative manner or anything like that. I was still trying to see just what I could truly do. 

“Of course,” Hayley replied to me, “What are you trying to say?” 

I  unzipped the front of my jeans and reached down within to fish out my thick, meaty, hard cock. 

“I got hard thinking you in class but my school slut isn’t in today which means I don’t have anyone to relieve me of this boner I got.” 

Miss. Fletcher leaned in closer to me, adjusting her dark rimmed glasses as she quickly inspected my freed shaft which I swayed slightly in my hands, shaking my firmness from side to side. 

“That’s certainly a big issue you have there. What would you like me to do about it?” 

“You’re a teacher,” I reminded her, “You need to take care of this for me.” 

“Of course, let me help.” She nodded as she pressed her hands down under her sweater vest and pulled it up over her head, peeling the fabric from her body. 

“W-what are you doing?” Taking off her vest? I didn’t tell her to do that, I didn’t really understand until she got down onto her knees in front of me, unbuttoning the middle of her shirt and slipping my cock into the now opened segment of her top. I moaned out, fingers grasping firmly into the arms of my chair as my girthy meat was squeezed up into her cleavage from below. 

“My old boyfriend used to enjoy me taking care of him like this. I’m sure the results will be the same for you.” 

Despite having three beautiful women at home I hadn’t actually experimented with boobjobs yet; this was the first time I was having my cock sandwiched between a soft pair of breasts, Hayley pressing her hands into either side of her tits to keep them squeezed down nice and tight on my

cock as she rocked her body up and down, rubbing into my manhood. 

Being stroked like this, grasped in her large tits, it was such a wonderful experience. I held my head back and moaned out lustfully as the head of my cock tented up into her shirt, letting me see the large member peeking out from her fat bosom. 

My pre was milked out and along with forming a wet patch into the fabric of her top also dripped down and lubed up her rack, making it easier for her to quickly jerk my member off between her wonderfully soft tits. 

“Is it working?” she asked as she looked up to me. I’d never really considered if I was one of those guys who liked glasses but looking down at my sexy professor I guess I was. 

I nodded as my fingers remained grasping into the arms of my seat, “Oh yeah, it’s working. Just keep doing it, I’m getting close.” 

She did just as I told her, as I would expect. She rolled her chest up and down, showing all the expertise of a woman who had done this plenty of times. She was on the better side of thirty, young for a teacher, but she did say she’d done this with her previous boyfriend. Luckily for her I’d be filling that void of hers. 

I felt my orgasm coming, racing through my throbbing cock as I gritted my teeth and braced in pleasure, the hot spray shooting through my length and rushing out, spraying my ropes of hot seed out into her shirt, making a thick wet patch which plastered into the thin fabric. The more adventurous ropes managed to slip free and jumped up draping ropes onto her chin. 

Hayley brushed her thumb along her chin, brushing it into the thick white jelly hanging from her skin. 

“Well that takes care of that.” 

She rolled her body upwards and slipped my manhood out of her shirt but to her surprise my manhood didn’t simply flop down, spent and unable to go again. It remained firm and hard, standing tall with a lust unsatisfied. 

“What? How can you still be hard?” Her voice showed those hints of confusion. Her ex must never have lasted more than one round after being wrapped up in her chest. 

“This is normal for me,” I confessed, my desires not yet fully sated. I still had more to give. 

“There is no way I’ll be able to manage if I remain like this.” 

Miss. Fletcher nodded, unbuttoning her shirt completely to give me a proper look at her chest, barely contained within a bra which had been stained with the seed I had sprayed all over her bosom. 

“Then I guess we’ll have to go ahead and do it again.” 

“But there is no way I could be satisfied by your tits twice in a row. I need something more.” 

She thought for a few seconds, pushing her glasses up the bridge of her nose, leaving a small cummy fingerprint. 

“I could always give you a blowjob.” 

As appealing as that seemed she needed to know the proper order of things. When a woman gets

a man off once and he still needs more it’s rude to offer him anything less than your pussy. 

Knowing this I couldn’t control myself, pushing her down into the carpeted floor of her office with me on top of her. 

“No. When I ask for more you must offer me your pussy, no exceptions. Now do it.” 

I un-handed her shoulders and pulled away from her slightly, just to see what she’d do, Hayley moaning as her legs spread apart. 

“Here, use my pussy to relieve yourself.” 

Shaking my head I complained, “Not good enough. For one I can’t see your pussy at all in those jeans. Two you need to make it sexier. When begging you need to act like the sluttiest, most desperate, cock hungry bimbo possible. Now beg for my cock.” 

Her little mind looked like it was going into overdrive as she quickly grasped at her belt and pulled it open, starting to wiggle around of her jeans with an obvious need to unstrip faster than usual. She was practically ripping the clothes off of her body. 

Finally managing to get down to just her panties she panted like a bitch in heat and spread her legs apart, sliding the fabric away to expose her dripping slit. 

“Please,” she begged me, “Please take your huge cock and stare up my pussy. I need you to relieve all of your stress into my slutty teacher snatch. Fill me up with so much cum it’ll be dripping out me in my lecturers, make sure my body will be unable to forget the taste of your fat dick.” 

Was Miss. Fletcher a pornstar before she became a professor? Those were the kind of lines that would make a stripper blush. As for me it was just turning me on. I was getting it offered to me, how could I not take it? 

I mounted my professor as she spread her legs and showed her dripping pussy to me, my fat cockhead kissing into her juicy plump lips. 

“I need this so bad,” I moaned down as my head was teased in her slurping cunt lips, “And so do you. After I’m done with you my cock will be the most important thing in your life.” 

It wasn’t simply enough to sample the taste of this woman, I had to make her mind as well. I had the power to warp minds and I could use it as I wished. It would be a waste to not use it in the ways my body desired. I could have any women I set my eyes upon. 

Needing to claim her I buried my cock deep within her wet snatch and began to drill in and out with powerful thrusts of my hips, keeping her body pinned beneath me as I pumped my length deep within her honeypot. Hayley’s body squirmed along the carpet, her back arching upwards slightly as her hands pushed back and dragged through the soft floor, nails dragging its way through the fabric trying to grip hold of something. 

“Oh my god you’re so big,” my professor moaned as she was rocked forward and back along my lap. “How can you be so good at this? None of my old boyfriends ever made me feel anything like this!” 

“Don’t compare me to them! Don’t compare me to any other man. I am not just any man, I am your everything. Your mind and body belong to me.” 

Her face turned from one that was locked in blissful pleasure into a face which had been taken into the very heights of heaven as I reshaped her insides to personally accommodate my length as its perfect match. 

Hayley’s hands changed from dragging through the carpet to latching down across my upper back, nails scraping along my skin as she attempted to cling to me as I pounded my throbbing manhood deep into her dripping love tunnel. Her legs rose up to cling around my lower back as my hips thrusted to drill my length down and deep into her body, feeding her the drug her body needed so very badly. 

“Yes!” she cried out as her face was wrapped up in total pleasure, “Yes you’re perfect! I can’t think about anything but you right now! Stir me up, stir me up with your big, fat, cock. Make this slutty teacher a slave to your manhood!” 

Her adult movie cries of pleasure only drove me on to continue drilling my thickness down into her squeezing tunnel of wetness and dripping juices. I could feel my length pulsing as the tightness was threatening to milk me of all my thick seed, but luckily I was happy to oblige her. 

“When I’m done with you,” I growled, “Once I spray my cum into your slutty body you will become my property. You will become my woman.” 

“Yes yes!” her cries echoed around the room. It wouldn’t be a surprise if some other teachers came to check on the noise she was making. “Yes fill me, make me your woman, make me yours!” 

Right now I was in no state to deny her as I buried myself down to the hilt in her juicy twat and began to unload my hot sprays of cum, letting it explode deep within her body, painting her tight, juicy, velvet soft walls in a thick coating of my thick, juicy, seed. More and more just kept on pumping from my twitching manhood; I wasn’t sure if it was ever going to end. 

Finally the last of my cum drained out of my length and I could pull back from her flooded pussy with the satisfaction of a conquest made. 

Her carpet was stained as a thick glob of white came pouring out of her overfilled mound, my juices leaking down into the floor to leave my mark and my scent in her domain, not just in her body. 

She slowly staggered to her feet and leaned over her desk to get some tissues but looking up and seeing the sight of her pale ass shaking from side to side, and the cum simply gushing out of her pussy, spreading down her inner thighs, it kept my beast ready for more feasting. 

I caught her off guard with a firm slap to the ass as I gripped my powerful fingers down and held her firmly in place. My thumbs spread her cheeks apart and exposed her tight asshole, the star slightly parted by my grip. Still not fully satisfied with all the attention I’d received I kissed her ring with my cum dripping head and pushed inside, letting my juice covered cock bury into her behind. 

“Ah!” she cried out, her body nearly collapsing onto her desk, “I’ve never done it in this whole before.” 

“But it feels amazing. It feels amazing. Doesn’t it? Say it.” 

One of my hands flung forward to wrap into her hair, twisting it up in my hand and pulling back

as I began to pound into her ass like a feral creature, slapping our bodies together with a loud clap which echoed the room, her cheeks being stained red, as I went to town on her tight little hole. 

“Yes! Yes it feels amazing! Your cock feels so good in my ass!” 

Her moaning cries only spurred me to move faster and faster, fucking her over her own desk as she was balanced up onto the tips of her toes, being controlled by the movements of my eager body, needing to rut once more. The amount of sex I was having with my harem must have been making me insatiable. Before I got with Sandra I wasn’t anything like a sex freak but now I was practically an addict. 

Miss. Fletcher’s unused asshole was so tight, so much tighter than her pussy. There was no way I was going to be able to last long with it coiled around me, clinging to me like a sexual vice, lusting for my cockmilk. I gritted my teeth together firmly, growling into the air, as I tried to last for longer but I could feel my body surging to release. I simply couldn’t resist. 

“I’m cumming again,” I cried to her, moving my hands onto her shoulders and pinning her down into the desk as I buried to the very limits of what I could reach. 

My body shuddered in place as the orgasm rushed through my body and exploded into her tight hole, filling it up with yet another thick load of cum. It was the third time I’d came in a short amount of time but the quantity wasn’t decreasing, there was still enough to flood her insides white. 

At last though my lust was sated and I could slip from her body without needing to jump back onto her, allowing her to collapse over her desk. 

I fell back into a chair, the one she’d been sitting in earlier, to allow myself some time to rest. 

That was it, there was no going back. Miss. Hayley Fletcher now belonged to me, she was now the fourth women in my harem. 

“Hey Hayley, do you live alone?” 

“Y-yeah,” she managed to pant out weakly, “Why do you ask?” 

“Not anymore, you’re moving in with me and my harem. You are its newest member.” As I grinned from ear to ear another thought crossed my mind about how else my powers could come in handy. “And while we’re here, I’d like to talk about my grades.” 

For so long I considered the power to warp minds as a curse but finally I’d seen the light. It was a gift, I’d been blessed and it was my duty to make sure this power didn’t go to waste. 
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If you enjoy my latest read then why not check out some of my other bimbofication works? 
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Who Wants To Be A Bimbo? 
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And be sure to check out my full catalogue for more of my work. 



Document Outline


	Beginning






cover.jpg
| Aré(;“e d Myl
iea

c.her In{o &

i v
Sasha SEf






index-1_1.jpg
A all

‘f'
TUYV\ ed ‘  '_';
e aCheY In{9 A






