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   Bimbo In Training
 
    
 
   Tiffany came up to the house slowly, as if approaching a sleeping predator. None of the stories she’d heard about the woman in the pink house let her to believe she’d be in any danger, but the step she was about to take was more than enough to fill her young heart with trepidation… the step from fantasy to reality.
 
   She had a fetish, and had since practically the moment she’d discovered sex: Tiffany wanted to be a bimbo. While other girls were studying and doing sports, she’d be inside finding the best way to stuff her bra, or get her make-up just shy of too thick. Whereas other teens were smuggling alcohol and other such contraband, Tiffany was hoping her mother wouldn’t find the tiny, pink g-string she kept stashed away for when she was feeling really naughty.
 
   There were problems though. She found that no matter how much she wanted to be a bimbo, or dressed up like one, she could never fully let herself get into the role. She was too smart, too hard working to start failing classes and fooling around all the time, and even attempts at acting like a bimbo made her too shy and self conscious to pull it off.
 
   It was driving her nuts, especially the fact that her eighteenth birthday had just come and gone, and she’d made no progress at all… Well, besides collecting several terabytes worth of videos of dumb looking blondes fucking, sucking and touching themselves. Every night the teen would slip on her little thong, put her hair up in pigtails, carefully do her make-up and then start browsing the internet. Rubbing her tight, bare little slit, she’d look for any and all new material, anything to scratch her itch.
 
   Hours upon hours she’d watch, holding back her orgasm to make sure she was horny and wet as she could be all night long. As the night became late, and her thoughts became sluggish from mental exhaustion, she’d pick a video from her collection. Nearly drooling with lust, her thoughts as close to her bimbo ideal as she could get them, she’d get herself off; often sucking on the handle of her hairbrush to really hammer home the effect.
 
   It was one of these nights that she discovered something, or rather someone special. It was an ad on a message board she frequented, and it was too good to be true. Tiffany drooled over the single pic of the woman who posted it, her tits round and buoyant, but it was the message that really made her slender body flush with want.
 
    
 
   ----The Bimbo Network, Now OPEN!----
 
    
 
   Girls, are you tired of trying to pretend you’re something you’re not? Do you wanna just strip off your clothes, squeeze your great big boobies and just giggle as you ride a fat cock? Is all that thinking making it hard to be the dirty, slutty bimbo you’ve always dreamed of being? We can help!
 
   The Bimbo Network understands that it can be a little hard to figure out things sometimes, and sometimes that thing is even how to become a proper bimbo! That’s why we’ve gathered together some of the best, easiest, bubbliest bimbos in cities all over the world to help all you frustrated girls achieve your true potential. More info below!
 
    
 
   Tiffany almost gave an excited shout when she saw there was a local member of the network, before reality hit her in the face. There was no way this wasn’t a scam of some kind… and even if it were somehow real, was she really ready for it? What would all her friend’s say, her family, when they found out the shy, introverted girl wanted nothing more than to mince about, her tits jiggling and on display, giggling and eager to be used…
 
   Her mother Suzanne would flip, she knew that already. The one time she had accidentally left a window open on her computer, and it showed a simple lingerie ad, her mother had thrown a fit and literally cancelled the house internet for a month. Thankfully her mother’s boyfriend Hank had interceded on her behalf, though Tiffany was sure the gesture was far from altruistic.
 
   More than once she’d stumbled on Hank jerking off to porn on the computer in the family room, and even more than that she’d felt his eyes roaming her body. Admittedly, she hadn’t exactly told him not to, and it often made her body tingle just incredibly every time. And sure, a few times she’d cracked her door and rubbed her pussy while she watched him get off. She couldn’t help it… the way he looked at her, wanted her made her feel like the bimbo she wanted to be, and goddamn did it make her hot.
 
   In fact, just thinking of how he’d react to her with big, juicy bimbo lips, and massive, eye-grabbing titties, and her wet, waiting holes… She shuddered at the mere fantasy of it. It wasn’t that she wanted him to cheat on her mom, but in her mind it was alright. A bimbo is meant to be fucked and set aside, and Tiffany loved the idea of him using her whenever.
 
   As it was, it didn’t take long for her to seriously consider it all… She’d been fantasizing about it so long, taking little half-steps and working so hard to convince herself that it was hard to even think of the possible complications of it; and that was assuming this ‘Bimbo Network’ was legit.
 
   Deciding to at least look into it, she punched in the lady’s address into her search bar. She figured she could at least see if the house looked like something out of a horror story, or a cop show. Checking out the street view, she was treated with the image of a pristine pink house, with masterfully tended rose gardens and a well-trimmed yard… and a little something else.
 
   On her knees, her head blurred but clearly visible against the mailman’s crotch, was the most blatant bimbo Tiffany had ever seen. Tight pink yoga pants barely covered a perfectly formed bubble butt, with an almost invisibly thin g-string peeking out of the back. While her back was turned to the camera, Tiffany could even see the woman’s tits were bare… the massive, round things could be seen on either side of her otherwise petite frame. 
 
   The teen couldn’t take her eyes off the scene, not even as she tugged up her own tight shirt and began teasing her puffy nipples. Eyes on the woman she hoped would be her new mentor, Tiffany started to masturbate, her mind filling with the dumb, busty blonde she desperately wanted to become.
 
   ***
 
   Tiffany knocked on the door, her heart beating madly and her shorts nearly soaked through already. Underneath them, she was wearing her little pink thong, grateful her mother hadn’t noticed as she sprinted out the door. Hank had though… She made sure to walk slowly past the office door after she heard him typing away. Though she didn’t look in, she could feel his eyes on her as she sauntered by, her tiny shorts pulled up just a little too tightly.
 
   Now though, standing on the porch of the bimbo’s house, she felt foolish and exposed. Anyone on the street could see her, and she’d discovered from a few quick internet searches that the house was somewhat infamous. Trying to keep facing the door, her ass felt practically bare with the way her shorts clung to her. It all felt like too big a step, with too many consequences, and she turned to run away as fast as she could; which is exactly when the door opened.
 
   Back to the house, Tiffany’s first impression of the woman was the scent. Perfume washed over the teen, thick and heady. For a moment she just stood there frozen, her nose bombarded with the scent of bubblegum and sex. It actually made her feel a bit relieved, in a way… It made it hard to catch the scent of her own wet slit.
 
   “Oh. My. God. You’re adorable!!! Turn around and lemme get a look at you, cutie!”
 
   The voice was high-pitched and sugary sweet, sounding like a cross between a little girl and a pornstar. Tiffany did what she was told and slowly faced the perky woman, and she couldn’t help but gasp as she took in the sight.
 
   The picture didn’t do her justice in the slightest, especially since Tiffany hadn’t been able to see the woman’s perfect, jiggling tits. Barely contained by a brightly colored tube top, the bimbo’s tits were almost aggressively large and bouncy. Her nipples could be plainly seen tenting the thin fabric, making it almost look like her top had been painted on.
 
   “You don’t gotta stop or nothin’, but if you keep staring, I’m gonna prob’ly start to play a bit. I get kinda horny when people watch me,” the woman said with a giggle. 
 
   Tiffany fully believed her. Already she could see the gorgeous woman’s cheeks had started to flush, and she was randomly licking her thick, pouty lips. Looking up very reluctantly, the teen mumbled an apology.
 
   “Awww, that’s okay sweetie! It’s what they’re there for! I just thought you mighta been here for the net-thingy, is all, and when I get all horny, I never get like, anything done at all! Anyway, come inside, I’m Christi!”
 
   “I’m Tiffany, I’m here to see you about-“ she was cut off as the woman turned and jiggled into the house.
 
   Tiffany let herself be led inside, her eyes following the slow wobble of Christi’s ass. Unlike the picture, this time the woman was wearing a short, tight skirt, and every step caused a little bit more skin to be shown.
 
   The slutty woman led the two of them to what Tiffany thought must be the living room. The couch was wide and fluffy, seeming to be almost half-bed. Above it hung a large, fully nude picture of Christi wrapping her tits around a thick, bulging erection. The teen gasped, unable to take her eyes away. The sound caused Christi to turn around and giggle.
 
   “Like it, Tiffy? It was a gift from one of my playmates. When you’re a bimbo, you get lotsa presents!” the woman said with a titter, planting her plush ass on the puffy couch. Winking over to Tiffany, she patted next to her. “Come on and sit down, cutie! I don’t bite, I lick…”
 
   The teen’s blush deepened as she sat down next to the gorgeous woman, the supple cushions sinking in and bringing them closer together. When their legs touched briefly, Tiffany gave out a little involuntary squeak, causing Christi to giggle cutely.
 
   “Oh sweetie, you don’t gotta be shy around me! Would it help if I got all naked and stuff?” Without waiting for an answer, the bubbly blonde began peeling off her top quickly.
 
   “No! No, that’s f-fine!” Tiffany blurted out, though her eyes locked on the woman’s stiff, perky nipples immediately.
 
   “Awww, well you’re no fun… So if you’re not here to play…” She wrinkled her brow, gently nibbling on the tip of her finger as she visibly fought to think. All of a sudden she let out a whoop of glee, grabbing up Tiffany in a warm, cushy hug. “You wanna be a bimbo too, don’tcha?!”
 
   Tiffany found it incredibly hard to think with the woman’s two massive breasts pressing warmly against her body, especially when she realized Christi hadn’t pulled her shirt back on yet.
 
   “I-I…. Um… yes. I want to be a bimbo, but I can’t do it.” For the first time since arriving, Tiffany felt her self-consciousness slip away a bit, under the embarrassment of failure and the strange salve of being able to finally tell someone about her fantasy.
 
   “Awww, honey… Anyone can be a bimbo, even a total dummy can do it!” The hug turned from excited to supportive remarkably quick, and Tiffany found herself actually returning the gesture. “I’m gonna help you, I promise! You’re gonna be the bestest, bustiest, bubbliest bimbo there ever was!”
 
   Tiffany smiled, cradling her head against the sexy woman as they embraced. Whether from the relief that came with confession, or just the blunt, easy going way the bimbo had taken her in, she could feel a strange sort of affection growing for her slutty host.
 
   The busty woman pulled away gently, giggling as her long blonde hair became tangled in Tiffany’s medium, brunette locks. “Alrighty, so first things first… Get naked!”
 
   Tiffany shrunk back on the couch, once more feeling that same crippling shyness as before. It wasn’t as though she didn’t want to just strip down and do whatever her dribbling little slit told her to do, but she just couldn’t seem to get past it.
 
   “I’m sorry… I-I can’t do it… I’m-“ she couldn’t finish, as her voice had began to crack with emotion. She was simply too frustrated with herself, too saddened by her limits to even continue to speak. Thankfully, she didn’t have to. Patting her kindly on the shoulder, Christi went over to her conspicuously empty bookshelf and brought back a brightly colored photo album. Setting it on the table in front of them, she opened it slowly and pointed at the very first picture.
 
   It was a girl, one who looked very much like Tiffany even. Flat chested, eyes downcast, her shoulders slumped, it was easy to see this girl didn’t like getting her picture taken in the slightest. Tiffany was about to ask what this stranger had to do with anything when she read the name underneath the photo: Christine Flemming.
 
   “No way… that can’t be… how?” she mumbled to herself in awe. Christi merely smiled, batting her dim, ditzy eyes before turning the page again.
 
   This one showed the same girl, only there was something about how she held herself, as if she no longer cared if people looked, or stared. The next page had the girl in a low-cut halter top, apparently happy to show off her miniscule goods. Page after page went by, and it was almost as if Tiffany was watching the woman change in real-time from a tomboyish, shy teenager, into a top-heavy living fucktoy.
 
   “I used to be all shy and stuff, and I was really super smart, but I hated it. No one wanted to look at me, and when they did, I was totally bashful. I wanted to be a bimbo soooo bad, but my stupid smart brain wouldn’t let me. So I made some things that made me all dumb, and slutty and fun, and ohmigod it feels so good!”
 
   “Wait…” Tiffany paused, dubious despite the photographic evidence in front of her. “You’re telling me you invented something that’ll make you dumber, and even made your ti- breasts grow? That’s impossible! I mean, something like that would’ve taken years to make with who knows how many dedicated scientists, and from what I see, you made it when you were not much older than I am. I just can’t believe that. I want to, but I can’t.”
 
   She got up and was about to leave when Tiffany turned to the last part of the photo album, and it was filled with newspaper clippings, awards, and lastly, a blueprint. The clippings told of this genius girl who had gotten her doctorate before most people hit puberty. A girl who had won so many scientific awards and certificates that the were nearly spilling out of the back of the album.
 
   Seeing Tiffany’s eyes widen slowly, Christi’s smile grew. “Wanna see it?”
 
   ***
 
   The lab was as unlike the rest of the house as Christi was unlike Christine Flemming. Scattered documents covered in scientific scrawl coated numerous desks and even the walls, but despite the clutter, the machine was plainly visible. Tall and thin, it looked almost like one of those salon chairs, glass dome and all.
 
   “This is the thingy… It doesn’t work all at once or nothin’, and you gotta kinda help it along, but it works.”
 
   Tiffany walked slowly towards it, almost reverently. “What do you mean, help it along?”
 
   Christi shrugged. “I don’t really remember, but old boring me left a tape to watch, for anyone who wanted to be a bimbo too. Here.”
 
   She picked up a remote control and aimed it at a television mounted on the wall. Nothing happened when she pressed the button, so she pressed it harder, stomping her foot in minute rage. Scratching her head, she passed the thing to Tiffany, who giggled despite herself. On the remote, all the buttons were either covered up or cut out, with one bright red one left. Next to it, written on a piece of frayed masking tape were the words “PUSH THIS ONE, DUMMY”.
 
   For a moment she couldn’t figure out how even someone as dumb as Christi could’ve messed it up, and then she realized the blonde had the thing backwards, aiming at her tits rather than the screen. Correcting the issue, she brought the TV to life. The video showed Christine, her slender frame looking extra petite in her lab coat. Coughing a couple of times and looking around nervously, the young woman began to talk.
 
   “So um… It’s hard to say, but as far back as I can remember, I’ve wanted to be… different. By which I don’t mean “super-genius teen prodigy” different. I mean… Well, I mean slutty different. I, Christine Flemming, want to be a bimbo.”
 
   Tiffany watched as the girl on the screen blushed, but also looked really happy about her confession… much like she had.
 
   “I want to be dumb… like, ‘find it hard to count past ten’ dumb. I want to look on in awe as some hunky guy or sexy girl tells me the most mundane information, because it’s so beyond me. I want my bre-… I want my titties to be huge; improbably, inhumanly large. I want to have curves, and thick, cocksucking lips, and I just wanna fuck and fuck and… ahem.”
 
   The girl on the screen had become less shy by the second, and by the time she was done she was shamelessly tugging on her nipples. Tiffany nearly joined her, before becoming too self conscious, but as she looked over at Christi, she realized she was the only one holding back.
 
   The bimbo was leaning against one of the desks, legs spread and top still up. She was pinching each of her fat teats in between her manicured fingers, rolling the rubbery nubs as she watched the video. Still unable to truly let go, Tiffany reluctantly went back to watching as well.
 
   “As you can tell, viewer, I have already taken some steps toward that goal. The machine in this room is entirely of my own design, built for a single purpose: To turn an otherwise intelligent, average bodied girl into a dumb, giggling fucktoy with simply fantastic tits.”
 
   The scent of feminine musk filled the room. Tiffany turned to find Christi had pulled up her tiny little skirt and was eagerly rubbing her swollen clit. So lost in the insanity of the afternoon so far, the teen didn’t even flinch this time, instead just loving the naughty way her own bare pussy rubbed against her tight little thong as she squeezed her thighs together.
 
   “The machine doesn’t take effect immediately, and it’s wholly driven by intent. It’s designed to simply not work on someone who doesn’t share my… unique ambitions. To that end, the only way to truly enact the changes brought on by this machine would be to ‘give in’ or really lose oneself in the sensations. I’ve only used it once thus far, but as you can see, my inhibitions are already faltering rapidly, and I believe it’s only a matter of time before I lose any sense of timidity or modesty. “
 
   The tape flashed out a moment, the pause giving Tiffany a chance to adjust her soaked shorts. As her fingers reached the twin mounds her puffy lips had made, she couldn’t resist slowly sliding a single digit down between them. The sensation that bubbled up from between her legs was mind-blowing, and she couldn’t stifle her moan fast enough. Quickly pulling her hands away, she glanced over at Christi to see if the woman heard, but the bimbo was very preoccupied with her own enjoyment to notice.
 
   While Tiffany cringed, and also tried to talk herself into touching herself again, the video flickered back on. This time, Christine was wearing significantly less clothing than before. She was still wearing her lab coat, but underneath it was a tank top, and tight pair of bike shorts that were almost identical to Tiffany’s.
 
   “The second use of the machine was designed to help promote arousal in the subject…. And I have to say, I am so fucking horny right now. Earlier today, I cornered my gardener and rode his cock for the better part of an hour, and it felt fantastic. I came roughly three times more than he did, which I think may have frightened him a bit. I don’t know if he’ll be back or not, but after I sucked off a random jogger, gave a hand job to the delivery man, and licked the pussy of my next door neighbor, I don’t think I’ll be lacking for eager partners.”
 
   Christine shuddered a moment, and Tiffany could tell it took all the woman had not to fuck herself right then and there. The teen knew the feeling all too well, only she was struggling from the other end of the spectrum.
 
   “Like the first dose of the machine, the effect and efficiency of changes brought on by the second dose are based on how the subject reacts. An example… Earlier this morning, the thought of kissing, much less performing cunnilingus on another woman was an incredibly unappealing thought. After a long bout of really intense masturbation, coupled with a few random sexual encounters, I’ve become significantly more flexible in my carnal interests. I believe that within a very short amount of time, I should be bereft of limits in what my body and mind are willing to do for sexual gratification.”
 
   Christine gave in to her urges, shoving a hand down the front of her elastic shorts with a grunt of nearly animal need. As she began fucking herself, her other hand raised with a very familiar remote control in it, and within moments the screen went dark again.
 
   Having steadily rubbed her thighs together for the entire last segment, Tiffany’s nubile body ached for release. She had snuck one hand behind her, and was groping at her pert ass, her mind growing hazy from sheer need. By the time the video started again, she was quietly rubbing her clit through her shorts once more, her eyes flicking rapidly between the video, and Christi’s panting, half nude form.
 
   “The gardener came back,” said Christine triumphantly. “And believe me, the fucking stud was glad he did. I mean, look at these fucking tits!” 
 
   Topless, and apparently happily so, the newly curvy Christine cradled the second biggest pair of tits Tiffany had ever seen in her young life, with the grand prize winner barely standing nearby. The sight of real, visible proof that even a girl as flat chested as Christine had been could become so busty was too much for the teen. Without a shred of apprehension, she shoved her hand down her shorts and stroked her hot little pussy, her mind overcome with the idea that her fantasy could actually be fulfilled.
 
   “They’re just so big, and they feel… oh my god, you have no idea. F-for scientific purposes, I’ve catalogued some of the peculiarities of my new body. For instance, the sheer gravity defiance of these babies!”
 
   She shook about a bit, obviously enjoying the sensations pulsing out from her bust. They stuck out, impossibly perky, and the young woman showed no signs of discomfort over what would be extremely uncomfortable for anyone else.
 
   “The machine… the formulas… Better than planned…” Christine panted, her hands roaming her new assets eagerly. “Zero back pain, no discomfort, and though they’re heavy, I haven’t felt the slightest loss of balance… And they’re not all that’s changed.”
 
   Hopping back onto the desk behind her, the young scientist spread her legs wide, immediately dripping down onto the cold metal. “I’m constantly wet and ready, and no matter how large my lover, I’m always tight… and it’s not just my pussy. I’ve taken two men, just this afternoon, and it… oh, fuck!”
 
   The girl started to shudder, the twin fingers she had slid up her asshole in way of demonstration, combined with the other three fingers she had in her soaking wet sex were apparently too much for her overactive senses. Tiffany began to tense and tighten as she watched the slutty girl on the video rock and moan shamelessly in orgasm before mindlessly licking her fingers clean.
 
   “This is the last step I take before the final mental changes. The machine is set so that I can back out if I want to. It wouldn’t be quick, and it wouldn’t be easy shucking off the alterations, both mental and physical, but it’s possible…”
 
   Christine sighed, looking down at her new body, and then just at her hands. She appeared to be fighting with herself, but only briefly.
 
   “I’m not turning back. I finally have what I want, or rather, I have enough of what I want to know that I want more. I’ve come too far to go back. Plus,” she said with a smirk, “it’d be a bitch to try and explain to the gardener.”
 
   Hopping off the desk, Christine approached the camera, her face suddenly serious, but happy.
 
   “I’ve also decided something big. I don’t want to keep this all to myself,” she gestured first to the machine, then to herself. “There’s got to be more people out there just like me, trapped in the bindings of their normal life. People who want to just give in to their lust, and give up on their stupid worries. I’m going to give them this gift.”
 
   Tiffany watched, rapt. Her hand was still cupping her bare mound, but her attention was purely on the screen.
 
   “I’ve gotten into contact with several of my former colleagues, those who were understanding of my wishes… Yes, I fucked them. Fucked them hard, and then made sure to find the most ethically inclined among them to recruit. I’ve provided the schematics to the machine, with the stipulation that they help to set up a network to help girls like me to find their way. The prospect of having girls slowly become sluts in front of their very eyes certainly helped to gain their favor.”
 
   “Either way, I’ll be a part of the effort myself, I hope. I’m not sure just how changed I’ll be by the final ‘dose’, but I like to believe that even at my dumbest and sluttiest, I’ll still maintain a good level of compassion and understanding. What is a bimbo if not enjoyable?”
 
   Christine smiled, and this time any trace of regret or doubt was gone from her sparkling blue eyes. “I hope that I’ve shown you, viewer, enough to make an informed decision. If not, I’m certain whomever is assisting you would be happy to let you know more. As for me, as soon as this video is done I’m taking the plunge. I’ve already arranged for anything too mentally taxing to be taken care of, and I’ve even legally changed my name to make it easier for the new me to deal with… I wonder if I’ll enjoy being Christi as much as my tingling pussy tells me I will…”
 
   Tiffany sat back, stunned. It was so much to take in, and she wanted it so bad already. The second the screen had gone black she was fucking herself again, this time her eyes were firmly locked on Christi’s sweat-sheened body… a body she wanted to have, and would soon get.
 
   Unlike her nightly porn-binge, this time Tiffany didn’t even try to hold back her climax, and it was far to intense to contain regardless. She fell to her knees, one hand kneading her small breast while the other ran in tiny circles around her throbbing clit. Her cries rang out through the room echoed by the third or fourth orgasm that Christi had induced.
 
   Panting, her heart and mind both racing, Tiffany didn’t know whether to laugh or scream or keep fucking herself on the dusty floor. Shuddering, nearly ready to collapse, she didn’t have the energy to even be startled when she felt Christi’s hand on her shoulder.
 
   “You okay, cutie?” the busty, topless woman asked, her eyes devoid of all but the barest intellect, but certainly filled with kindness.
 
   Tiffany took a few deep breaths, loving the scent of her own juices mingling with Christi’s cheap perfume. This is what I’ll smell like, she thought to herself. This is what I’ll smell like when I’m a bimbo.
 
   Looking up at Christi, she smiled. “I’m ready… I’m finally ready.”
 
   ***
 
   The chair was comfortable, but Tiffany couldn’t help but notice a certain gravity about it. Still, she had made up her mind, and she was more than prepared to go through with it. Leaning back, she let Christi settle the big glass dome over her head. Once in place, the bimbo minced over to a nearby control panel that was set up just the same as the remote had been: bereft of choices aside from a line of pink buttons labeled one through four, with a single red button off to the side.
 
   Above the pink buttons was another strip of masking tape, this time reading “TO MAKE A BIMBO – 1 – 2 – 3 – 4”. The black button was simply labeled “GO BACK”. It seemed as though Christi knew what she was doing as she stood at the console, but Tiffany still had misgivings about the airhead working the controls.
 
   Still, within moments the machine began to hum, growing in intensity by the second. Tiffany felt her body shake from the vibration, but it seemed so much stronger right between her legs. It didn’t take long for the teen to snake a hand down to begin toying with herself, much as the machine was beginning to toy with her mind.
 
   It felt like a fluffy pink cloud was slowly filling up her head, pushing everything else out bit by bit. With every thought that trailed away, Tiffany could feel her body tingle just a little bit more. It only drove her hand to work her sodden pussy all the faster, knowing that each new pulse of sensation meant she was just a little bit closer to being a busty, giggling slut. 
 
   It was over far too soon, but that didn’t stop Tiffany from fingering herself to another moaning climax. Christi was observing as the teen came, but that didn’t stop or even slow her now. In fact, knowing the gorgeous, slutty blonde was watching her only served to make her orgasm all the more sweet. In fact, as she basked in the afterglow, hand still dancing lazy circles around one of her puffy nipples, she gave the bimbo a playful wink.
 
   Tiffany nearly sprung out of the chair the moment the dome was pulled back. Every part of her thrummed with pleasant energy, and she just wanted to express it in any way she could think of. Giggling a bit, she practically pounced Christi, taking the bimbo into a tight hug before planting a kiss on the young woman’s soft, succulent lips. 
 
   Christi tasted like sex, and candy and sweet, delicious freedom all at once. As Tiffany slid her tongue out to further explore her hostess’s mouth, she realized she didn’t have a bit of shyness left. In fact, as she lowered her mouth down to one of Christi’s fat nipples, twirling her tongue around it playfully, she found she couldn’t even bring herself to want to hold back. It was like heaven wrapped in sin.
 
   Tiffany licked and suckled at the bimbo’s breast, and all the older woman could do was coo and jiggle. She’d had no lack of sexual partners over the past year, but this girl was by far the most interesting she’d had in a long time. There was something so familiar about the girl’s struggle, her newfound eagerness, it was incredibly endearing. 
 
   As it was, instead of lapsing contentedly into being a thing to be used, Christi was happily reciprocating. Their hands roamed each other’s bodies, with Tiffany shaking in sheer lust and excitement. This was the first time she’d even kissed someone, let alone touched outside of holding hands, and it was absolutely intoxicating.
 
   She could feel her heart pounding and her throbbing bust echoed the percussion with pulsing pleasure. It was as if every breath her breasts were becoming more sensitive, and bigger somehow. For a moment she was confused, knowing the physical changes came later, but then she chalked it up to how insanely excited she felt. 
 
   Christi led her back to the living room, easing the panting teen slowly onto the lounge. Giggling, the bimbo still managed some degree of self control as she peeled Tiffany’s shorts slowly down. Then, gently, she eased the girl’s thighs apart, loving the sight of the soaked pink thong plastered against her bare lips.
 
   “Ooooh, cutie… You’ve got, like, the sweetest little pussy I’ve ever seen…”
 
   Tiffany smiled, and tried to pull the woman closer, faster. Christi held back though, planting a soft kiss against the teen’s ankle before steadily working her way up, bit by bit. Writhing against the plush cushion of the couch, Tiffany thought her pussy, her mind, her everything was about to explode. By the time Christi’s pillowy lips had reached the her soft thighs, the girl was beyond the capacity for words.
 
   As she neared the girl’s quivering sex, Christi’s kisses had half turned to minute little licks, steadily working up to long, dragging laps. Dragging her dexterous tongue slowly across Tiffany’s swollen lips, she gave one final kiss against the teen’s small, prominent clit before diving in and relentlessly pleasuring the girl.
 
   Tiffany’s hips bucked hard as the skillful bimbo went down on her. While night after night of relentlessly exploring her young body had left her no stranger to carnal enjoyment, the sheer intensity of what Christi was teasing out of her was almost maddening. As it was, the only way she could even somewhat steady herself was by grabbing tight handfuls of the bimbo’s soft, blonde hair, pulling her even harder against her needy sex.
 
   Christi was more than happy to oblige, her thick lips locked around Tiffany’s pussy while her tongue danced crazy circles against her most sensitive places. The sensations were mind-blowing, almost literally. The teen could feel her head filling up with pleasant little tingles and even her tiny tits pulsed with growing need. 
 
   Even in her oversexed state, she had been able to hold back her growing climax through sheer force of dwindling will… at least until she saw the first of her plain brown hairs turn a radiant, golden blonde. One by one, they all followed, spilling in a cascade around the teen’s shoulders as she screamed out in mindless ecstasy. 
 
   Panting, her whole self nearly aching from having been pushed so far so fast, Tiffany very nearly passed out. Christi sat up, licking her lips with a self-satisfied giggle, her hands roaming her body without her even realizing it.
 
   “Too much?” she asked Tiffany, playfully.
 
   Her answer was the full force of an extremely horny, newly-blonde teenager diving between her legs, eager to even the scale.
 
   ***
 
   By the time Tiffany’s eyes fluttered open, night had fallen. For a moment all she could do was think about all the deliciously naughty things her and Christi had done… and would do. Unfortunately, the sound of crickets chirping in the evening air rapidly cut into her daydreams. A muffled sort of panic rose in the teen as she imagined the fit her mother would have when she discovered how late she was out on a school night, but it was soon diffused. Her movements had awakened Christi, who began slowly kissing her way up Tiffany’s arm.
 
   “I… I wish I could stay for more. This has been, well, it’s been the single most amazing day I’ve ever had. This house, how I feel… you… It’s all a dream come true, but I’ve got to get home before they send out a search party,” Tiffany said, with a smile. 
 
   Christi just pouted at her, batting her long eyelashes and making sure to slowly rub her soft, round breasts against Tiffany. For a moment the girl almost gave in. Her body still thrummed with barely checked arousal, and it was rapidly becoming more and more difficult to keep her thoughts from drifting into the gutter.
 
   “No, no, no… And don’t worry, I’ll be back. Speaking of, like, what’s the waiting period between using the machine? When do I get my other doses?” she said, disentangling herself from the bimbo.
 
   “Oh, you’re all done! I hit all the buttons, so you can be a bimbo like, really fast!”
 
   ***
 
   The house was quiet when Tiffany came in, and she was pleased to see that her mom’s car was missing from the garage. By that same token, she was more than a little disappointed to see that Hank was missing as well. A note on the refrigerator let her know the two had decided to go out and have an evening out. It was just as well, she figured. She had enough to process already without the distraction of a thick, delicious cock sitting just a room away.
 
   Sitting down at her desk, she tried to process everything that had happened that day, but her mind kept slipping back to the feeling of another woman’s breasts in her hands, or a soft, skilled tongue between her legs. After a moment she stopped trying to think altogether… it felt much better to simply let all those easy thoughts of sex fill up her empty head… and strip out of her sex-drenched clothes.
 
   Leaning back, she spread her thighs wide and started to go through her special archive. The images flashed by as she began stroking her little clit like she’d done a thousand times before, but they simply lacked the impact they had possessed the night before. It was hard to get too excited over bimbo stuff, when she herself was about to become the real thing.
 
   Still, her needy pussy demanded something more than just her quick fingers. Then it hit her, the inspiration piercing the pink, cloudy haze that filled her head. A few clicks and a long and difficult registration process later and she had signed up. 
 
   The site was infamous among the senior class of her school. It gave anyone over eighteen a free channel to stream their own webcam, and it paid out by the viewer. The money was a pittance, and the site had a reputation for attracting the sluttier and sleazier girls who simply wanted an excuse to show off what they had… just like Tiffany.
 
   Before going live, she fiddled with the webcam a bit, making sure the screen showed everything from her tits to her sex, and nothing more. Though the thought of ‘outing’ herself as a dumb, shameless slut was intensely appealing, she wanted to save that until she was a little further along. Judging from the way her tits were already beginning to jut out from her small frame, she didn’t think it would take long before she wouldn’t be able to hold back.
 
   The moment her stream went live, and the first curious viewer popped on, Tiffany felt her tight little slit twitch with lustful delight. Someone out there, a total stranger, was looking at her exposed body. The thought of those eyes on her growing tits, or her dribbling pussy was almost too much for the little bimbo, and she let out a long moan.
 
   The sound of her own voice almost startled her. It sounded different some how… Smiling to herself as she slid two fingers up inside her, she realized just how she could test it.
 
   “Hi there, I’m Tiffy! I love it lots when other girls and boys watch me play… it makes me feel sooooo naughty! I hope you love it too!” she said in her newly higher pitched voice. She sounded all dumb and cutesy, just like Christi had, and it was making her hotter by the minute.
 
   It felt so good to start slipping into her new persona, she barely needed to touch herself to make her body hum with pleasure. Just the thought that she was getting dumber, sexier, and more and more shamelessly easy was almost enough to get her off right there. And then her speaker’s gave out an arcade-like ‘ding!’.
 
   There was a notification blinking brightly on the screen, proudly proclaiming she had been tipped five dollars. Someone had paid to see her bare tits… they’d paid to watch her fuck herself like a good little bimbo… And now they had paid to watch her experience her very first orgasm on the internet live. 
 
   She shook like crazy as her body built up to it, tensing almost painfully as she rapidly flicked her clit. Drool fell from her thickening lips as the climax broke, and she let out a long, guttural moan as she contorted in her chair. An eternity later and the teen was wiping sweat from her brow, and brushing strands of silky blonde hair from her eyes, gasping for air. While her orgasm was slowly fading out, her body was far from done.
 
   It began with a minor twitch, slowly becoming a persistent itch that radiated out from her little puffy nipples. As the itch once more graduated into a pulsing tingle, Tiffy watched as her tits began to slowly but steadily grow in front of her eyes. Bit by bit they widened and expanded, and with every new inch of jiggling titflesh, the teen felt another chunk of her intellect break off and wash away. 
 
   The impossible sight of a tight, blonde teen’s breasts ballooning out in real time turned out to be a phenomenon on the site that night, and Tiffy’s stream filled up quickly. With new viewers came more tips, and with more tips came harder, faster orgasms; each one driving her body’s transformation even further. 
 
   Eyes rolling back in her head, toes clenched tight and now three fingers pistoning in and out of her now perpetually spasming sex, the teen was quickly losing herself to the sensations burning through her. Thoughts and memories slipped from her mind much like the musky juices pouring down her soft thighs, and while she reveled in her transformation, it was almost too much already.
 
   While she couldn’t bring herself to pull her hand away from her needy pussy, she was just barely able to wrest her other hand from mindlessly groping one of her fat tits. Reaching over slowly, her whole arm shaking as the tips rolled in, she very carefully scrolled over and closed the feed. 
 
   It felt as though she were slammed back into herself, and while Tiffy definitely knew she had been changed by the experience, she was relieved to find she could still somewhat think clearly. The distracting nature of her newly enlarged bust, coupled with the way her lips tingled with want for cock made it hard to focus, but she thought she’d be able to still somewhat pretend she was normal for now. 
 
   She had meant to make arrangements, to set up for her new life as a stupid, fuckable bimbo. She wanted to have an apartment set up, a revenue stream, and possibly even a very fortunate sugar daddy. With how Christi had jumped the gun, Tiffy figured it’d be maybe a week before she was eagerly sucking off strangers in the alley behind the local grocery store. Worse, the thought was already intensely appealing.
 
   Exhausted, the teen began closing down her computer windows, but as she did so something caught her eye. The cam site had sent her a notification of her profits that night, and while it took her a few minutes to be able to read the message, even slowly sounding out some of the bigger words, she was floored by what she saw. In that single brief show, she had easily made more money than her mother made in a month.
 
   Content that at least one part of her plan had been serendipitously handled, the teenaged bimbo jiggled over to bed and crawled into the comfy covers, asleep in moments.
 
   ***
 
   She wasn’t sure whether it was the little sounds she heard, or the sliver of light that was coming in from under her door, but Tiffy’s rest was interrupted not much later. Slowly and carefully, surprisingly easy considering her new assets, the teen crept over to her bedroom door and eased it open just a crack. 
 
   Like she had countless nights before, the girl watched as Hank eased down his jeans and fished out his cock, his eyes locked on the computer screen in front of him. From where she was standing, Tiffy could see little bits of what he was watching; enough to know he was looking at girls who looked a lot like she did now. 
 
   Instinct now, the teen sunk down into a crouch, her legs spread wide and the bare lips of her pussy exposed to the cool night air. As the man began steadily stroking his increasingly hard cock, so too did Tiffy begin to circle her sensitive sex. What was no longer instinct to her, unfortunately, was the need to stay quiet.
 
   As her gasps and panting sounded out into the quiet living room, Hank covered up quickly, looking around guiltily. Pulling his pants on quickly, he was just about to shut down the computer and leave the room when he saw his girlfriend’s daughter come walking out of her bedroom.
 
   “Tiffany, I don’t know what you saw, but- holy shit!” he said in urgent whispers, until it finally hit his brain that not only was the teen completely nude, but she looked like she had somehow managed to get the most impossibly large and perfect breast implants he’d ever seen in his life. 
 
   She didn’t answer, continuing to step slowly towards him. He could see every bead of sweat on her nubile body, every goose bump along her pristine skin. He could also see how stiff her perfect nipples were, as well as the small but visible trickle of her lust as it raced down her leg.
 
   Well, I’m either dreaming, fucking insane, or this girl has gone from zero to slut in one fucking day, he thought to himself. He looked at her shamelessly, his surprise too great to bother with anything aside from baser instincts.
 
   “A-are you okay, Tiffany? You seem a little… off somehow. Are you maybe sleepwalking or something, do you need me to take you back to bed?” He didn’t really know exactly what he was saying, but he knew two things for certain. One, he absolutely did NOT want his girlfriend to find him with Tiffany like this, and two, he wanted to fuck the girl in front of him so badly it hurt.
 
   “Mmmm, yeah… I’m streetwalking or something…” she said dreamily, sliding up next to him. Her tits hit his chest before she could even reach him, and she shuddered as she felt them rubbing up against his strong, muscular body. 
 
   “Well, um, let’s… oh, fuck…” he trailed off as she slid to her knees in front of him, kissing the head of his erection sweetly before smiling innocently up at him.
 
   “That’s the idea, daddy,” she said with a giggle, before taking every inch of him inside her thick, cocksucking lips.
 
   It took maybe as much as three seconds for Hank to stop caring about his girlfriend Suzanne walking in on them… There were just some things that were worth losing a relationship over, and the way the slutty little teen eagerly slurped away at his cock was absolutely one of them. He was made even more sure of this with every almost worshipful look the girl gave him, batting her long eye lashes and lovingly pleasuring every inch of his girth.
 
   With her talented ministrations, Hank could feel his body respond woefully quickly, his cock tensing inside of Tiffany’s mouth. His hands grasped at the sides of her head, pulling her down onto him harder than before, and rather than gag and sputter, she moaned eagerly and redoubled her efforts.
 
   The first spray of his cum hit the back of her throat, driving the girl wild. Bobbing her head faster and harder than he could even pull her, she greedily suckled at his length, loving the feeling of his hot seed filling her senses. She didn’t cum as she drank him… what she felt was more powerful than that. It was the culmination of her fantasy, and the acceptance of her new purpose. Sitting back, drool and more dripping from her fuckhole of a mouth, Tiffy knew she was a bimbo now.
 
   ***
 
   Things were awkward over the next few days as she packed and prepared to move out. Her mother was hysterical, both over her daughter’s sudden massive change in appearance and manner, and the way Tiffy’s new friend Christi kept coming on to her. Eventually it was just too much for her, and she yelled to everyone in the house that she’d be getting a hotel until this disgusting madness was over.
 
   Tiffy didn’t want to make her mom sad, but it was just a better fit for her living with Christi, especially considering she’d decided to drop out of school and pursue erotic modeling full time. While she wasn’t hurting for money in the slightest, Christi supported the decision, often joining in the show for a massive burst in profits.
 
   Hank didn’t mind, of course. He’d spent the past few nights over at the pink house, sandwiched between two of the hottest women he’d ever seen in his life. It had been their payment for him helping Tiffany move, which by itself had been more than a little exciting anyway. Not only had he heard about a thousand variations of “Oh wow, you’re like, sooo strong!”, there had been frequent blowjob breaks with every box shipped over.
 
   It was shortly after one of said breaks that the man had decided to stretch his legs a bit and explore the house. Gingerly stepping over the random toys and lingerie, he was surprised to find a rather serious looking lab, complete with a somewhat ominous looking chair in the center of it.
 
   Intrigued, he entered the room slowly and carefully. His eyes scanning the various strewn about documents and schemata, he failed to see the  remote on the floor until he stumbled on it. While unharmed, his foot had managed to hit the on button for the orientation video. Settling back, Hank watched as a geeky, lab-coated teen began to talk.
 
   “So um… It’s hard to say, but as far back as I can remember, I’ve wanted to be… different. By which I don’t mean “super-genius teen prodigy” different. I mean… Well, I mean slutty different. I, Christine Flemming, want to be a bimbo.”
 
   Hank could feel his heart pounding in his chest, his blood racing and his erection coming back almost painfully hard. It all started to make sense to him… Tiffany’s changes all of a sudden, this new friend of hers. With that realization came an idea… an idea that would help his girlfriend Suzanne to really understand some of her daughter’s new life choices…
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Bimbo Backfire
 
    
 
   It didn't look like the home of a master sorcerer. Frankly, it didn't look like much of anything. Still, the letter had directed her to the little two story house on the edge of town, and despite the fact that several of the windows were boarded up and there were beer cans strewn about the yard, she was going to give it the benefit of the doubt. 
 
   The sentiment changed after she knocked, and the door was answered by a man with three days worth of stubble wearing nothing but boxer briefs and a patched up old bathrobe. Sasha had already begun to apologize for the intrusion when the man impatiently ushered her inside.
 
   "Are… Are you the Master Sorcerer?" she stammered as they wound their way past stacks of pizza boxes and strewn about junk mail. 
 
   "Well, I'm not a private eye at the very least. Call me Jack. Now hurry up, I have an appointment in progress that ran a little long and I need to get back to her for the fun parts." He said, irritated. Wordlessly Sasha followed. Down the hall, a strange golden light began to spill out from an open door, and the muffled sounds of a woman moaning could be heard. Blushing, Sasha walked in the room, not knowing what to expect.
 
   There on the floor, surrounded by glowing runes was a woman laying on her back. Legs spread, she shamelessly stroked at her pussy, and a puddle had formed under her firm ass. Her free hand was roaming along her thighs, grasping and groping at the supple, sensitive flesh. The light from the runes intensified, and the woman's hips began to buck. She cried out in sheer, insane pleasure; shaking on the floor as Sasha tried, and failed, to look away.
 
   For his part, Jack simply sat in a frayed recliner with a half empty bag of microwave popcorn. He blatantly ogled the thrashing woman and Sasha blushed harder when she noticed his briefs were tented out, completely uncovered.
 
   It wasn't long before the light from the runes began to dim, and so too did the woman's motions fall into rest. She staggered to her feet, her legs still shaking, and Sasha saw that she had tears streaming down her face. Jack rose to his feet and the woman fell against him, weeping and saying thank you again and again. Wordlessly he handed her a small pile of clothing that had been sitting on a nearby chair. 
 
   Still sniffling, she smiled and got dressed. As Jack walked the woman to the front door, Sasha simply stayed in the room stunned. It wasn't simply the blatantly sexual display she had witnessed, though that was certainly a contributing factor to her confusion and awe. No, she was shaken mainly because whatever else it had been, this had been the first blatant display of magic she had ever seen in her life. 
 
   Jack came back shortly, his erection thankfully subsided, and he sat down lazily in his chair regarding the girl. "So, any questions so far?"
 
   "Oh god, more than I can count! Who was that? What was that ritual for? How did you learn it? When can I learn it? What can-" For the second time that day he cut her off.
 
   "Easy, easy. First things first, clients are confidential. I can give you details on the cases for learning purposes, but not names. It's just better that way. In this particular case, what you saw was a class two regeneration spell. Not an easy one either… Been a while since I’ve had to regrow whole limbs." He shook his head slightly, as if to clear it, and took a long drink from a nearby coffee cup that read "World's Best". The rest of the lettering was either burnt or chipped off, but it was impossible to tell which. 
 
   "So if that was a regeneration, why was she… I mean, I heard they're really painful, especially the more extensive ones. But she was, well, you know."
 
   He laughed a bit. "It's true, regeneration can suck sometimes. Changing in general, really. Of course, that's only if you're just tinkering with the hardware. My skills, as you may have heard, tend toward the mental as well as physical. To be blunt, I'd just as soon have clients crying out in ecstasy instead of agony as much as I can help it. Mind you, not all my clients want to have their heads messed with, so some of them go without. Still works, less pleasant."
 
   Sasha had indeed heard about his abilities, but she was still a little confused. "But why would someone choose that? The pain I mean? Why not just enjoy it?"
 
   This time Jack took a little longer to answer, looking into his cup pensively. "Well, once you open up your mind to someone, you're vulnerable to them. Not everyone explicitly trusts a Contract. “
 
   When she heard the word Contract, Sasha perked up more. "I've heard about those, tell me about the Contracts next! Did she sign a Contract? Do you keep the copies? Who writes them?"
 
   Again he stopped her before she could go too far. "I can tell this is going to be an interesting apprenticeship…" With a groan, he got up and fished around through some papers on the messy desk behind him. There was another slight glow as he turned around and Sasha saw that it was coming from a rolled up scroll, seemingly made of pressed gold. 
 
   Noisily pulling over a wobbling end-table, Jack rolled out the scroll for her to see, and she was surprised to see her name at the top of it. "This is a Contract. More specifically, this is your Contract for apprenticeship." He leaned back in his chair as she read through it.
 
   "A few things you need to know about Contracts. First, they are utterly and completely unbreakable without the consent of both parties. Without that consent, they are absolute law. Each Contract is written up by a sorcerer like me, when they wish to bind themselves or others to a specific task. Since a large amount of power is contained and constrained by the Contract, few people have ever attempted to break one. It doesn’t go well for those that do."
 
   He let that sink in as Sasha finished reading the scroll. "This particular Contract simply reiterates a lot of the deal I proposed to you after we first made contact. That is to say, for a duration of no less than two years you are bound to my servitude, mostly in the domestic sense of cleaning up this damn place and making sure I get a decent meal every now and then. In return, I will teach you, to the best of my ability, how to harness your power to an extent that you will literally give some very formidable people nightmares."
 
   Sasha scanned the document quickly, nodding along as she found the terms acceptable. Her brow furrowed at a specific line, however.
 
   “What’s this part mean, exactly: The master shall not, under any circumstances aside from absolute consent, enact an alteration on the apprentice – either mental or physical. Any alterations enacted on the apprentice by the apprentice are not the responsibility of the master, and they are under no obligation to reverse them.”
 
   Jack gave a short, barking laugh. “Mainly, that’s to cover my ass. Basically, this means I’m not going to go nuts and turn you into some kind of busty, giggling cocksleeve. By that same token, if you go ahead and do it to yourself, I don’t have to explain myself to the council.”
 
   Sasha understood, but something still nagged at her. She knew how these kinds of things worked, there was always a loophole. Always.
 
   “Ok, but what about this next part: Any alterations brought about by reasonably applied defensive spells are the sole responsibility of the one who activates them, and the master is in no way responsible for reversal or mitigation. What’s to keep you from just booby-trapping this place until I can’t take a step without being enspelled?”
 
   “The fine print, actually. Notice the words ‘Reasonably Applied’. This means that, should I pull something like you’ve described, I’d be going against our contract, and would be held liable. This is mostly making sure I can still protect some of my more sensitive artifacts, and hopefully scare you into not touching any. Whatever trouble you get yourself into in my house, is your own trouble. Got that?”
 
   Sasha nodded with a gulp. She wasn’t intending to get into any trouble, but she also wasn’t known for a ton of self control when it came to her curiosity either.
 
   “Any other questions?” he asked, already seeming a little annoyed. When she shook her head, he handed her a quill and pointed at the contract. “Very well. Sign, and your lessons can begin.”
 
   ***
 
   She had expected some baseline training, maybe some kind of long lecture on safety before they worked with the barest of cantrips. Instead, he jumped right in. Wandering over to a nearby pedestal, Jack grabbed a massive, leather bound tome and hefted it back with him to the desk. Dropping it with a heavy thunk, he popped it open and leafed a few pages in. 
 
   “Alright, we’re going to be starting with the basics: class one regeneration, minor slashing wound.” Without another word, Jack snatched up a knife from the messy desk and slashed it across his forearm. As the blood started to flow, he pointed at the book expectantly.
 
   Sasha was in a panic. She’d never done so much as a spark of magic on purpose, everything had been instinctual for her. Even her apprenticeship with Jack had been more a matter of the council picking up on her latent abilities and assigning her to him. 
 
   This is not to say she didn’t have power; she did, in spades. But aside from being able to sense magic instinctually, and being able to defend herself, she’d never been able to direct her stuff in the slightest. As such, having a man bleeding out in front of her, one she wanted to impress very much, was more than a little nerve-wracking.
 
   She sprinted for the book, quickly reading the page he had left it open to. The letters swam on the page, each one humming with arcane energy, and she soaked them in greedily. It wasn’t so much traditional reading, as it was waking up one’s instincts with every new syllable. As such, by the time she had scanned the page only briefly, her mind was on fire with fresh understanding.
 
   Reaching out, she grabbed on to Jack’s arm, letting her energy flow over his wound. The spell was there in her mind, glowing and potent, shaping her power into a force of healing. Her eyes widened in surprise and  joy as she watching his skin begin to close up… right up until he started yelling and clutching his arm.
 
   Sasha’s focus shattered, and the spell began to unravel in front of her. Panicking, she froze up entirely, only able to watch as the wound stayed open and bleeding.
 
   “Finish it,” was all he said, his teeth gritted together as he stared her down.
 
   Shaking her head to clear her thoughts, she narrowed her focus down on nothing else but the spell, and the wound. Gradually, she felt the power reform in front of her, binding around his arm once more. As before, he cried out as his body reknitted itself, but she didn’t let it distract her this time. It felt like an eternity to her, but in a few moments, she had successfully performed her first regeneration.
 
   She fell back, toppling against some of the mess in the room. Her head was spinning, and sweat was pouring down her brow. Panting, she tried to catch your breath, as Jack looked on placidly.
 
   “Not bad for your first go. One of the most important things to remember with healing… that shit hurts. Your subject is going to be in utter agony, even for the most minor scrapes, unless they’re willing to take a little bit of mental anesthesia to go with it. What you did, focusing and getting the job done, is exactly what’s expected of a healer. Well done.
 
   He stood up and brought her over a glass of water and a handful of aspirin. “Here, take this. In a few minutes, you’re going to have the worst headache of your life, and there’s nothing either of us can do about it. The first spell is always the hardest. Go ahead and lay down, and we’ll cover more tomorrow.”
 
   She grabbed the aspirin and downed it quickly, already feeling the beginning of the headache creeping in. She thanked him and handed the cup back before struggling to steady herself on her feet.
 
   “Go on and rest for now, first door on the right is yours… Only thing, ‘prentess. Whatever you do, don’t touch the tome without me. Consider that your first and final warning. Good night.”
 
   The room was plainly furnished, with little more than a bed, nightstand and a armoire to fill the small space. Still, it was nicer than she expected, and it was certainly cleaner than the rest of the house. Additionally, with the painful throbbing in her head, the sight of the bed and it’s fluffy pink blanket was more than heavenly to her.
 
   Locking the door behind her, though she knew it was a symbolic gesture at best, she stripped down. Glad to be out of her disheveled clothes, she slid in under the covers and passed out almost immediately.
 
   ***
 
   She was on her knees, her legs parted and her shaved pussy exposed for all to see. Her hands were on her chest, pulling up and presenting her fat tits rather than covering them. Mouth open, her drool slick lips just begging to be wrapped around something thick and hard, Sasha’s whole self was made to be fucked… But it wasn’t enough.
 
   Mustering her power, she pushed it through her entire body, altering and expanding everything to lustful perfection. Her ass pushed out and grew round, sitting warmly on her long, smooth legs. Her lips puffed up even more so, becoming pillowy and plump, and oh so sensitive. Then came her tits… inch by delicious inch they blossomed from her body, growing larger than her head and showing no signs of stopping. 
 
   Even as the weight of them overwhelmed her, she kept expanding them, loving the way her own power was making her into the perfect slut. Falling to her hands and knees, the quivering mounds of titflesh slapped against the floor, her nipples stinging from the contact before tingling madly with pleasure. 
 
   She could feel him approach, his strength and his lust as he took in the sight of her youthful, altered body. Sasha could tell he didn’t see her as a student anymore, or even a person… she was a body to be used, holes to be fucked, and the thought made her dumb little slit squirt with unrestrained arousal. 
 
   The moment his hands landed on her, sliding along her hips and across her perfect, jiggling ass, she cried out. Even that simple caress was enough to make her oversexed self become overwhelmed, and by the time his fingers glanced along her pussy, she was shaking in climax. Slight touches became firm, but soft strokes that ran from her tight, pink asshole all the way to her throbbing, needy clit. 
 
   It was driving her crazy, but she didn’t want it to stop. Her breath was coming out in ragged panting, interspersed with loud moans and wordless pleas for more, more, more. She would do anything for him, anything to become his fantasy, his play toy. 
 
   Eyes glazed over with dumb lust, she could see the contract in front of her, glowing brightly, calling to her. She knew signing it meant she’d be his, that she’d give up any claim she had on her own will, or even self. Mouth and pussy dribbling equal puddles on the floor below her, Sasha reached out and eagerly signed her name. She smiled as the scroll closed of its own accord, and began to glow. Brighter and brighter it lit, until she could no longer see…
 
   Sunlight streamed in through the window, spilling across her bare skin as she writhed into wakefulness. One hand, now asleep from being wedged under her body all night, was still pressed to her sex, and the scent of feminine lust filled the small room. Groaning, she pulled her arm out from under her, wincing as it came back to life with pins and needles.
 
   Without thinking, she reached up and brushed the hair from her eyes, which only served to bring her sex-scented fingers past her nose. The reminder of her night’s activities made her cringe a bit… this wasn’t the first time she’d feverishly masturbated in her sleep to some dream of transformation and submission. She had just hoped that access to actual power might make her fantasies taper off, not become even more vivid.
 
   Even before discovering her latent power, she’d dreamed of changing herself, or being changed. The thought of becoming, both mind and body, something that existed solely to be used sexually… it was maddening how hot it made her. In fact, one of her first spells she had accidentally cast involved making her tits irresistible to anyone who looked at them. She had spent a week with everyone she met, everyone, reaching out and groping her as they went about their day. She’d practically broken her arm with how much she touched herself each night while it was in place. 
 
   Thankfully, she’d been able to reluctantly reverse the spell not long after, though it took several nights of mustering her will. It had been enjoyable being touched like that, but it made it really difficult to get much done, and she wasn’t yet ready to fully give in to her baser instincts just yet.
 
   Now, confronted with the possibility of being able to someday fully alter herself, and live out those fantasies… It was hard not to slide down under the covers and enjoy herself again. As it was, she spent a good long time considering it before hopping out of the bed and preparing for the day.
 
   Her clothes were gone entirely, and for a moment Sasha was convinced that Jack had somehow snuck into the room sometime in the night. She shivered pleasantly at the thought of him seeing her so exposed, but she realized shortly after that it made little sense. If he was going to peep on her, he likely wouldn’t even have to be in the room. On top of that, he probably wouldn’t take care of her dirty laundry while he was at it. 
 
   Still, no matter where she looked, her former clothes were nowhere to be found. What she did find was an entire set of simple black dresses, hanging side by side in the armoire. In the drawer below them were pairs of plain white panties, and knee length white socks. She couldn’t tell if the outfits would make her look like servant or student, but she figured it’d be a mix of the two... something she found very apt.
 
   By the time she was dressed, she noticed a few very strange things. First, her bed was now perfectly made and neat, with zero sign that she had ever even slept in it. Secondly, though she had gone to bed sweaty, and only became worse throughout the night, the moment she had slipped on her new outfit, her whole body had become clean. Not only was her hair light and soft, but every inch of her skin seemed to be well scrubbed and even slightly perfumed. 
 
   This was the first time she’d experienced anything other than her own instinctual magic on herself, and it was simply thrilling to the young girl. Every part of her danced with excited energy as she slipped on a pair of black house shoes she had found under the armoire, and she practically skipped out of the room.
 
   She found Jack passed out in one of the old beat up chairs in the living room. He had a porno magazine draped over his chest, and his pants were undone. On the ground next to him, and empty bottle of booze had fallen, finding good company among the pizza boxes, smashed cans, and crumpled bits of tissue. 
 
   Sasha considered waking him, but decided against it. Not only would she be risking the wrath of a master sorcerer, she’d be pissing off a man with a hang-over. Neither of those outcomes seemed like they’d work out well for the teen, and she quietly slipped off in search of the kitchen.
 
   She found it not long after, and wasn’t surprised to find it was just as messy and broken down as the rest of the place. For a moment she wondered how Jack could have the power to regrow limbs, alter people completely, and even magically clean both the room, clothes and body of his new apprentice… and yet be such an utter slob. Surely it wouldn’t take more than a spell or two to gather up all this stuff and dispose of it, she thought to herself. 
 
   With a sigh, she put the question aside. Miraculously she found a box of garbage bags, and set out to clean the room before cooking breakfast… only the microwave seemed to have easy access. Still, she was glad for the excuse not to look into the fridge just yet; she could only imagine what horrors awaited her within.
 
   As she cleaned up, musing to herself that she was more maid than apprentice, something strange began to take place. Her dress, long and black, began to slowly shorten, inching up until it rested halfway down her thighs. Sprouting along the hem, little bits of white lace began to grow, spreading until they circled her completely. The neckline of the dress, which had began very high and modest, had dipped down to give a clear view of her cleavage, only barely concealed by more frills.
 
   The knee-high socks and lengthened and grown transparent, sliding just below her dress to become stockings. Likewise, her simple shoes had grown shiny and sleek, the heel rising sharply from the floor. The new stance caused her to push out her ass more as she cleaned up, though she still hadn’t noticed any sort of change… It all felt so natural. As such, she was fully bent over at the waist, her skirt short and revealing her nearly transparent silk panties, when Jack walked in, whistling appreciatively.
 
   “Holy shit, apprentice, you certainly know how to make a man’s morning,” he said, scratching his head slightly as he yawned and wandered over to the coffee pot. Still obviously tired, he grumbled to himself as he hunted down the tin of coffee, leaving Sasha to puzzle out what he meant.
 
   She felt a little breeze under her skirt, tickling along her nearly bare lips, and she let out a giggle before realizing what that signified. Looking down, she took in her outfit and then gasped in surprise, trying desperately to cover herself with something other than her now ubiquitous blush.
 
   Hearing her struggling, Jack looked over and gave a laugh, his eyes trailing along her barely covered body. “Relax, prentess. The cloth, it’s enchanted. Just focus and imagine yourself as my student, and not… well, whatever this is, and it should follow suit.”
 
   Sasha nodded, closing her eyes and trying to focus, despite the gaze of her master. The fact that he had seen her so exposed, in little more than a fetish costume, was making it very hard to think about anything but her dream last night. Surely he could see how much of a little slut she was, and any second now he would wrap her in his power… changing her…
 
   “Now, I don’t want you to think that I don’t appreciate it, because holy hell, I do… But I didn’t really mean that kind of student.”
 
   Sasha opened her eyes to find that her outfit had shifted again, and her blush deepened. Her frilly black skirt had grown shorter, losing the lace in favor of pleats and smooth blue cloth. The length left little to the imagination, easily showing off her little white panties with their wide wet patch. Little trickles of her arousal spilled down her thighs, onto her stockings and into a pool between her shiny shoes. She looked like every slutty costume of a schoolgirl she’d ever seen, only significantly less subtle, and right in front of her teacher. 
 
   She was about to either try and focus again, or run out of the house in abject humiliation when Jack got up from his chair. She could plainly see his erection, he did little to hide it, and the sight of it was making it harder for her to think. 
 
   “Look, prentess… I’m going to go to the bathroom for like five, err…” He looked her up and down again. “Make that three minutes or so. How about you take a moment and try and stabilize things, and we’ll talk after that… Sound good?”
 
   Sasha nodded, cringing as she felt another little breeze dance across her wet panties. The moment he left the room, she fell to her knees, and her hand was between her legs in an instant. She knew he was thinking about her right then, serving him in the most perverted ways. His stupid, silly little apprentice who couldn’t even keep her outfit in control… who needed him guide her firmly… roughly.
 
   The climax came quick and harsh, her body shaking among the refuse on the floor. Her outfit shifted endlessly, morphing from one slutty costume to the next, and each time it caused her to shudder in embarrassment and lust. As the heat inside her began to wind down, she slowly regained control of herself. Standing up on shaky legs, she was pleased to find that her outfit was slowly shifting back to the plain black dress she put on that morning. She held on to that thought, locking it in her mind to prevent her fantasies from running amok again.
 
   Winded, she unburied one of the dining room chairs, slumping into it just in time for Jack to come back in. He looked almost as beat as she did, coming over to her and simply whispering, “Thanks for that,” before wandering over to claim some coffee. He grabbed two cups, planting one down in front of Sasha before sitting down as well.
 
   “Alright, so… First things first, your clothing,” he began. Sasha blushed hard. “Everything in your room was keyed to you the moment you signed your contract. The room will attempt to serve you in any way you need, as will all items generated within it. Anything created by the room will poof the second you leave the house, so don’t go wasting time and effort trying to get gold to pour out of the walls or anything.”
 
   He paused as he saw her look up in alarm a moment.
 
   “It’s ok, clothing created by the armoire will persist outside the house,” he smiled as she sat back in relief. “Don’t worry, you’re free to come and go as you please, so long as lessons are done and your duties are attended to. The outfits will simply lock into the last form they were in before you left. That said… they’re powered by magic, and if you will them to change, they’ll do as you tell them.”
 
   Sasha nodded, shuddering to think of what might happen if her clothes were to change again like they did, only in public… She shoved the thought aside as Jack continued to talk.
 
   “Thing is… you’re going to need to control your thoughts while you’re here. It’s part of the reason I designed the room to be so… responsive. Magic is all about will, and if your will is coming from between your legs, you’re going to get into trouble… Get it?”
 
   Blushing more, Sasha nodded again. “I-I have a question though… I mean, my room cleans itself, and the clothes even transform from the slightest thought… so, why do you even need me to clean up? Wouldn’t it be simple to just wave your hand and have all this just disappear, or become something useful?”
 
   Jack chuckled, sipping his coffee. “Believe me, I wish it were that easy. Thing is, kiddo, I’m a very focused man. Unless I’m working towards that focus, I can barely fling a fireball, let alone vaporize a thousand and one pizza boxes.”
 
   Sasha’s brow scrunched up in confusion. “But, if your focus is healing, then how is it you were able to charm the room like you did?  I don’t get it…”
 
   Smiling, Jack stood up. “My focus isn’t healing, Sasha.”
 
   As he left the room, the girl wracked her brain as to what he meant. Then it came to her… The girl he was healing, writhing in pure pleasure, the porno mag, even the way her outfit had shifted very quickly to accommodate her slutty side. His focus certainly wasn’t healing. She realized, with a thrill, that her master’s focus was entirely on sex.
 
   Maybe he had known what kind of girl she was before she showed up, or maybe not. Either way, she knew he had been hoping she was going to expose herself like she had. She also knew he’d be hoping for much more, even if the contract prevented him from acting on it. Still, she thought, if she were the one who initiated things…
 
   This time, Sasha was more than aware of her outfit shifting, the frills coming back and her hemline shrinking once more towards her eager sex. As she began tidying up, she made sure to put a little wiggle in her backside with every bend and step. For the first time since she arrived here, she knew exactly what she wanted now.
 
   ***
 
   It was deep into the afternoon by the time she had managed to salvage some semblance of cleanliness out of the house, though there were likely rooms she’d yet to find, or wouldn’t be allowed into yet. Sasha was disappointed when he never came in to check on her. In fact, since their talk this morning, she hadn’t seen or heard from the man at all. Aside from a lack of audience, this didn’t affect the girl much… until she was finishing up her work on the living room.
 
   Resting on a pedestal, practically humming with arcane power, was the tome she had used earlier. She could still feel the spell she had learned buzzing around inside her head, burned into her thoughts, and she knew the key to further power was just a page or two away. She also knew that, of all the things in Jack’s home that might be protected by defensive spells, this was likely the most well-guarded. Still, the prospect of the kind of trap Jack might be using wasn’t exactly an unwelcome thing…
 
   She was already reaching out for it, her dress slowly shifting into something tighter, and more revealing. Before she could make contact, she heard the door open and close in the entry way, and Jack went staggering down the hallway. The scent of booze followed after him, and from the muffled singing she heard as he stumbled to his room, she figured the man was completely smashed.
 
   A naughty smile spread across her face as she waited for the sounds to die down, signifying her master had finally passed out. While she thought being caught red-handed could be fun, she still wanted a little time with the book first… 
 
   Before she could talk herself out of it, she reached out and snatched the tome from its place, clutching it to her breast before scampering off to her room. She was barely able to close the door before her curiosity and lust got the better of her, flinging herself onto the bed and opening the book without further thought.
 
   The pages began flipping on their own almost immediately, and Sasha could feel the power thrumming from each one. Here was a spell to cast one’s thoughts far into the aether, and here was another to heal all wounds. None of these interested the girl, and they flipped by with little more than a passing glance. Eventually, the tome landed on just what Sasha had always wanted..
 
   It was a truth spell, in a way. It would make one’s inner, more honest self into their only self, in both mind and body. She could feel the words of the incantation worming their way into her mind, wiping away any and all want to resist or hold back. Finally, she would be free of her futile attempts to hide what she wanted, and what she wanted to be.
 
   Sasha didn’t hesitate a moment, closing the book and focusing her power into the new spell. This time, instead of spilling out from her, she felt it wash over her body instead, causing her petite body to squirm and writhe as it tingled through her. As the final syllables of the spell tumbled out from her mouth, she felt it truly set in.
 
   The tome tumbled out of her hands and onto the floor, completely forgotten by the moaning teen. Everything felt so good, so yummy, it made it impossible to care about something so difficult as a book. In fact, most things more complex than the throbbing need between her spread legs didn’t seem worth mustering her scattered thoughts for anymore, especially as her body began to change.
 
   Expanding out from her chest, Sasha’s tits began to grow steadily. Her outfit shifted with them, shrinking and degrading until her shirt was little more than a partially transparent tube top. Reaching up, she kneaded her breasts, even as they ballooned outward, jiggling into her groping palms.
 
   Accidentally scratching herself, she realized that even her fingernails had grown. They were bright pink, and just long enough that she’d have trouble teasing her little wet slit, let alone do anything close to productive. It made her smile all the more, which sent naughty little tingles through her thickening lips. Glossy and fat, they caught the eye immediately, which took attention from her dim gaze and blushing cheeks. 
 
   Even as her body was altered, Sasha’s room began to compensate for its owner’s new state of mind. Pink slowly spread on the walls, eventually filling the place until it looked like nothing more than a blown up dollhouse. Even the armoire was affected, filling with cheap, slutty outfits and lingerie. 
 
   Still squeezing her tits, watching in dumb wonder as they stretched her shirt to its limit, Sasha was caught off-guard as she felt something slide into her dripping wet slit. Pleasant surprise washed over her features as she discovered that the room was absolutely willing to take care of all her needs. 
 
   The dildo was thick and lengthy, glowing slightly as it hung in the air, pumping in and out of her. Vibrating softly at first, it began to buzz louder and louder, its intensity matching the speed at which it thrust into her. Bucking against the onslaught, Sasha cried out in lustful ecstasy, her voice high pitched and devoid of all but the most basic of intelligence.
 
   Her long, blonde hair fell messily around her head as she rolled over and pushed her hips up, hoping that the room would take care of another of her hungers. She felt the toy press against her asshole immediately, sliding inside her with almost impossible ease. It wasn’t the magic of the room that let her take it so smoothly, but rather that her body was now made to be used in all ways.
 
   Drool spilled from her mouth as she bit down on the pillow, loving the feeling of both of her holes being filled. She was only allowed a moment before she felt the gentle pressure of another cock against her lips. Slowly poking out from the pillow, another cock was forming, pushing into her well-cushioned mouth.
 
   Her eyes rolled back as she began to suck on the cock in front of her. If anything, the feeling of having something thick and throbbing against her lips was more pleasurable than having her pussy filled from behind. Eagerly she lapped and sucked at it, both out of a single minded desire to serve and be used, and the need to make her own body feel better and better.
 
   She slammed her ass back against the toys inside her, needing more than what they were giving. She wanted, needed, deserved to be used hard; used like the dumb little whore she had always been inside. Each thought of it, each compounding fantasy only served to fuel the spell and her room, altering her further. 
 
   Pictures began appearing on the walls, each one showcasing Sasha performing some degrading sex act, often with people from her past. They showed off her massive, irresistible tits, and her round, jiggling ass. They even showed off her newest addition, the poorly done tramp stamp that proudly proclaimed she was a “Cheap Slut” in wobbly, flowing script. 
 
   She could now clearly remember getting the tattoo… She had sucked off the man who gave it to her to convince him to do it. “Prove it,” he had said, and she had done just that, fucking both him and his girlfriend in every way they asked for the weekend. In the end, she got her tattoo, a few more notches on her belt, and the most arousingly humiliating walk of shame in her life…. 
 
   The way everyone looked at her, staggering home exhausted after being a living fuck toy for two random strangers… it still made her wet, not that it took much for that anymore. Her family had been furious about the new tattoo, and their slut of a daughter. At least initially, anyway. 
 
   More pictures covered the walls, showing everything that she was more than willing to do, and a few things she loved to be forced into doing. She glanced them out of the corner of her eye in-between little bobs of her head, and they made the feeling of the three cocks inside her all the more enjoyable. Still, it wasn’t enough… 
 
   The toys slowly pulled away, scattering to the floor among countless others the room had created for its owner. They, like her, waited to be used to their fullest. Unlike them, though, Sasha knew exactly where to find what she needed.
 
   Jack didn’t notice the clack of high heels making its way down the hall. Nor did he wake when his door opened, despite about a thousand and one alarm spells going off at once. It wasn’t until he felt the warm press of Sasha’s tits against his thighs, and her wet, open lips sliding down around his cock that his eyes fluttered open. That’s also when he began to smile.
 
   ***
 
   The contract was long, and had a ton of really big words like “servitude” and “concubine”, but Sasha didn’t care. She was happy to sign it, once she could figure out which way to hold the pen. After altering herself, she was happy to do much of anything if it meant they would use her… anything to quench some of the aching need in her hot little holes.
 
   Jack told her the first contract didn’t really work with their new relationship, whatever that meant. Still, she trusted him, he was so smart! He taught her all sorts of new ways she could make people feel good, and he even cast a whole bunch of new spells on her. Now, everyone treated Sasha just how she liked, and even the quickest trip to the corner store ended with her on all fours and eagerly taking in all the attention.
 
   There had been some trouble though… Sasha had to talk to this really serious, but really pretty council lady, who had to make sure that Jack was being good to her. Sasha was sure she had said all the right things, because the council lady had let her lick her pussy, and Jack even said he was proud of her!
 
   Now, crouching down nude on the floor, Sasha balanced Jack’s tome on her massive tits. Even though her body ached for use, she knew better than to move. She knew if she was good, he’d fuck her when he was done, and that was all the incentive she needed. Plus, she knew she didn’t want to goof around in front of his new apprentice.
 
   The girl was super pretty, but kind of a nerd. Jack said she was really a slut like Sasha, but she was way too shy. Thankfully, Jack taught her a really good spell to make sure the girl could remember what she really was. He said he was under a contract and couldn’t cast it himself, but there was nothing stopping Sasha from doing it… He was so smart!
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   The Princess Whore
 
    
 
   Selene tittered as she clambered down the vine-trellis outside of her window, once more amazed at how easy it was to sneak out of the guarded castle. True, it had taken a few bumbling tries, and she had a hard time explaining the bruises on her bottom to some of her washgirls. Still, as the night air blew across her face, and she smelled the bittersweet scent of the town below, she knew it was more than worth it. 
 
   The moon, though hidden by clouds, gave just enough light for her to see the path to the village without actually being on it. While she had adopted a disguise composed of various castoffs she had snatched from the serving girl quarters, she was still wary that some of the night watchmen might yet recognize her. 
 
   Thankfully, the trees were sparse and there was little to no underbrush to navigate as she made her way, and her nightly escapes had given her a surprising level of fitness and agility for an otherwise pampered princess.
 
   Of course, that was a large reason she had been going on her little journeys to begin with. Ever since she was a young girl, Selene had always been cloistered away in the castle. While it was true that she ate the finest foods and was waited on by a group of peerlessly loyal and efficient servants, she had always felt like she was missing so much by being locked away.
 
   It had come to a head months ago, triggered by two events. First, she had reached the age of eighteen, and was now required to choose a suitable husband within one year. Kinder than most royal marriage laws, she was allowed to make the decision on her own, though the pool of suitors was chosen by her father. 
 
   Of course they'd be rich, handsome and pristine, not to mention literally bred for the noble life. Still, the thought of tying herself to someone for the rest of her life, when she'd never really lived it in the first place, hung like a sword over her head. A solution, or at least a way to ease her wandering mind a bit, came from an unlikely source.
 
   Selene had never liked Enkar, her tutor. Too many times she had felt the man's eyes roaming her body, or reprimanding her just a little too firmly for not paying attention. Not much older than herself, he had come nonetheless well-recommended by many other scholars as a font of worldly information and no shortage of practical experience.
 
   Seeing him wander about with his shabby clothes and shifty eyes, Selene had never figured on finding the man useful in the slightest, even for her studies. She knew well enough that a princess was meant to look pretty and act sweet, while her husband did the real managing. As such, she made a point of goofing off or even outright skipping many of her classes, though she knew it gave the man a perfect excuse to come down hard on her. 
 
   Still, in one of his long lectures about paying attention or something (she always seemed to space out when he really got going), she remembered he said something that really stood out to her.
 
   "If you don't want to learn, then you don't want to be royalty! Why don't you just slip out your window and go join the other riffraff down in the village!"
 
   While she knew he didn't intend it to be serious, it had gotten Selene thinking. That very night, she had made her first exit, finding a strangely unguarded side door right out from the castle gardens into the wilderness beyond. 
 
   Weeks later, things had started to become routine, as even the open night sky and its fragrant air couldn't quite muster the same thrill. That's when she decided that tonight would be special. Tonight she would actually enter the inn.
 
   Night after night she had heard the laughter and crashes and who knew what else bellowing out over the evening. The allure of the place, at once so mature yet completely unrefined, was something that got its hooks in her early. It only became worse as she heard some of the rumors of the place, murmured among the servants and even Enkar at times.
 
   Selene had learned that sometimes, even the royal servant girls would go down to the tavern and 'sell their bodies' for extra silver. They never seemed to talk about the specifics, but from the way they giggled about it, it seemed like something naughty and fun. Maybe they were dancing? Selene knew she was a singularly skilled dancer.
 
   As she neared the door, about to take her first fateful steps, a man staggered out and brushed her roughly to the side, before retching on the cobblestone next to her. Selene nearly left right then, appalled as she was. Turning to leave though, she saw the glow of a night watchman's lantern as he came over to check on the man, who had now fallen completely prone. 
 
   More in panic than anything else, Selene scurried inside. The scents and sounds were almost staggering in their intensity, and for a moment she simply huddled there and struggled to adjust. After a while she had centered herself enough to go up to the bar and order some wine.
 
   "Pardon, my lord. I would very dearly love a glass of Alminian Red, with a small platter of dates," she said, trying to sound as much like the serving girls back at the castle as she could.
 
   Still, the man stared at her like she was insane, before breaking out into loud, braying laughter.
 
   "Holy shit! The way you said that, girly, I almost thought you were serious!" He continued to guffaw, eventually even wiping tears from his smudged face using his ratty gray apron. "Honey, here we got beer. Beer, and stew. You want em?"
 
   Selene muttered assent, and was quickly handed a chipped ceramic bowl filled with a bitter smelling broth, along with a spotted glass full of a dark, murky beer. She said her thanks and took her meal to one of the few unattended booths on the edge of the room. 
 
   Scanning the crowd, she could see why the man laughed. Everyone in the room had the same bowl and brew as she did, and most of them looked like they had never seen actual wine in their entire lives. 
 
   She sipped at her soup, finding she actually rather liked the blunt flavor of the broth. As she ate, she continued scanning the room, realizing once again she still had much to learn about life in the village.
 
   First off, it seemed as though the food was half for sustenance and half for decoration, as the messy eating habits of the townsfolk ended with them liberally coating both themselves and the table in front of them. Selene tried to take a bigger, messier gulp of the broth, and giggled when a long stream of the stuff dribbled down between her breasts. 
 
   It gave her a strange sort of shiver as she felt it run down her body under the rags. It felt much like sneaking out had, only much more. As she let herself belch noisily like she had seen many do already, she found herself relaxing and falling into a kind of tingly haze.
 
   Of course, she realized the beer might have something to do with it. As with the food, the people around her seemed to want only to guzzle the stuff as fast as they could, and as much as they could take. Taking the cue, Selene had done likewise. The drink, much stronger than the wine she was used to, was going straight to her head.
 
   The feeling of dull contentment and the trickle of soup now slipping shamelessly down into her breeches made her really feel like she wasn't a princess anymore… more like she was just another one of the dirty, vulgar peasants. The thought sent a surprising tingle down her spine, ending squarely between her legs.
 
   It was not an unfamiliar feeling, though it was often an unwelcome one. A princess was supposed to be pure, and the massive amount of shame and derision she had received after being caught once simply peeking on one of the serving men bathing was more than enough to get her to keep her own mind on task with the matter.
 
   But here? Surrounded by these unrestrained and often unwashed men and women who were even now getting drunk and mess and sometimes falling into each other's laps and… Selene's eyes popped open when a scantily-clad, giggling woman bumped into her table before bouncing off after her partner. She didn't know when or how, but her perfectly manicured fingers were rubbing steadily against the crotch of her cheap rag pants.
 
   Realizing what she was doing, she blushed furiously… but didn't stop. In fact, she continued stroking between her legs, the tingles nearly driving her insane, even as she began to messily finish her meal. 
 
    She was openly staring now, as more soup splashed down the rough cloth of her top and across her lightly freckled chest. She watched as one bulky, gruff looking man reached up and grabbed the firm ass of one of the serving wenches, and her fingers moved faster as she watched the girl bend over slightly more so the man could slip one of his large hands up her ratty dress.
 
   As the girl gasped and wiggled, the man rubbed a massive bulge in his breeches, and it wasn't long before he pulled the girl down on his lap and began whispering in her ear. As he slipped one dingy silver coin in between the girl's barely covered breasts. The moment the coin made contact with her well-presented skin, Selene's fingers made contact with her clit for the very first time.
 
   It felt like lightning and tingles and every sidelong glance at every decent looking servant all rolled into one. Suddenly, simply pressing the rough fabric against her pussy from the outside wasn't enough, and she furtively slipped one hand down along her belly and in between her legs. The feeling of her own rampant juices mingling with the spilled soup and beer, along with a healthy dose of shame was enough to get her hips wiggling in her seat. 
 
   As she touched herself, she watched as the girl lifted up the cloth of her dress and saw the girl wasn't wearing any underclothes.  Selene's hand worked faster, stroking her clit with abandon as the man undid the leather tie on his breeches, and his thick cock sprang forth.
 
   She had to stifle a moan, so she knocked back another long drink of beer and shivered as she felt the cold drink spill over her body. The chill of the liquid was in harsh contrast to the warmth that had blossomed in her body, both from the alcohol and her own fingers toying with herself, and she felt her head begin to spin a bit. 
 
   Selene slipped one pristine finger into her dripping sex as the wench lowered herself down on the man's cock, thankful that years of horseback riding had made her good and ready. The princess stared raptly at the coin glinting slightly between the woman's tits as she bounced up and down. As she watched the scene, she thought she was starting to understand what the serving girl's meant by 'selling their body'.
 
   The image of those well-mannered girls being taken like this, their hands grasping at cheap coins as their whole body became nothing more than a thing of pleasure, an item to be bought and sold… it was driving Selene insane. Worse, the serving girls were being quickly replaced by Selene herself.
 
   She imagined her legs spread as she rode one shaded figure after the next, grasping gratefully at mere coppers as they fucked her senseless on the dirty tavern floor. The fantasy was so strong, so compelling that she could almost feel their hands on her, their cocks inside her. She cried out, both in fantasy and in the real world, as her first orgasm began to build. 
 
   Hand working fast at her messy pussy, the princess arced her back. Toes curling, sticky thighs squeezing around an arm now burning from exertion, she panted and moaned as her body and mind went into overload.
 
   Her other hand reached up and began mashing at one of her perky breasts as she shook and cried out. She didn't care who saw… in fact, she wanted people to see. Wanted all these vulgar, muscular men to see that she was no better than that cheap wench, getting fucked in front of everyone for a pittance of silver. 
 
   Of course, that same display was exactly what kept the rest of the patrons from noticing or caring what Selene was doing, but her lust addled mind imagined everyone's eyes on her. Still, as the climax began to fade into a warm glow and Selene's hands fell to the chair around her, she couldn't help but feel a deep pit of disgust at herself.
 
   This wasn't how a princess acted, she told herself as she tried to quickly and carefully finish her meal. It suddenly hit her how risky and stupid her actions had been, and she was quickly reaching panic levels of anxiety as she imagined getting caught and having to explain herself to her father. 
 
   As she drank the last of the now cold soup, she could smell her juices still on her fingers, and she could still clearly see the wench and the man noisily fucking not far away. As the heat in her body grew again, it muffled the cautioning voices in her head with promises of fun under the covers when she got back to the castle.
 
   "Besides," she reasoned, "there's no one here who could recognize me like this." Her face was as smudged and dirty as any of the common folk, and her rags now looked properly worn in. She didn't even feel like herself anymore, between the arousal and the drunken haze. "I could do whatever I wanted here, and no one in the castle would even know… I could be who ever I wanted here…"
 
   Before she could slip fully back into daydreams, she was interrupted by the jovial barkeep coming over to her table.
 
   "I'm sorry, miss! I heard you cry out a bit ago, but as you can see, my main girl… Well, she's a lil busy! Keeps the boys happy and drinkin', you know how it is." As he spoke, Selene just nodded, trying to get the man to go away so she could either leave, or have a bit more fun under the table. She hadn't decided yet which.
 
   "That being said, what with all the excitement here, I completely forgot to take your silver for the meal! As soon as you pay, I'll be getting out of your hair." He held out one calloused hand, as Selene panicked.
 
   She didn't have any money on her. She never did, and it never occurred to her that she might need it. With all the overwhelming feelings of adventure and rebellion, she hadn't taken into account the most basic of needs.
 
   "I… um… I don't have any money…" she hung her head.
 
   "Now, you know, this ain't a charity and I ain't no priest. I'm gonna have to get the guards and let them sort this out… don't know what you were thinkin', girly." The man seemed almost sad as he turned to go holler for the watchman. Things didn't go well for folks that stole in town, and the guards loved to get their hands on young girls.
 
   "No! Wait! I can… um, I can work! Do you need laundry done, or dishes?" she pleaded, grasping at anything that would keep the man from fetching someone who might recognize her. He was about to shake his head and walk away when she blurted, "I can make the money! I'll sell my body, just like that girl!"
 
   The barkeep turned around and almost did a double take before giving the waif in front of him a better appraisal. He wasn't an unkind man, but he did have a business to run and the girl had tried to cheat him. Besides, he told himself he was likely helping out an otherwise homeless wretch. The girls in his tavern were cheap, but they were fairly well taken care of.
 
   "You certain about that, girly? It's not an easy job. Well, it's a job for an easy girl!" he barked out a laugh at his own joke before continuing soberly. "If you're certain, I can give you a room to use for the night, and something a bit more… fitting for the job. Them rags are gonna have to go."
 
   "I'm sure… Just don't tell the guards, please! I'll do anything!" She was almost in tears at the very real danger of being caught, but she found that under it all, there was a deep stirring inside of her that almost frightened her more. 
 
   "Aye, girly… At least this way you'll get paid for spreading your legs. Come on, come on. Beth, get that bastard off and man the bar, we got a new girl!" The wench, still bouncing on the man's lap, giggled and yelled her assent while the bar hooted and hollered at the innkeep's mention of fresh meat.
 
   ***
 
   The room was easily half the size of even the smallest of Selene's closets back in the castle. Still, it had a certain enormity to the girl, and as she walked in the feeling was palpable. Barely fitting the massive bed in the center of it, the only other thing in the room was a rough wooden dresser complete with a tarnished mirror sitting on top of it. 
 
   "Alright, so this here is gonna be your room tonight. I'm gonna go get one of the other girls to help clean you up and get you into somethin' a little more… presentable. Go ahead and kick the rags into the corner. The boys won't notice." And with that, the innkeeper wandered off and Selene was on her own.
 
   Her pulse was pounding throughout her body, but the heavy beat of it seemed to originate not from her heart, but from her sex. While it was true she was frightened, that feeling was more than engulfed by the sheer level of arousal and exhilaration she felt. Never had she been more free, more honestly herself. 
 
   As she was running her hand almost reverently along the coarse fabric of the bed's blanket, she heard a light knock behind her. Without waiting for an answer, a girl quickly stepped in and closed the door behind her. She was carrying a plain brown dress and a brass pot that steam was slowly rising out of.
 
   Looking about the same age as Selene herself, this new girl had an easy going swagger that seemed like it belonged on a much older woman. Perhaps it was in the way she sauntered over to the bed and dropped off the cheap linen dress while still managing to stick out her ass and show off, or maybe it was the not so subtle jiggle of the girl's breasts under a badly tied bodice. Regardless, Selene found herself with a combination of envy and lust in equal measure, and in amounts that both confused and frightened her. 
 
   "New girl? I'm Sophie. What do they call you?" the girl asked, hands on her hips as she looked Selene up and down.
 
   "I'm… Um… I'm Senna," Selene blurted. The name had been something one of her old nannies used to call her when she was a child, and was the first to pop into her muddled head.
 
   "Right, so Senna, first off you're gonna need to strip down if I'm gonna help you get prepped for this. From the look of you, you could use it." Sophie tutted disapprovingly at the mess Selene had made of her face.
 
   The princess hesitated for just a moment, before slipping out of her borrowed rags. She was grateful that she had chosen not to wear any of her silken underthings that night, though it wasn't the first time she'd had a similar thought so far. Before long she was standing nude before the other girl, halfway trying to cover herself, and halfway trying to capture that same easy-going sexuality that seemed to come naturally to Sophie.
 
   "Ugh, did you manage to get any of your food and drink actually into your mouth? You're as bad as some of the men who come in here," she muttered as she pulled a wet towel out of the basin. Selene quivered as the hot rag touched her body, and she could feel the warm water sliding down her sensitive skin.
 
   The reaction didn't go unnoticed by Sophie, who immediately slid the soaking cloth over to one of Selene's stiff nipples. She smirked as the princess inhaled sharply, and the smile turned to a gasp of her own as the girl's hand reached out and groped one of her still clothed breasts.
 
   Selene hadn't meant to touch the girl. She hadn't meant for any of this, really, but it seemed like her body had other plans. As soon as Sophie had started washing her she felt that same overwhelming tingle come back, only tenfold. Her hand had almost moved on its own after that.
 
   Sophie's breast felt both firm and pliant as Selene's soft hands squeezed their warm weight. It was Sophie's turn to stand and shiver as the princess quickly pulled the rough hempen strings that kept the girl's top closed. As her thick nipples hit the open air and Selene began to tug and tease them, her body began to move again. 
 
   Still clutching the wet rag, she moved her hand in lazy circles around Selene's breasts. Each time the cloth slid over the tips of the girl's nipples, she found herself smirking again, watching her lover's back arch and her legs start to give out.
 
   Selene's hands had resumed their motions, though now they moved slowly down Sophie's silken skin. As the tips of her fingers just barely brushed the very edge of the other girl's warm slit, she felt herself get pushed back.
 
   "Not yet, Senna… You're still dirty," Sophie said with a mischievous grin. Selene felt herself being led over to the bed and laid down without question. 
 
   She closed her eyes as she felt the wet rag trailing down her chest and over her belly, and her legs seemed to spread on their own as Sophie moved ever downward. Just as the 'cleaning' was about to reach her now nearly aching pussy, she felt the cloth slip away from her. It seemed like an eternity, and the anticipation had almost driven her to look and see what was going on. Before she could do so, she felt the first puff of hot breath between her legs.
 
   Selene's hands clutched at the blankets beneath her as she felt Sophie's face against her thighs. Her pussy felt almost like it was twitching as the breath came closer, and for the first time in her life, the princess felt the warm caress of a very skilled tongue against her sex.
 
   It started slowly, with a little lap along her lips and subtle kisses and nibbles as her legs wrapped around Sophie's head. By the time Selene felt the girl tickle at her clit, she was already bucking her hips and openly moaning. Much like she had played with her nipples, Sophie licked tiny circles around her little nub. 
 
   Selene thought she was going to go insane from the touch, and the pleasure was so intense it was almost painful. Inside herself she felt that same growing pressure inside of her like a wildfire. She reached down and grasped Sophie's hair in her hands, mashing the girl's face against her dripping pussy as she felt something in her mind snap.
 
   "Lick me, fuck me, make me dirty!" she yelled, as she felt Sophie do just that.
 
   Still reeling in the throes of climax, she barely noticed it as the girl climbed on top of her. As she tasted and smelled her own juices as Sophie kissed her for the first time, she felt herself respond. 
 
   One arm brought the other girl down tightly onto her, their breasts meeting and sliding together in both sweat and the moisture from the wash. Selene's other hand reached down between Sophie's legs, and this time she wasn't pushed away. 
 
   Even in the haze of lust and the feel of their bodies as the caressed one another, Selene still wanted to make her lover feel as she had. Her fingers danced in tight little patterns along the girl's clit, and she echoed many of the motions that Sophie had used on her. 
 
   The tactic worked beautifully, as Selene felt her lover begin to writhe about in pleasure on top of her, and she could feel the warm wetness of the girl's pussy as Sophie straddled her knee. As Sophie cried out, Selene locked her mouth onto the other girl's nipple and began to suck on it hard. Her tongue flicked over the thick nub in her mouth, even as Sophie began to thrash about.
 
   "Oh gods! No! No more…. Too much!" she cried, as she pushed the princess's mouth away from her breast. She fell down, still somewhat draped over Selene, and her hands wandered over her soft skin. 
 
   "Where the hell did you come from, and can I keep you?" she giggled, and Selene found herself giggling too. The princess had never felt so good in her life, and her whole body still thrummed with simple, almost animal pleasure. Despite the exertion, and the sheer skill at which Sophie had used her body, Selene still thought of only one thing: more.
 
   "I… I came from another village, very far from here. My father, he wanted me to marry a man I didn't want, so I ran away," the lie came easily off her tongue, though Selene kept thinking of all the other things she wanted to do with it instead. 
 
   She felt like another person entirely, and the pristine, pure princess she was before was nothing more than a dream. Instead, she found herself reveling in the taste of girl in her mouth, and the wet stickiness that was still on her fingers. The smell of their sex and their sweat mingled in the dingy air, and it made Selene… no, Senna feel delightfully common and dirty. 
 
   Even the way she had let this serving girl, this lowborn harlot tease and touch her body, made her feel even cheaper inside. This was a girl who wouldn't have been fit to lick the boots of her former self, and now Senna felt like she wanted to look up to her. 
 
   The former princess had lapsed into daydreams, and Sophie took that as sadness. She leaned in and wrapped her arms around Senna and pulled her close, nuzzling her neck with a surprising amount of affection. None of the other girls had wanted to do anything of the sort that Senna had done, and she had gone a long time without the sweetness of another woman's touch.
 
   The moment was interrupted by the door clattering open, and both girls were greeted with the scent of beer and food from the room before. In walked the same large man that had been fondling the girl downstairs, and from the bulge in his pants he was obviously ready for more.
 
   "Get on out of here, Sophie. I want the new girl," he said, unphased by the two girls caressing one another. 
 
   "Wait, Marcus! I wanna stay in on this one. She's... a very close friend," Sophie pleaded, stepping out of the man's way regardless. Marcus was a big guy, and known to be rough with the girls. Sophie knew better than to try and turn him away, but she didn't want Senna to be scared off by her first go. 
 
   Marcus stared at Sophie with a face that could've been annoyance or amusement. Eventually he just shrugged and gestured to the bed.
 
   "Fuck it, I don't care. I ain't payin' you for this. Get on over on the bed and spread your legs. I wanna see you playing with that cunt while I fuck your little friend here."
 
   Sophie nodded her assent and climbed back onto the bed, trying to look sexy despite her worry. She needn't have bothered, however. As the man wordlessly spread Senna's milky thighs and plunged one meaty finger into her dribbling slit, the former princess felt like she was in heaven.
 
   The moans she let out were nothing like the well-practiced act that Sophie was putting on, and it only spurned the big man on further. While he continued to slide one, and then two thick digits in and out of her pussy, he began to grope at one of her firm tits. 
 
   When Senna grabbed his arm, he was prepared to slap her hand away. A moment's hesitation revealed the girl wasn't trying to stop him… she was trying to get him to work her tight slit even harder. Marcus smiled, realizing this girl was something special. 
 
   She clutched tightly at him as he pulled away a moment before flipping her over. Kneeling on the floor, Senna tried as best she could to thrust out her backside for the large man's use, all the while enjoying the new view of Sophie as she continued to play with herself.
 
   For her part, the whore hadn't expected to actually get into any of it. Whether from the previous fun they had had, or the mere sight of watching the petite girl in front of her getting off hard from being used like a fucktoy, she didn't know. All she knew was that she was hotter than she had ever remembered being, and for the first time she could remember, the sounds she was beginning to make were wholly legitimate.
 
   Senna looked up at Sophie, both their faces flush. As she watched her friend stroking her clit, Senna began to tug on her puffy nipples as she felt Marcus slide the head of his cock along her lips. As his thick member began to slide inside her, she felt herself begin to shudder in the first of many orgasms. Panting, even drooling, she pushed her ass back against him. His rigid length pressed almost painfully deeper, until the soft curve of her backside was against his body. 
 
   As she shook in pleasure, he began to thrust into her. He gave no mind to her pleasure, her wants… He simply took her, and she loved every second of it. She gasped as she felt his hands cupping her ass cheeks, and as one of his thumbs began rubbing along her puckered hole, her toes curled.
 
   Watching her friend getting taken, Sophie found that not even her skilled fingers could sate her hunger. She crawled down the bed and sat down in front of Senna, her legs spread and her pussy easily reachable. The young girl took the cue immediately. What she lacked in experience she made up for in enthusiasm, lapping wildly at Sophie's sex with mindless abandon. Her licking was further augmented by the rough thrust of Marcus's cock, which pushed the girl's face hard against Sophie's cunt.
 
   "Good girl, lick that fucking pussy, you whore," Marcus muttered as his motions became more insistent and erratic. Each word hammered into Senna's mind and she eagerly complied, sucking on Sophie's clit while she felt the man's cock start to twitch inside of her. 
 
   As the first spray of his seed began to fill her, Senna felt Marcus's thumb begin to press deeper into her asshole. He grasped her soft cheeks as he slammed into her one last time, his breath ragged. Sweat poured down over his muscular body, dripping down onto Senna as he nearly fell down on top of her. Her body was still shaking from the overload of sensations as he slipped his cock slowly, torturously out of her. 
 
   She simply laid there for a while, his cum dripping from her well-used pussy. Both girls could do little more than breathe as he stood back up and got dressed, his hungers sated for now. Before he left, he fished a thick silver coin from his breaches and regarded it with a smirk. Senna let out a long, ragged moan as she felt him press the warm metal into her messy slit before leaving the room without another word.
 
   Sophie recovered first, climbing over to the nearly comatose girl and holding her tightly.
 
   "Senna… Senna are you okay? I'm so sorry if he hurt you… gods, I'm sorry I went along with it," Sophie felt terrible as she spoke, but she stopped in astonishment as she saw the dreamy smile on the girl's face.
 
   "My god, Sophie… you get to do this every day?"
 
   After another good wash, Selene paid off the barman and started to make her way home. She had assured both him and Sophie that she'd be coming back the next night, and she absolutely meant it. She could still feel the weight of that thick, cheap coin as the man had pushed it inside of her, and she knew that she'd be replaying the scene in her head again and again for many nights to come.
 
   Jokingly, she imagined giving up her old life completely, throwing away the silken dresses, the formality and the snow white purity of it all in favor of giving in to her baser urges. She thought about being taken on that dirty bed, night after night as the peasant men used her body. She paused as she realized just how compelling the thought was, and as she snuck back in her window and nestled into her plush cushions, she couldn't help but formulate a plan, if only as a fantasy.
 
   ***
 
   Half convinced the previous night had been some sort of fever dream, Selene was nonetheless not surprised to wake up and find her hand still wrapped around the thick silver coin she had been paid for her 'services'. Just the feel of its solid weight in in her palm was enough to bring back images and sensations from 'Senna's' adventures, to the point where the petite princess quickly found herself running her soft hands down between her thighs once more.
 
   Clutching at her metal prize, she ran the warm disc in between her already soaked lips, nestling it just inside as her fingers began flicking her throbbing clit. Gasping, then moaning like the cheap slut she was last night, Selene spread her legs wide and welcoming as she fucked herself. Her pussy dribbled out on the silken sheets, and the scent of her need slammed her mind with memories of Sophie's sex as she lapped at it. 
 
   Before long, the cozy blankets had become stifling, and Selene kicked them off in frustration. The heat in her body only increased as she exposed herself, once more opening her thighs and presenting her dripping cunt to the room. She imagined one of the guards coming in and catching her like this, seeing the coin wedged in her sex and knowing how cheap she really was.
 
   She rolled over as she fantasized, sticking her ass up like a bitch in heat. Still rubbing zealously at her clit, she began to suckle at her thumb. In her mind, the warm digit was the cock of one of the guardsmen, and she pushed herself to lap and suck at it with single minded care. As she did so she wiggled her backside as if to invite other patrons, and she imagined the heavy metal inside of her was her current payment.
 
   Her sensitive nipples slid along the smooth silk of the bed beneath her as she continued to play, her lewdly displayed body a stark contrast to the pristine whites that surrounded her. Even more so was the growing pool of her juices as she dripped with wanting.
 
   The feelings were so compelling, so single-mindedly both humiliating and delicious, that she almost missed the sound of the little silver bell being rung above her door. It was rang to mark the coming of one of her maids, and as Selene thought of the plump breasts and supple thighs of many of her serving girls, she nearly kept going. 
 
   Not wanting to draw too much attention to herself just yet, not when there were many more nights she needed to still sneak out, Selene reluctantly covered herself. The thin blanket lay close to her now sweat sheened body, and the princess knew the curve of her ass would be as blatant as the scent of her lust to whoever entered.
 
   The girl that came in was fairly new, her movements still seemingly tentative and shy around the immaculate royalty. She paused just inside the room, seeing the soft outline of Selene's backside just barely concealed under the sheer strip of silk. The pause gave way to no small amount of arousal as she watched the apparently sleeping princess shift in her sleep and the blankets pull higher.
 
   The servant, Elise, watched as the young woman on the bed in front of her begin to spread her thighs, the supple skin glistening slightly with evidence of arousal. The girl knew she should run, to go back outside and ring the bell vigorously in order to save the princess from any kind of shame. Still, the little shadow of Selene's barely covered sex called her.
 
   Elise's heart pounded, as did her mind… but each heartbeat was answered with a throb between her legs. It was that pulse that guided her hand as she slipped the last of the silken covers off of Selene, and took in the sight of the girl's blonde furred pussy dribbling onto the sheets.
 
   Elise's fingers dipped into the pool of the princess's juices, and as the lust coated fingers hit her tongue, she shuddered. She must have made a noise, because Selene shifted again in front of her, practically wiggling her ass at the servant girl. It was an invitation that even the shy maid couldn't refuse, and her body shook as her hands made contact with the smooth skin of Selene's bottom. 
 
   The princess herself tried to keep from becoming too obvious… she didn't want to scare her new playmate away. Still, the heat in her body was driving her to almost animal levels of lust, and she was secretly biting down on her pillow to keep from crying out as she felt soft hands roaming her body.
 
   As the girl's thumb touched ever so softly against her puckered hole, Selene's mind once again flooded with memories from the night before and she pressed her ass up against the servant girl's hand. The slender digit slid inside her, and she began bucking her hips slowly and fucking herself against the girl's fingers.
 
   Elise panicked as she felt the princess move under her, but as she watched the slender young woman using her like she was, she realized she had nothing to be afraid of. Pressing her thumb deeper inside, she was rewarded with a long ragged moan and the sight of the princess lifting up her ass to present herself. 
 
   The maid could swear she could see something glinting in Selene's pussy as she began to stroke at her clit. It was hard to be sure though, as the pulsing in her body only increased as she felt the princess's asshole practically milking her thumb in response. Everything felt like a dream, impounded even more so as Selene began to talk.
 
   "Please… fuck me… pay me…" came the girl's words, coming slurred from drool-slick lips.
 
   Elise smiled, knowing now that everything was just as her master had said.. Elise continued to toy with the princess's body as she slowly tried to grab money from her purse. The maid threw several smudged coppers down on the bed next to the girl below her. This would be the final test.
 
   As soon as she saw the coins, the princess's hips began to buck harder, her entire body shaking shamelessly in orgasm in front of one of her own servants. Elise pulled back as the princess calmed down, panting and clutching at the dirty coppers next to her. The throbbing between the maid's legs had crowded out rational thought now, and she tore off her simple dress without a care.
 
   She grabbed Selene's legs and roughly rolled her over, climbing quickly onto the bed. She turned and backed her dripping sex over the princess's waiting mouth, lowering it slowly and already feeling a warm and surprisingly skilled tongue begin to explore her.
 
   "That's it, you whore… Earn your pay." At the maid's words, Selene's brain went into overload, and she nearly clawed at the girl's thighs as she struggled to push her tongue deeper inside. 
 
   Elise's juices were sweet and musky as they fell into her mouth, and Selene lapped greedily at every drop. In her frenzy, she even licked a few times at her servant's asshole as well. She felt the girl's thighs tighten around her head as she did so, and the sheer naughtiness of it nearly pushed her over the edge again.
 
   What did send her careening into the throes of ecstasy was the touch of Elise's fingers sliding into her slit and finding the coin nestled inside. Selene shook under the girl, sucking her clit as her mind melted in sweet release. She didn't even notice as the young girl pulled the coin out of her, replacing it with two slender, skilled digits. 
 
   Elise teased the princess, even as she lifted her sex away from her still moving mouth. Instead, the maid gently pressed the warm metal onto Selene's tongue. She sucked on it immediately, her body writhing from the taste of her own pussy, and the two fingers now sliding against her most sensitive places.
 
   Selene's eyes rolled back in her head as she heard the maid begin to whisper in her ears.
 
   "You're not a princess… you're a cheap whore… Now tell me, whore. Did you go into the village last night? Did you sell your slutty body to the men there?"
 
   Selene moaned and nodded, arching her back as the maid continued to manipulate her eager sex.
 
   "And did you reveal yourself then? Did anyone recognize you?" Elise said, gently pinching the princess's clit between two slender fingers.
 
   "No! No one knew me! I was someone else… S…Senna was my name… Oh god, yes!"
 
   Elise had heard enough, and rewarded the young woman with the release she was craving. As Selene basked in the afterglow, she felt Elise pour something sweet into her thirsty mouth. As the sedative kicked in and the princess passed out, she heard the clink of her coins as the maid began to clean up.
 
   ***
 
   Selene struggled to both stay awake and keep from daydreaming as Enkar began droning on. In front of her was a steaming cup of the same sweet smelling tea he always served before starting a lecture. As always, the delicious beverage did little to focus her wandering mind. Still… today felt different this time… More dream-like, in a way. When did she come to class?
 
   "Today, we're going to talk a bit about herbalism, princess. Namely, some of the medicinal properties of the 'liska' plant," Enkar spoke, the slow monotone of his voice nonetheless somewhat snapping Selene out of her daze. 
 
   Selene gulped down the tea and tried to give him her full attention, which was starting to become easier to do.
 
   "This peculiar herb is known for its use as anesthesia, primarily. Simply applying the leaves to a wound is enough to soothe pain and calm the patient's mind. The problem is, prolonged use has some very lasting, but interesting side-effects."
 
   The princess had begun to relax in the plush chair, her legs spread wide even as her eyes began to grow hazy. She didn't see the man smile, but she could feel his voice, and his words as they seemed to flow around her… and inside her.
 
   "See, the herb would leave the subject weak-willed and pliable, even after just a few doses. The primary effects would end quickly after the application, but other things became permanent… like suggestions."
 
   As she did during all of her lessons, Selene reached down and pulled up her gown. Legs still open, the princess began to run her fingers along her thighs, presenting her body to her tutor.
 
   "Even a few weeks of suggestions could turn even the most pure, innocent girl into a mindless, fuck-hungry slut… Over time, the subject could even forget who they were entirely; their personalities shifting completely over to their new artificial self." 
 
   As he spoke, Enkar slipped his breeches down and stepped out of them. His cock had been hard since the maid had made her report, and the sight of the princess's bare pussy had made his erection almost painful. Seeing the royal brat in front of him start to drool from both mouth and cunt as she took in the sight of his rigid member… it nearly caused him to take her right then and there. Still, he had business to attend to first.
 
   "You're a prime example. A prissy little princess who used to gasp when anyone mentioned anything resembling anything naughty… that's who you used to be. Now, you're a dirty whore in clothes that are much too good for you. You're addicted to the taste of cum and pussy, and you get off on being used and humiliated."
 
   Selene felt his words burrow into her very being, and she knew them for truth. The silken dress on her body felt too soft, too plush. Worse, she felt her lowborn sex dripping into the expensive cloth and knew she'd be punished for it. Instead of panicking, she spread her legs further apart.
 
   One hand reached up and pulled down the top of the dress, exposing her tits to the nobleman in front of her. With her other hand, she plunged two, then three fingers into her messy sex. Her entire body shivered at the obscene noises she was making.
 
   Enkar knew the time was ripe. The tea she had drank had been the final dose needed, and this would be the final 'lesson'. Stepping forward, he didn't even have to give the order. Selene simply brushed her hair from her face and took his length slowly, lovingly between her soft lips. Gently he petted her as she serviced him, and she felt her body respond with lust.
 
   "You're no longer princess Selene… You're Senna, the street girl turned whore. You live to be used, and the money is just to make sure you can afford to stay presentable for your next client. You've pretended to be the princess, and you'll know just how to act and not attract suspicion. Deep down though, you're nothing more than a cheap cunt for anyone to have."
 
   Her movements became more raw, and less refined. She slurped and sucked on his cock with enthusiastic abandon as she continued fucking her own hungry slit with her hand. Every part of her tingled with numb pleasure, including what was remaining of her mind.
 
   "Tonight, you're going to sneak out of the castle one last time. As soon as you go outside these walls, you'll forget anything you knew about princess Selene. Every step you take, you're going to forget every lesson you've ever learned… You'll forget how to read, you'll forget your arithmetic…"
 
   His petting turned into two tight fists grasping at her silken locks as he pulled her face in roughly. She blushed and twitched, her body thrumming from the use.
 
   "Even your vocabulary will become more fitting for your new self. Strip yourself of your niceties… Replace all those difficult, big words you no longer understand with the most vulgar, debasing speech you can think of. Show me how you'll be tonight… tell me what you are."
 
   Drool slid down around her lips as she reluctantly felt his cock slide slowly out. She stared at it, not inches from her waiting hole as she felt her sluggish mind respond to his orders.
 
   "I'm a… I'm a stupid slut, like you said, my lord. I'm a dirty guttercunt, cheap and easy. I'm a dumb whore… I…" She was having trouble thinking, as she couldn't stop staring at his cock as it stood hard in front of her. She wanted it in her body… needed it. 
 
   He didn't stop her as she stood up shakily and tore off the dress. She didn't think of how much she would have to pay for the thing… she didn't think of much at all aside from how much she needed to fuck. 
 
   Turning around, she bent over. Taking in the scent of her own need on the chair's cushion was intoxicating, and she rubbed her face against the wet cloth as she wiggled her ass for her client. 
 
   "I'm just… I'm just a fuckhole… Use me, my lord," she gasped out. He hadn't approached yet, so she slowly reached back and grasped her firm ass. She spread her buttocks as she had spread her legs, welcoming and shameless. Her heart surged when she felt the head of his cock, still wet from her mouth begin to press against her tight pink hole. 
 
   He held there, slowly stroking his throbbing length and taking in the sight of the once pure princess presenting herself like a bitch in heat. He felt the soft pressure of the hole as he began to slide inside her, and the puddle under her cunt began to grow. 
 
   "Tell me, whore… if the poorest man came to you for your body, what would you do?" Enkar asked, as his pulsing member pushed just a little deeper. 
 
   "I… I would fuck him, gladly," the girl panted.
 
   "And if the hounds master wanted you to please his prized dog?"
 
   She shivered beneath him as her mind flooded with such a humiliating act. Breathily, she answered, "I would fuck him, gladly, my lord."
 
   Enkar smiled as the girl began to squirm under him, either from lust or the feel of his cock nearly entering her entirely.
 
   "And if the king came to your room and wanted your lowborn body? If the king himself came and touched that peasant cunt of yours and said you were to be his?"
 
   He slid entirely in, and just held her firm little ass in his hands as she panted under him. He knew the conditioning was complete when he felt her hole begin to squeeze tighter around him, and her body began to shake. As she answered, he pulled out and began to slam inside of her.
 
   "I would fuck him! Oh, gods… I would fuck him!"
 
   She pushed back against his body as hard as she could. Pain and pleasure mixed as her mind went haywire with her climax. Drooling, crying out, her thoughts were filled with images of being taken and used by anything and everything she had ever known.
 
   As Enkar's seed filled the young girl, the sheer intensity caused her to pass out. He continued thrusting at her, ensuring every drop was inside the former heiress, before pulling out his cock. He watched as his cum dribbled out of her asshole and down over her plump wet lips, and savored his triumph for a moment. Then, with a sigh of contentment he cleaned himself on her hair and left her for Elise to clean up. 
 
   ***
 
   Senna felt the breeze on her face, and she felt her thoughts blow away with it. There was something about being out at night that just got her going… not that it took much. For a moment, she looked back puzzled at the castle so close behind her. Then she heard the sounds of the tavern coming from the town below, and she felt her body respond. With a smile on her face, she made her way into her new life.
 
   ***
 
   Enkar smiled as he sorted out his herbs in a moment of very brief peace. The months after the princess's disappearance had been stressful, and even he had come under heavy scrutiny as the days went by and no signs were found. True, a girl had been found in a nearby village who looked uncannily like the missing princess, but the way she acted, and the things she'd do for the guards that questioned her… She wasn't long considered. 
 
   Still, things were rough in the castle still, as the kingdom went into official mourning. The queen herself had gotten into such a depression that she hardly left her room anymore. Ever the loyal servant of the crown, the former tutor took it upon himself to bring the poor distressed woman her evening's repast himself… including a kettle of freshly brewed tea.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Experiments in Lust
 
    
 
   “Look, I’m not saying it’s not theoretically possible. I’m just saying that the likelihood of you pulling off such a thing is preposterous at best.”
 
   Adam sputtered in righteous indignation, though he knew he shouldn’t. This wasn’t the first time Rose had insulted him like this. They’d been friends since grade school, and even now that they were in college she still liked to jab at him from time to time, especially since their research had gone off into wildly different directions. 
 
   Rose had gotten into chemistry, whereas Adam began looking into more… untested avenues. His combination focus of neuroscience, mathematics and mechanical engineering had left him with few solid discoveries… which only served to make Rose all the more unbearable when she came across what amounted to a holy grail.
 
   Just last month, the bright young girl had discovered a specific compound which theoretically allowed for incredible changes in human physiology. The body would change, often drastically into as close to peak physical condition as it could, losing blemishes, scars and the like. Tests had shown that could likely even ‘turn back the clock’ for some, and may even provide the key to lasting human health.
 
   Of course, the cosmetic company that had funded her lab owned the rights to everything she produced, and it took them less than a week to send down the order to ‘specialize’ the concoction, before she even had a chance to begin human testing. Namely, they wanted not only peak physical condition, but peak attractiveness as well, as determined by the masses. Oversized breasts, long legs and smooth round curves were what the company wanted, and that was what they’d get.
 
   As much as Rose lamented the idea of such a shameless usage of what could be the discovery of the century, she had little choice in the matter. If she didn’t have the funding and the company say-so, she’d never be able to develop the serum further, and she wasn’t going to turn her back on her creation. Besides, she mused, it wouldn’t be so bad if she could help herself out a bit in the process. 
 
   She was painfully aware that she was somewhat bereft of gifts in regard to her body, and while she’d never have the courage to go all the way into the near pornstar status that her serum would provide, she certainly thought about it frequently enough… among other things. Her studies had left her little time for romance, but her dreams and daydreams certainly compensated for that; often even involving her friend Adam.
 
   It was a big part of the reason she teased him so much about his work. It gave her a chance to somewhat let off a little of her steam. It also certainly helped that she thought he was absolutely adorable when he got all worked up, and she couldn’t help but grin at him as he fumed in front of her.
 
   “You know my stuff works! You’ve been using one of my devices since we first got here! There’s clear, verifiable data that your grades have improved since you began using the concentration band. We have two solid years of proof,” Adam said, trying desperately to keep from shouting. It was one thing for Rose to tease him, but this was different.
 
   “Yeah, it could be your slapdash little headband, or it could be that I’ve simply just gotten better since coming here. I’ve certainly been exposed to more quality minds than I had back home, that’s for sure,” Rose smirked at Adam pointedly as she made the remark, laughing to herself as he got more riled.
 
   “Are you joking?! My research could mean the ascension of the entire human race, and what did you make, breast implants in a bottle? Oh, bravo.” 
 
   Now it was Rose’s turn to fume. He knew she was sensitive about the usage of her serum, and he was even largely sympathetic, but she had crossed a line today.
 
   “You know what, you want me to respect your work, your pathetic little machine? Prove it works,” she said, looking down her nose at him.
 
   Adam knew his stuff worked. Moreover, he knew that what he was about to suggest was a highly immoral use of his developed tech, but at this point he no longer cared… He’d give her undeniable evidence that his research was correct.
 
   “Alright then, a wager. I’ll tune my machine to do the opposite of what it’s doing now. As it works, which it absolutely will, the band will steadily decrease your focus and intellect, bit by bit. When you’re a giggling, air-headed idiot, we’ll know it works.”
 
   “Which it won’t,” she interjected.
 
   Unphased, he continued. “When that happens, and we see your grades dwindling and your work suffering, you’ll have no recourse but to admit you were wrong and I was right. Proof, unassailable and empirical.”
 
   Rose laughed at him. “Alright, alright… Since we both know this is a farce, I see no reason to say no. What are the stakes?”
 
   Adam grinned ear to ear. “If I win, you have to be the first human test subject of your own altered serum. The full works, too. We’re talking ridiculous bust size and then some.”
 
   “Goddamn you’re pathetic, Adam, and a pervert besides. To hell with it, sure. If your little trinket magically makes me into a bimbo, I’ll take my own serum and look the part. And what do I get when you fail?”
 
   “The thing you want the most: funding. I’ve found a backer who not only wants to fund both of our work, but also has the resources to completely buy out any and all of your current research from the school and its ‘patrons’. We’d be independent, and free to pursue whatever projects we want to.”
 
   Rose paused, speechless. It was exactly what she wanted most. She could break away from all this, develop her serum further, and even be free of having to lower herself to being just another college student in her off time. It was the prize of a lifetime, and she found herself happily shaking hands with Adam on the mere off chance that he was being truthful. Knowing him, and that look in his eye, she knew he was.
 
   “Alright, it’s a deal. How long until you’re done recalibrating, or whatever you want to call it?”
 
   “I’ll have it to you by tonight… count on it.”
 
   ***
 
   Rose tidied up her dorm, blasting her music through the small rooms. She was immensely and constantly glad she never had to deal with a roommate, but it did get lonely sometimes, and she found that a little bit of too-loud music got her past it. Now though, it was more about passing the time than it was mitigating her own loner status. 
 
   The thing was, she knew Adam’s work held water, and she had felt the effects of his concentration band first-hand. She wanted to say it was just the heat of the moment that made her accept his bold wager, but deep down she knew the truth. The thought of off-loading some of the burden of her intellect, and then having a perfectly reasonable excuse to enhance her body was just too tempting to pass up. On the flipside, if he failed to alter her, she would have the funding she needed to change her life, and change the world as well. It was win/win. The strange thing was… she thought she almost preferred losing.
 
   The knock on the door was almost lost in the heavy throbbing beat of her music, but Rose had been listening attentively for Adam’s arrival. Trying not to seem to eager, she pulled open the door and prepared to let him in. She’d expected him to be bringing a modified concentration band, little more than a thin head strap. He had that, and a whole lot more.
 
   Staggering in, Adam gingerly set down the box load of equipment in the middle of Rose’s living room floor while she stood by in stunned silence.
 
   “What the hell is all this stuff?” she finally asked, picking up what looked like a small camera from the pile.
 
   “Research gear: testing equipment and recording devices mostly. If this is going to be the proof, we have to make sure it’s legitimate. Therefor, we need to get coverage of the entire testing process…” he mumbled, already beginning to wire up several tiny cams all around the room.
 
   “What?! I never agreed to this, this is crazy! Take this stuff do-“
 
   “Do you want your funding or not? If my stuff works, this test will be all I need to prove it. If it doesn’t, this will give me utterly incontrovertible evidence to that effect, while also showing me that you’ve actually used the device properly.”
 
   “Yeah, and showing you a whole lot more besides. This just sounds like you trying to get a free peepshow out of the deal,” Rose said, crossing her arms over her chest.
 
   “Don’t flatter yourself. We live in the age of the internet. If I wanted to, I could find some random chick happily willing to show off and more in seconds, and with an actual bust besides.”
 
   Adam walked away to go install more cameras, so he didn’t see the flare of anger and humiliation on Rose’s face, but he knew it was there. Truth was, he was being honest with her. He did want video evidence of the testing progress. That being said, she was right about him wanting a little show too. More than once the abrasive, nerdy girl had been the subject of his fantasies. This way, even if he somehow lost, he really wouldn’t mind the experience.
 
   She was still sulking as he came back into the living room. She had the concentration band in her hands, and she was turning it over and over slowly as she watched him walk up.
 
   “Oh good, you found it,” he said with a smile.
 
   “Well, once you took out all your voyeur paraphernalia, it was the only thing left. So what are the rules to this thing? Same as the old model?”
 
   “Well… there is one more thing. See, the concentration band worked on keying into the parts of your brain that you used for your studying, research… anything that required logical thinking. The dampening band works on different region altogether.”
 
   As he spoke, Adam stepped out into the hallway and dragged in another big box. Practically tumbling out of the thing was piles of glossy magazines and cheaply made dvd cases, all haphazardly strewn about. Out of sheer morbid curiosity, Rose picked up one of the magazines.
 
   “Adam,” she began, slowly and carefully, “tell me why, please… Why is it that you’ve determined that ‘Bimbo Anal Princesses 3’ is necessary for this farce to work? I’m really struggling here.”
 
   Adam blushed deeply, but stood his ground. “As I said, this device works on a different part of the brain. It syncs up with some deeper, more instinctual parts of the brain and sort of… gives them a boost. With those taking over, your intellect will dwindle accordingly. It just needs you to… well, activate those parts. I tried really hard to find things you might like-“
 
   “You thought I’d like “Slutty Teens and Their Toys 4” eh?” she said with a smirk, watching Adam squirm. 
 
   “Look, it was all I could find on short notice. Are you going to approach this scientifically, or should I just tell my patron that you’re not professional enough for the big leagues?”
 
   That wiped the smile clean from Rose’s face, and she set the magazine down. “Alright, so what do I have to do, look into your little cameras and smile while I’m putting on a show for you? Come on, Adam, you have to realize how insane this sounds.”
 
   “You don’t have to do anything… revealing. You just have to look at the stuff. That should be enough to give the dampening band a proper focus. No more, no less.”
 
   “Okay, okay. Wear the headband, look at some porn. Sounds real legit,” she muttered, unable to keep the sarcasm from her voice. Still, despite giving him the business, Rose found herself getting excited at the prospect. In fact, she was already fantasizing about possibly giving him a little bit of a show that night… Not that she actually would, of course, but the thought was compelling.
 
   “It is legit. Anyway, I’ve got to go back and set things up on my end, so I’ll leave you to it. Just use the headband once tonight before bed, and once again in the morning. We should see results almost immediately, though it should take several applications before we’ve reached our goal for the exercise. Once we’re all done, we should be able to simply use the concentration band to get you back to where you were before.”
 
   “Should?” Rose asked, suspiciously.
 
   “Well, since you’re convinced the thing is… what was it? A farce? You should have nothing to worry about,” Adam said as he exited the apartment, leaving Rose alone with the massive box of porn.
 
   ***
 
   For a moment or two she just sat in her chair, head in hand and chuckling about the strange situation she had gotten herself into. It seemed almost unreal, even as she was looking at the glossy magazines and the black headband that sat on top of them. Still, she had work to do, so she put the insanity out of her mind and went to go work on her own research a bit.
 
   One of the benefits to her current situation was that the college had outfitted her apartment with a lab of her own. True, it didn’t have even a tenth of the equipment of her primary work station, but it was enough that she could fiddle with some of the finer points of the serum. Time and time again she’d dive into her work, often skipping classes and earning the ire of her professors, but making incredible strides.
 
   Maybe it was the events of the day, or the prospect of independence… or maybe it was the distracting tingle between her legs. Either way, tonight was not one of those times. Before night had even fallen outside, Rose found herself crouching next to the box. Dampening band in one hand, she casually leafed through the pile of magazines and dvds, gasping when she found something underneath them.
 
   It was a dildo, thick and hard. With a wry smirk she held it up to one of the cameras in the corner, waving it side to side. “Nice try Adam. Disgusting, and shameless, but worth the effort, I’m sure.”
 
   She tossed the thing off to the side and began looking through the box again, finding out quickly that the toy wasn’t the only surprise addition. “I’m gonna kill him”, she thought to herself as she fished out a pair of bright pink high heels, with a g-string of matching color. As she looked at the slutty clothes, she shook her head in disbelief. It was one thing giving her the porn… at least that had some sort of quasi-logical explanation, but this? This was purely a sign of her friend’s repressed lust. 
 
   Rather than getting angry, she felt flattered, and even a little relieved. So many nights she’d spent tossing and turning on her bed, in the throes of fantasies both tame and wholly wild, and many of them involved Adam. Here was a little bit of proof that he had some similar thoughts. With a sigh, she tossed the clothes aside as well, thinking to herself that maybe it was time to finally ask the man out.
 
   There were no other surprises in the box that she could find, and she was almost disappointed. Band still in her grasp, she snagged the nearest magazine to her and went to go get ready for bed. Starting to strip down and don her pajamas, Rose paused for a moment as she remembered the myriad cameras installed all about the place. She looked up at one and gave her best scowl before sliding under the covers with her fresh clothes. 
 
   Even covered like she was, it felt so delightfully naughty stripping down on camera. So much so, that she didn’t bother actually putting on the comfy woolen pajama pants she had dragged into bed with her. The blanket felt smooth and cool against her bare legs, and though she was wearing panties, she felt almost as if she were completely nude down there.
 
   Once done, she wasted no time in slipping on the headband. She didn’t want to make Adam think she actually thought he could pull off what he claimed, and so she set it in place across her forehead with practiced nonchalance. The second it settled, she pressed in a button concealed on the side, just like with the concentration band, and she couldn’t help but hold her breath as she waited for it to take effect.
 
   Absolutely nothing happened. No sights, no sounds, no little tingles of her intellect ebbing away… instead she just sat there in a headband, feeling foolish for how worked up she had been. Leaning back disappointedly, she lifted the porno mag and looked dejectedly at the cover. 
 
   “Bimbo Tits Bonanza,” she said in a flat tone. “Good lord, who comes up with these titles?” Leafing through, she couldn’t help but think it was at least an accurate one. Page after page of doe-eyed, fat-breasted blondes posed in a number of different ways, but always accentuating their heavy, round tits. 
 
   Rose’s first reaction was envy, as usual. Not only were these girls obviously unburdened by intellect, they also possessed improbably perfect bodies; nothing that Rose could ever attain… 
 
   “Unless I lose,” she whispered to herself, still flipping through the pages of the book. That’s when she began to feel her second reaction: arousal. Rose had never been even remotely into girls before, but as her eyes and mind were bombarded with picture after picture of perfect specimens of feminine sexuality, she felt her body responding with heady amounts of lust.
 
   She was so enraptured by the images that she didn’t even notice the slight way her head began to swim. She also didn’t notice the way she’d raised up and spread her legs, tenting the blanket with her knees and letting the cool air of the room dance across her moistened panties. Even as her thighs began to open and close, and her breath started to grow husky and ragged, her whole attention was locked on the gorgeous, curvy blondes and their perfect tits.
 
   She was finding it so hard to focus, so hard to think about anything other jiggling mounds and bare wet slits, to the point that a small, solitary line of drool slipped out of her mouth and down her chin. Her lustful rapture didn’t stop her hands from moving, however, and slowly she tugged down her blanket in search of her own needy pussy.
 
   Rose had been no stranger to appeasing her own needs, though she didn’t indulge often. This time though, everything felt different. It was as though so much more of her mind was freed up to enjoy the soft give of her clit under her fingers, or the ticklish way her juices trickled down between the cheeks of her ass. The sheer intensity of what she was feeling caused the girl to do something she’d never done before in all her previous play: she cried out.
 
   Her moan filled the room as she bucked her hips up off the bed. Her pussy was clearly visible to the camera that sat on her dresser, but she neither noticed nor cared… her attention, her mind belonged to the gorgeous sluts in her magazine, and her needy, dripping sex. 
 
   Fantasies spun through Rose as she eye-fucked the models in the book, and she couldn’t help but imagine what it would be like to be one of them. She could practically feel her tits growing on her chest, her auburn hair growing out and bleaching to a perfect golden blonde. Thoughts of chemistry and achievement melted away, only to be replaced with dumb, ditzy fucktoy. 
 
   As a single giggle came unbidden from her lips, Rose realized that the headband had started to thrum. It felt so different compared to the concentration band… it was as though every vibration was steadily sanding off the rough edges of her mind, leaving her smooth, simple and compliant. 
 
   Remembering the headband caused the girl to remember the camera currently pointed directly at her naked pussy, and the two fingers vigorously sliding across her throbbing clit. She knew Adam was watching her then, and part of her was flushed with shame at the thought of what she was doing in plain view of him. That part of her was swiftly being vibrated away by the headband and her own deep-seated wants, and she found herself spreading her thighs wider to make sure he had a good show. 
 
   It was odd… she knew he was recording this, and she knew it was so stupid of her to show off her dumb little slit for the hunky man. For some reason though, the knowledge that not only was it a stupid idea, but that her intelligent, logical mind was being absolutely overruled by her dripping fuckhole was almost too sexy to stand.
 
   Slowly she slid her fingers up and down between her swollen lips, making sure her watcher was enjoying every second of her perversion. She gasped and cooed as she worked her hips to meet her hand, while her other worked to pull up her sweat soaked shirt. The moment her little tits were in view her eyes jumped to them. 
 
   “God… They’re so fucking small… Just pathetic little titties…” Her words came out sloppily, and strangely high pitched. Even so, she hardly cared. She was too busy being ashamed about her flat chest with its puffy little nipples. So much so that the climax she was building up to was beginning to recede, despite her overwhelming lust. 
 
   It was absolutely maddening. She had this eager, fuckable body, and these little jokes on her chest. How was she supposed to be taken seriously without tits? In her dim, confused mind she couldn’t figure out the last time she’d managed to get a guy to fuck her, and she knew it had to be her meager mounds that drove men off.
 
   Suddenly, from the other side of the apartment came a clear, happy ‘ding!’ The sound pierced the fog in her mind just enough to remind Rose that she had the most recent batch of serum ready for testing from the centrifuge. Still rubbing her sex, almost instinctually now, a wide smile spread over her face. With a wink to the camera, Rose sprang out of bed and made her way to the lab.
 
   It felt so strange to be walking around her apartment nude, and she giggled at the image. Along with that, she felt another pulse from the headband, and another rush of arousal as she spotted the camera Adam had mounted in there as well. Still, she didn’t allow herself to be distracted, she had a very specific goal in mind. 
 
   Holding up the flask, she felt a naughty little shiver go through her. The serum still hadn’t been tested on humans, but the results she’d cultivated over the past two years told her the effect would be extensive… and irreversible. Chugging down the serum just so she could have great big cock-tempting tits would be just about the dumbest thing she could do, and it made her so fucking hot. 
 
   She held it in front of her mouth for several tense seconds, all the while loving the feeling of her slutty, eager body yelling at her to just drink, drink, drink. It didn’t take long for her to give in, knocking back the flask and eagerly swallowing the bittersweet liquid. According to her research, the effect would take days to truly begin, but Rose thought she could already feel her little titties plumping up. 
 
   It was all she needed to get her over the edge. Bending over, tugging on one sensitive nipple as she furiously teased her clit, Rose was hit with the most intense orgasm of her life. Never-ending, it seemed to crash through her both mind and body, causing her to clutch the desk in front of her just to keep from falling to the floor. 
 
   Wave after wave of sheer animal pleasure washed over her, only to be echoed by the headband she wore into sweet, mind-numbing arousal. Shuddering with need, she staggered back to her bed, only to fall face first down onto it. Ass up and pointed at the camera, at Adam, she began to pleasure herself again, despite the already incredible feelings burning through her. 
 
   This time, there was nothing to hold back her orgasm. Her tits were small and pathetic, true, but she’d taken the first, irreversible steps towards becoming the dumb little fucktoy she ached to be. Panting like a bitch in heat, ass out and well-presented, the newly less intelligent teen came hard enough that she passed clean out on the bed.
 
   ***
 
   Rose awoke slowly, and confused. Utterly nude, she was sprawled out on top of her covers, and her room was filled with the scent of her heat. Some time in the night the headband had tumbled off onto the floor, and the reality of what she had done came crashing in on her all at once. The funny thing was, while she did have a bit of trepidation over it all, she was kind of relieved.
 
   She had been looking for an excuse to test the serum for a long time, and she had secretly wanted to be the subject. Her sudden surge of libido was a little worrisome, it was true, but she did recall Adam mentioning that the band would tap into ‘instinctual’ parts of the brain… maybe her frequent fantasies were the sign of a deeper seated lustful side?
 
   Then the thought occurred to her, if the machine did alter her brain, did that make her dumber now? Did it actually work? How could she even test it? Scrunching up her face, she struggled to think of a test she could use to determine if she was dumber or not… not realizing that it was taking far longer than usual for her otherwise sharp mind to come up with a hypothesis. She was still standing there, nude in the center of her room when she heard a knock on the door.
 
   Quickly she scrambled to get dressed, noting with a naughty little tingle that her jeans were just a bit too tight around her ass now. Opening the door, she found Adam standing there, a frustrated look on his face. Upon seeing Rose, her hair messy and her cheeks flushed, he simply stammered at her.
 
   “Hey there…” she said, her voice quite a bit more husky and come hither than she had intended.
 
   “Oh… um… hey, so…” he began, until his eyes drifted down to Rose’s chest, where he could plainly see her nipples poking out of the thin shirt she was wearing. After just a little too long staring, he blinked a couple of times and cleared his throat. “So, umm, first off… I messed up something with the cameras, and the feed never came through. I’m gonna have to come in and make some adjustments, is that ok?”
 
   Rose giggled and ushered him inside, both a little relieved and a little disappointed that he hadn’t been able to see her show the night before. Still, that just meant that it would be a complete surprise for him when her tits started to grow and grow…. She shuddered at the thought.
 
   “So there was something else I wanted to talk about,” Adam said as he wandered through the living room, checking wires and testing the cameras. “It’s about the dampening band. I didn’t really mention it because I didn’t think it’d be a factor, but on the off-chance it applies, I thought I should let you know.”
 
   Rose only half heard him, wandering obediently behind the man as he went about his task. As such, she was idly tweaking one of her slightly larger nipples when he began to turn around, only moving her hand away mere moments before he faced her.
 
   “Remember when I told you the dampening band worked with instinctual parts of the brain? Well, there’s a bit of a variance in the results when the subject is well… heavily sexually inclined. The band needs some activation in those areas, but people who are already very mentally sexually active would theoretically end up with some… unintended side effects.”
 
   Rose nodded along with him, noting to herself at just how handsome her friend had become over the years. He was quite fit for a scientist, and he looked so strong… so masculine. She could feel herself getting wetter the more she thought about him just grabbing her, and taking her over the couch. 
 
   “Rose? Hey, Rose? You haven’t been feeling… off, have you?”
 
   She giggled again. “Oh, no… More the opposite really, I think I feel more on than I have in a long time.”
 
   Her voice had practically come out as a purr, and Adam gulped in an almost comedic fashion.
 
   “Right, well then… In subjects of a more sexual mindset, the band highly accentuates that aspect; nearly to the same extent, if not more than it reduces intellect. The subject effectively goes into the human version of heat. If you at all feel that way, we should cancel the tests immediately. There’s very little data about this side effect, or if it’s even reversible. With that in mind, I’m asking you again… Are you feeling anywhere near what I’ve been describing?”
 
   Rose was enjoying the changes far too much to ever want to go back. As such, she mustered every bit of her old self and hit Adam with both barrels.
 
   “Are you calling me a slut, Adam? You think your stupid little trinket is going to make me into your eager little bimbo? Fucking think again, you sleaze.” She straightened up as she spoke, trying hard not to show just how much she wanted him to just grab her and make her his fucktoy. “I come to the door, exhausted from your device and stressed from all these goddamn cameras, and you have the gall to say that I’m somehow obsessed with sex… You know what? If your little fixes are done, you can get the fuck out of my apartment… NOW.”
 
   Adam brought his hands up, almost as if he were trying to deflect her harsh words. He practically scampered out of the apartment, trailing spare wires and testing equipment in his wake. The second she slammed the door on him, and he was out of view, he began to grin from ear to ear. On the other side of the door, just out of view of the cameras, Rose was doing the same thing.
 
   ***
 
   She was finding it hard to focus as she got ready for class. More than once she’d retreated under her blankets or a ‘nap’, just to get a little release. She was disappointed she wasn’t going to be able to show her eager, teenage pussy to the hunky guy behind the cameras just yet, but she wasn’t ready to stop feeling like this yet, if ever.
 
   Getting dressed was a chore. All of her clothes just seemed so plain, so boring. Even her more or less adventurous outfits felt far too covering for her tastes. Eventually she managed to find a plain black skirt in the bottom of one of her dresser drawers. While far too long to be fun, the idea that she was just an easily flipped piece of cloth away from presenting herself to all the males out there was incredibly compelling. 
 
   She matched it with a simple white blouse, just sheer enough that if someone looked hard enough, they could see her pink little nipples. It was meant to be layered over other clothing, but the thought never occurred to her. 
 
   Her panties were problematic. She’d never so much as gone on a date, so there had really been to point to keeping any sort of stock of lacy underthings. For a good, long moment she considered simply going without, but if she ended up flashing her wet, little fuckhole to the wrong person, Adam would find out fast. The thought never came up in her increasingly empty head that her outfit alone would already broadcast her status pretty well by itself.
 
   Thankfully, her worries were alleviated when she found the cheap, flimsy thong that had been in the box of porn. Airhead that she was becoming, she got quickly distracted by the busty women in the magazines. She spent many moments kneeling down next to the box, rubbing her bare slit before finally remembering that she had to be somewhat discrete. Of course, that didn’t keep her from giving the camera a full view of her perfect, tight little ass as she pulled on the g-string.
 
   “Ooohhhh!” She let out a girlish moan as the slutty panties were tugged into place. The feel of the thin strap rubbing between her slightly jiggling ass cheeks was amazing, but no more than the way it slid against her strangely sensitive asshole. She’d never once, in all her fantasies, ever thought about playing back there, but she was suddenly very aware of the possibility… and the interest. All dressed, she slipped on her shoes and minced out the door, all the while neither noticing that she was wearing the heels from the box, nor the new sexy wiggle she put into every step.
 
   All eyes were on her as she strutted into class. Even in the short time since last night, her tits had already begun to grow, and in the tight, see-through shirt she was wearing, the view was scandalous at best. Add to that the open mouthed, dim look on her face, and there was more than one person asking their neighbor who the new hot chick even was.
 
   For the first time in her life, Rose drank in their stares without a hint of shame or shyness, and it felt amazing. Their blatant lust echoed her own, and by the time she jiggled to her seat, she was blushing with arousal. Favoring a few of the other boys and girls with playful little winks, she pulled out her text book and notes.
 
   It worked out for a little while, going through her material while the teacher droned on. Soon though, she found her mind wandering to this boy’s thinly veiled erection, or that girl’s stiff, suckable nipples. By the time she looked back down at her school work, something seemed… off. The words swam on the page in front of her, an incoherent jumble that made her head hurt.
 
   Closing the book quickly, she noticed a sudden euphoric rush. No thoughts came rushing in to replace all that aching effort. Instead, a pleasant haze filled up her mind, leaving her smiling to herself as she leaned back in her chair. It just felt so good to not think, to just let her hungry eyes wander and to feel eyes on her. 
 
   Almost in a trance, Rose’s hands began to wander her body, starting with her growing bust. Already it was bigger than it had been, jiggling on her chest from even the slightest movement and setting countless tingles loose across every inch of her. As such, she couldn’t resist squeezing and teasing her expanding tits, loving the way they marked her as the bimbo she was becoming. 
 
   “Holy shit…” she heard from outside her mind-consuming daydreams. Eyes opening slowly, dreamily, she turned and saw the man sitting next to her staring at her with an almost unbelievably astonished expression. She didn’t see it long, because her eyes drifted naturally down to the bulge in his pants. Her mouth was watering for it immediately, and her groping exploration became even more unrestrained. 
 
   The man was Seth, one of her old lab partners; A mediocre mind who had rapidly outgrown his usefulness. Now though, he seemed so much smarter, more handsome, more competent. She was kicking herself internally for casting out such a gorgeous hunk of man, wishing instead that she’d kept him around; bending over for him, throwing aside her notes as he took her over one of her lab benches…
 
   Rose let out a giggle, the naughty little tingles had grown so much stronger, and she briefly wondered why. She hadn’t realized it was because she had pulled up her tiny little skirt, tugged her cheap thong aside and was now shamelessly stroking her prominent clit… It seemed like too natural an act to really bear thinking about anymore.
 
   “I never knew you were such a slut, Rose,” Seth whispered across the aisle. A few other students looked over at the sound, and when they saw Rose’s bare slit, they began to stare openly.
 
   Being watched by potential mates, and being seen for the dirty whore she’d always wanted to be was enough to drive her over the edge. As the climax built, she groped at her fat tits, tearing away her flimsy, useless shirt to expose herself to everyone. Her other hand plunged two, then three fingers into her sopping wet pussy, her juices dripping and squirting onto her chair and the floor. All the while, she had begun moaning uncontrollably, loudly showing the entire class that she was open for any one of them to take her, to use her.
 
   Cameras flickered and flashed as she came in front of her audience, but she hardly cared. Her whole world was her throbbing fuck holes, and the sight of Seth standing up and dropping his pants. As his cock sprang free, the heat in Rose’s body only increased, and she found herself sliding out of her chair. Rolling over, her bare tits rested in a musky pool of her own juices as she pushed her ass up and out for the man and his glorious cock.
 
   People had begun to shout, several in disgust over the blatant act taking place in front of them. The professor had long since given up trying to hold order and had gone from the room in search of higher, better equipped authority… or so he said. Instead, he had made a beeline for the nearest restroom with several candidly shot pictures of Rose’s whorish acts.
 
   Neither Seth nor Rose noticed the crowds though. She was happily awaiting the fulfilling feeling of being used like the fat-titted fucktoy she was, and he was more than pleased to oblige. For Seth, it was more than simply lust… Rose had spent an inordinate amount of time berating him when they worked together, and when she ejected him from the lab, she had spent over an hour making sure he knew just how inferior he was to her…
 
   Now though, seeing the haughty girl bent over, her pussy dripping and eager… Finally, he would get some vindication. He approached slowly, almost reverently savoring each moment. Pressing the head of his cock against her glistening lips, he toyed with her. Up and down, just inside of her twitching, needy hole he ran his shaft, loving the way she tried to push herself back against him. It wasn’t her pussy he was after, though.
 
   Pulling out entirely, he raised his cock just a little, pushing it up against her tight, pink asshole. The bimbo gasped, mumbling out her lustful acceptance of anything he wanted to do, all the while shaking her round, jiggling ass at him enticingly. Grasping her juicy cheeks, he pushed forward, sliding inside of her with surprising ease. 
 
   Drool spilled from Rose’s mouth, and her eyes were rolling back in her head from the delicious pleasure of a big, thick cock in her ass. It felt so full, and degrading and hot that she almost couldn’t comprehend it, and when he started pumping in and out of her, her mind went blank with lust.
 
   Seth slammed into her, loving the way her ass slapped against his hips with every thrust. He wanted it to feel rough, and demeaning, but from the way she giggled and moaned, he didn’t think it was possible to do anything to her she wouldn’t mindlessly enjoy. Instead, he simply focused on getting himself off, using the high and mighty girl as his personal fuck doll, and to hell with the consequences. 
 
   Her asshole seemed to milk his cock, holding onto him just firmly enough to be tight, but soft enough to be welcoming. With every hard thrust, she gave out a girlish gasp, and her pussy made more of a mess of the floor beneath them. The feeling of her, and the sight of the curvy, top-heavy bitch in heat his antagonist had become was more than enough to get Seth off quicker than he’d like. 
 
   Grasping her widening hips, he entered her one last time, letting out a half growl as he filled the ex-genius with his cum. The hot feeling of her plump ass being pumped full of seed triggered another in what was becoming a long series of multiple orgasms. She reached back and pulled her ass cheeks farther apart, just so he could fill her deeper, and easier while she panted in animal lust.
 
   Spent, Seth pulled out of her exhausted. Walking around beside her, he grabbed a handful of her hair and wiped his cock clean, causing her to shudder. She opened her mouth, her fat, pillowy lips spreading wetly as she grunted for him, hoping he would use her mouth as well. Instead, he just laughed at her and walked away, leaving the bimbo gesturing at any of the remaining crowd.
 
    When no one else took her up on the offer, she carefully got to her feet, teetering on her heels as she fought to keep Seth’s cum inside her. She loved the constant reminder of what she’d become, and she wanted it to last forever… she wanted more. Thankfully, she knew just how to achieve that.
 
   ***
 
   The walk back to her dorm took a long time; not due to distance, but due to distraction. More than once she had to stop and fuck herself, after accidentally letting her hands wander up to her wobbling tits. The second her fingers reached her nipples, all sense of purpose melted down between her legs.
 
   She was almost disappointed that no one had just taken her as she made her way home, especially when she came screaming on the floor of the make-up section of the campus store. It was too compelling… the thought of what she was about to do was just so incredibly arousing, she couldn’t help but stroke her throbbing little clitty, or toy with her cumfilled ass. Thankfully, after a lot of begging and a little fellatio, the check out boy let her finish her purchases without kicking her out entirely.
 
   She got a thrill upon entering her apartment, knowing full well that Adam could clearly see the changes in her body. Unless word had gotten around quicker than she had expected, it would be at least a half hour before he could make it over there, and by then it’d be too late to stop her. 
 
   She practically skipped to the shower, cleaning herself off quickly, despite the incredible want in her body to grab the sprayer off the wall and just spray her dumb, bimbo slit until she was a drooling mess. That little bit of self control was exactly the thing she wanted to finally eliminate, and she knew she had the means.
 
   By the time she stepped out and began drying off, what used to be her short, auburn hair was spilling down over her view in a golden cascade. It was another reminder letting her old self go, and she smiled as she tied it up in pigtails. Next came the make-up. 
 
   The student store didn’t have much of a selection, but she figured if she layered it on enough she’d achieve the intended effect. Bright pink lipstick coated her plump, open lips, making her look more like a blow up doll than a girl… a comparison that sent pleasant shivers down her spine. The effect was doubly compounded by the bright red blush on her cheeks, and the heavy eye-shadow that she was piling on.
 
   “I look like a cheap whore… I feel like a cheap whore…” she whispered to herself, hearing her voice come out high-pitched and much more girlish than ever before. She found it was hard to speak, both due to the sheer size of her cock-comforting lips, but also the way they tingled erotically just from use.
 
   Make up done, she got dressed. Like the make up, it had been hard to find exactly what she needed at the little commissary, but she had scrounged together enough. Near the back of the shop were some university souvenirs, including a few cheap white shirts with the school’s logo. None of them seemed right, until she noticed they had some in kid’s sizes. Now, as she stretched the shirt tightly over her big, bulging bust, she gleefully applauded herself for her cleverness.
 
   The shoddy material of the shirt ended up looking almost see through as she pulled it over her tits. The bottoms of her breasts hung out from below, but it covered her thick, stiff nipples at least. The way the university logo was distorted and stretched seemed to only reinforce the feeling that she was happily corrupting herself for her baser instincts.
 
   For her lower half, she ended up with a pair of skin-tight compression shorts, glad that the store had stocked workout gear. The way her big round ass stuck out of them made her giggle happily, and she knew she looked just right.
 
   She didn’t have long left, so she jiggled right to the serum. She had no idea what a second dose might do, but she knew her boobies still seemed too small for her wants. She needed everyone to know she was just a sex object, a thing to be looked at and used, with no mind of its own. Eagerly, she gulped down the flask. 
 
   On the way to her bed,  she stopped off briefly in the living room to unlock the door… and grab the long, thick toy that Adam had given her. She blushed and smiled as she mused to herself about how thoughtful and kind he was, and she hoped he liked the present she was going to give him as well.
 
   Leaning back on the bed, she didn’t even try to hide the wide wet mark that had spread on the front of her shorts. Instead, she kept her legs open while she slipped the dampening band on her head. Not activating it yet, she looked directly at the camera, trying hard to keep from just fucking herself right then and there.
 
   “Adam… I know you’re watching this, or at least recording it. I just wanted you to know, before I do what I’m about to do, that you won the bet. Just today I could feel my mind dwindling to almost nothing, turning me into a wet, eager slut who literally begged to be fucked…”
 
   She had started to rub the toy on the outside of her shorts, pressing it against the stretchy material.
 
   “The thing is… It’s not enough. I’ve been wanting this for a long time. I just didn’t know that I really, deeply needed it until I got a taste… and now I want more. I don’t care about my research anymore, or my grades or career. What I care about is this…”
 
   She reached up and pulled up her shirt, causing her tits to bounce out. Already they were bigger, heavier, and even more sensitive. Once exposed, she reached down and pulled her tight shorts over, giggling as a pool of her juices began to form on her comforter. She slid her toy up inside her, almost losing focus at the feeling of cock in her like she needed.
 
   “I want to give in for good. I want to be a bimbo, forever. For that, I need a smart, sexy man to own me, and take care of me… I’m going to be too… oh god… too fucking stupid to do anything but look pretty for you… bend over for you… take your cock in my holes…” 
 
   She started panting, beginning to thrust the toy in and out of herself with abandon. As she did so, she reached up with her other hand and flicked on the dampening band, feeling her intellect melt away.
 
   “I’m… I’m like, giving myself to you… Rose is gonna be your fuckpet… Your pretty, pussy dolly…”
 
   Her round, juicy ass plumped more under her, her asshole throbbing with the need to be filled. She stuffed two fingers inside of it, barely able to decide between fucking her ass or groping her growing titties. Drool spilled from her cockhole of a mouth, perpetually open and eager. The spit ran down over her massive bust, which was almost inhumanly large. Looking down, she realized she’d never have to be a normal girl again, and the thought made her cum… just like everything else would.
 
   ***
 
   Adam stepped into the apartment, his cock painfully hard after watching the feed. It was only made worse by the scent of sex that stuffed the little living space, but he didn’t mind. He knew he’d find some relief very soon.
 
   He went first to Rose’s lab, securing the last few samples of the serum in a case he brought with him… he had plans for the miracle liquid, and he wanted to make sure it was unharmed while he went and acquired his other prizes.
 
   Rose was on all fours on the bed, and while he had seen her begin to change on the camera, he was still amazed this was the same girl. Everything about her was exaggerated, from her thick, bimbo ass to the heavy globes hanging beneath her. He was glad that the serum helped to  empower some musculature during the transformation, or else he doubted that she’d be able to even walk. Hell, he still doubted it.
 
   She was face down in her pillows and tits, moaning too loudly to hear him approach. She had the toy he gave her pushed all the way inside her bare pussy, and her ass had a pair of hairbrush handles shoved deep inside. He smiled at the sight… she was perfect. Reaching down on the side of the bed, he retrieved the discarded dampening band, putting it in the case with the serum… they were a packaged deal.
 
   He walked back in the living room, not wanting to disturb her yet. Smiling, he dialed the number of his new patron.
 
   “It’s done. Both the dampening band and the body formula are tested and perfect and ready for mass production. I trust the video I sent should be proof enough for that, and I have the prototypes with me.”
 
   The notification from his bank happened almost immediately after the call, and as he looked at the sheer number of zeroes in the balance, he almost fainted. Still, he was able to calm his heart with a few deep breaths, and he made his way back to Rose with a spring in his step.
 
   She was still mindlessly fucking herself when he came back, and he was sure that’d be the case if he decided to leave for hours, or days even perhaps. She was going to need a firm hand to guide her, and a lot of tender loving care… Thankfully, Adam could afford now afford some of the best toys and playmates for her that money could buy…
 
   He was thoughtful a moment, before opening the case one more time and grabbing out one of the vials of serum. The company didn’t have to know there was so much of the formula left, and the dampening band was something he could easily replicate. The thought of finding Rose some more permanent playmates was just too compelling to pass up…
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Maid In Halford
 
    
 
   Brianna approached the house with a mixture of trepidation and disgust. Being a maid, she was used to dealing with the dirt and grime that could be found in a client's home, but some places were… filthier than others. 
 
   Stepping inside the threshold, Brianna counted herself lucky that the occupants were never home when she came. That way, they didn't have to see her holding back her gagging. Though she had never been in one, the young woman figured this was what a whorehouse smelled like. 
 
   Sex and perfume permeated the air, and Brianna swore she could feel it on her skin. Scattered over the floor were various lacy things, interspersed with other, more substantial bits of clothing. As usual, the more… covering clothing was just as racy as the smaller pieces, and Brianna could plainly see the remnants of a stipper-ized version of a traditional school-girl uniform disassembled across the couch.
 
   "Hold it together, Bri… you need the money," she muttered to herself as she began gathering up the disheveled clothes, thankful for her thick yellow gloves on more than one occasion.
 
   Again and again she reminded herself of the added commission for cleaning up places like this. The Halford Maid service had rules about places that fell into extremes, and no girl would be forced to work one. That being said, if the client were willing to pay extra, there was always more extensive work for a maid that needed a bit more cash; which Brianna absolutely did.
 
   Just out of college, the young woman was struggling to find a use for her degree. As such, she had snatched up any job that would help her make ends meet, and she certainly wasn't adverse to hard work. That being said, this house was something special.
 
   There wasn't some sort of infestation, or leak, and the customer wasn't a hoarder or anything like that. No… this was another sort of dirty. Literally every girl that came back from that house had some sort of horror story about the things they found there. One week it was latex suits, another it was toys. One week, the girl who worked the place came back talking about some leashes and collars she had found there… The place was almost a boogieman of the Halford Maid Service.
 
   Still, the client paid well, and  there were always girls who needed the money enough to work the place. Besides, the stories they got to tell back at the office were almost a badge of pride, and they all got a good laugh/shudder out of the most recent additions to the kinky clutter.
 
   The thought of future retelling of her exploits did little to assuage Brianna's revulsion as she picked up a discarded (and incredibly huge) bra and a brightly colored rubber cock fell out. She couldn't help but gag as she plucked the thing off the floor, and deposited it in one of the nearby bins the client had designated for such things. 
 
   It slapped against the other toys as it fell in, and the young woman was grateful the impact didn't accidentally… activate something. One of the other girls had done that weeks ago, and she had to hear the sound of a toy just buzzing away in the bin during the entire rest of the clean. 
 
   Moving into the kitchen, Brianna noticed something strange. The scent of sex still filled the air, but there was something else now… something sweet. The aroma seemed to bypass any rational thought, and the young woman found herself sniffing her way around the room. It didn't take her long to find the source.
 
   The bottle was an obnoxious shade of pink and it stood out sharply against the beige linoleum. The label called it a Bimpop and Brianna had never heard of it before, but it made her mouth water and her cheeks flush at just the scent. 
 
   Before she knew it, she had picked up and tipped back the drink, letting what few drops there were left fall into her hungry mouth. Each little bit was like a slice of heaven, sending tiny bolts of electricity down along her spine straight between her legs. Lips wrapped around the bottle, she moaned into it slowly as her eyes rolled back in her head.
 
   Then it hit her, the realization of what she was doing: literally scavenging the discarded beverage of some kind of sex-fiend. Sputtering, Brianna dropped the bottle, scrambling to the sink for a drink of water to wash her mouth out with. Turning the knob, only the barest of trickles came out. 
 
   In frustration, desperation, Brianna ran to the fridge and tore it open. The only drink present were more Bimpops. Anything was better than the dirty, used taste that filled her mouth, and the young woman snatched one of the bright pink bottles out without a second thought. 
 
   Yanking open the drink, she meant to only sip and spit; the better to cleanse her despoiled mouth. All that seemed to fade into the background as the first splash of liquid hit her tongue. A swig turned to blatant chugging, as Brianna very messily finished off the bottle in a single pull. Rivulets of pale pink juice poured down her top, sliding across her modest chest in the most pleasant fashion. 
 
   Brianna's puffy nipples stiffened immediately, though from the cold or the sinful-sweet tasted of the bubblegum drink, she didn't know. She didn't care to know. All she was concerned with was grabbing and knocking back another bottle. 
 
   Brianna wasn't sure how much time had passed before she came to, though from the sunlight pouring in the kitchen window, it looked to be at least a few hours. The girl was sprawled out on the floor, her back resting against one of the cabinet doors. Around her, spread across the linoleum, were several bright pink bottles. 
 
   Standing with a start, the young woman immediately panicked. One of the first and hardest rule of housekeeping was to never, EVER make use of your client's things outside of cleaning them, and that went double for food and drink. On top of that, Brianna hadn't known what the drink even was, or whether it contained alcohol or something even worse. From the way her body tingled and her head swam, she figured it was at least a ton of the former.
 
   Quickly, in a panic, she gathered up the bottles and tossed them in the trash. Proceeding with her job,she performed the clean with a level of efficiency she had never managed to reach before. Suddenly, the edge seemed almost taken off of all the racy things she encountered. They all dulled in comparison to the fear she felt over drinking all of her client's drinks, and the ramifications of their later discovery. 
 
   In fact, everything started to become a little fuzzy to Brianna. Her thoughts swam around her head lazily while she worked, and soon the fear gave way to happy little daydreams as she continued to gather up sexy outfits and toys alike. Even tidying up the bedroom, normally an almost herculean task for the girls, went by like a bubblegum scented breeze. 
 
   Before long she was done, and the young woman nearly skipped out of the place as the tingles in her body, and a growing cloud of pleasurable confusion began spreading slowly…
 
   ***
 
   Brianna nearly staggered into the home office, her mind still unable to focus completely. More than once while doing her rounds she had caught herself checking out people openly, and she was surprised to find that more than one was a woman. Never in her life had Brianna ever felt more than the slightest twinge of arousal at the sight of another girl, but now she found herself nearly drooling over tight shorts and low-cut shirts.
 
   She was still attempting to shake off the oddity as she entered, barely noticing her boss Jeanette sitting at her desk until she spoke. When she did look though, Brianna was stunned. Jeanette was only a few years older than her, though she ran the place like a woman with ten times the experience. Every bit the serious administrator, she had always looked the part. Modest dresses and slacks were the norm, along with minimal, if any, make up. 
 
   The new Jeanette looked like she was about to go out to a club. Hair bleached blonde and surprisingly long, it perfectly framed a face that was just one or two swipes of eyeliner short of going full-on cheap hooker. Her lips were plump and shining, covered in a bright pink lipstick that caught the eye almost as much as her low cut blouse did. 
 
   Brianna was staring blatantly down that blouse when Jeanette finally looked up from her hand mirror. She had been staring wide-eyed into it since the younger woman came in, and she seemed almost as surprised as Brianna was. Still, she turned and smiled just a bit too big when she spied her employee.
 
   "Bri!!! You're here!!!" With a squeal, Jeanette launched at Brianna, taking her into a tight hug. 
 
   The press of her boss's warm and surprisingly well-cushioned body caught the younger woman off guard, and for a moment she just gasped into Jeanette's ear as she melted against her. Thankfully Jeanette either didn't notice or didn't care about the way Brianna blushed and writhed in her embrace, as she simply giggled and bounced back to her desk.
 
   "Look what we got today! This guy came and like, totally loved our service, so he brought us some goodies as a thank you!"
 
   Brianna peered around the desk, seeing box after box of lotions, hair care products and make up, all packaged in the same bright pink. In the stacks, she spied a few cases of a very familiar drink. Her mouth watered at the memory of the flavor of it, and she walked over to them without even really thinking about it. Still, as she reached down to grab at one of the incredibly compelling bottles, she paused. Something seemed off…
 
   "Jeanette… Who exactly brought these by? Do we even know this stuff is safe?"
 
   Jeanette nodded with almost exaggerated clumsiness. "Of course it's safe! I've been using this stuff all morning, and like, look how pretty I am!" Brianna's boss gave a cutesy twirl.
 
   "I was super suspicious too, but then I tried some of this gum and it was sooo tasty I knew everything else had to be awesome! I felt so good, on lunch I went and got all these gorgeous clothes! The guy at the store told me I was really sexy!"
 
   "Well… that's great, Jeanette…" Brianna muttered, once more fixating on the little pink bottles and their soft little bubbles. Between the sight of the drinks and the scent of Jeanette's candy-scented perfume, she was having trouble mustering a lot of concerns.
 
   Why shouldn't her buttoned-up boss be allowed to loosen up and have fun once and a while, she thought to herself. Brianna had to admit, the older woman did look sexy… especially the way her plump, glistening lips seemed to just beg to be kissed, and the way her tits seemed to strain against her tight shirt…
 
   Brianna had to wipe a small bit of drool from her lips, and this time it wasn't for the drinks. She realized her gaze had shifted, and she was now staring straight at her boss's chest. Shaking herself out of it, she was surprised to find that not only was Jeanette staring back… she was smiling. 
 
   "Looks like the shop-boy isn't the only one who liked my make-over…" Jeanette giggled, unsubtly popping open the top button of her shirt. 
 
   Brianna's body felt like wildfire, and the throbbing in her head and sex both screamed for her to go to the older woman and lick every drop of bubble-gum scented everything off of her perfect body. Part of her still resisted, though that was rapidly dwindling. 
 
   As Jeanette stepped closer, Brianna tried to take a step back. Her body bumped into the stack of drink cases, the loud tinkling sound making the older woman giggle. The distance between them shrunk rapidly, until Brianna felt her boss's barely contained breasts pressing against the front of her shirt. 
 
   The woman's lips seemed almost too big, too pink as they moved in close. Their heat tickled Brianna, lingering just on the edge while Jeanette's arms encircled her. Just as the young girl felt a pair of hands squeeze her ass firmly, she also felt the intoxicating warmth of another woman's mouth against her own.
 
   Her instincts took over while her mind fled deep into the comfy pink cloud that filled it. Brianna moaned as their tongues intertwined and her taste buds were flooded with the taste of candy and woman. While Jeanette's hands slipped under her waist band, Brianna's hands were doing exploring of their own.
 
   Slipping between their mashed together bodies, Brianna's fingers worked as quickly as they could to pop button after button open on her boss's shirt. Before long the strained cloth came open, and Brianna wasted no time in reaching up and taking Jeanette's jiggling globes into her hands.
 
   As soon as her skin rubbed across the thick nubs of the older woman's nipples, Jeanette's kisses became fervent and almost crazed. She moaned, her body bucking against Brianna's. Each thumping gyration echoed in Brianna's sex, her clit throbbing in time. 
 
   Which was why she was so disappointed when the other woman pulled away as her shuddering lessened. Her body cried out for the touch of the other woman, aching with need to be touched, toyed and played with. Unfortunately, it seemed like whatever frenzy Jeanette had been overtaken by had ended, and she stepped away with a dim and slightly concerned look in her eye.
 
   "Bri… Brianna? When did you get here?" She giggled right after she asked, as if her confusion was tickling her mind. 
 
   Before Brianna could answer, Jeanette looked down and noticed her exposed, heavy breasts. For a moment the same dopey smile she had on earlier took over her face, and she reached up and hefted the jiggling flesh. Then, blushing furiously, she buttoned her shirt up in record time. 
 
   Something in her demeanor changed, and she seemed almost as if she had gotten herself turned back around.
 
   "That's right… Brianna, I wanted to see you," Jeanette said, her usual stern voice looking strange coming out of swollen pink lips. "We've had a few changes in the office while you were out on your rounds…"
 
   The older woman paused, again being struck with a look of confusion followed by an almost child-like giggle. Then she nodded, as if coming to an agreement with herself.
 
   "We're going to be enacting a new rule… Uniforms."
 
   Despite her own conflicted and hazy mind, Brianna still managed a groan. One of the primary things she liked about the job was that she could wear whatever the hell she pleased as long as the houses got cleaned and she was polite to the few people she came across. 
 
   "But Jeane-"
 
   "No buts! This is mandatory if you want to keep working here. We have a new sponsor here at Halford Maids and this was one of their requirements. They've also provided us with a wealth of other products that we can take home, as you can well see," Jeanette gestured to the stack of pink labeled boxes and items. 
 
   Brianna was tempted to raise hell about it, but she wasn't exactly in a position of power at the company. Besides that, every time she tried to muster more than a token amount of aggression, her mind seemed to go all fuzzy. In the end, she just nodded to her boss and took the wide case that held her new welcome pack, figuring no uniform could be worse than having to find a new job in the small town.
 
   Jeanette watched her employee leave with hungry eyes, though she was overwhelmed with doubt. Since when did Halford Maid service need a sponsor, let alone one that required her girls to be in such trashy outfits? Still, she calmed herself down quickly by reapplying her smudged lipstick, and soon she was happily leaning back in her chair, stroking her dripping slit and waiting for the next girl to check in.
 
   ***
 
   Brianna was huffing by the time she got into her apartment and managed to find a good place to set down the heavy box. For a maid, her home was actually incredibly messy, but she had neither the patience nor enthusiasm to tackle it right then. Instead, she wanted to see what all this uniform bullshit was about.
 
   Throwing open the lid, Brianna was assaulted by pink. It began with a long and distractingly shiny box seemingly filled with the same whorish make-up her boss had been wearing. She set it aside with disgust, though she couldn't help thinking of how hot Jeanette had been today…
 
   The second thing she dredged up from the case was a six pack of Bimpops, which she managed to put down after just a little too long of staring into the constantly popping bubbles. Even then, she still found herself glancing back at them, squeezing her thighs together in remembrance of how the stuff made her feel.
 
   There were a few other odds and ends, like a bottle of the same perfume that Jeanette had been wearing, but she couldn't seem to find the uniform that the older woman had mentioned. Then she saw it, folded up small at the very bottom of the box.
 
   Fishing out the pieces of her new work outfit, Brianna couldn't help but think this was some kind of elaborate joke… All of it was the same obnoxious pink of the Bimpops, and all of it looked like something she'd be embarrassed to wear to bed, let alone to some stranger's house. 
 
   The top was tight, but made out of a clingy, elastic material that seemed to be one size fits all. No matter how much she pulled it, it always seemed to stretch easily, but even so, it didn't seem like it'd cover much more than her breasts. Her midriff would be completely bare, and as Brianna turned the thing over, she noticed it was even cut in the front, to allow for her chest to be put on better display.
 
   Worse, the whole thing seemed outlined in cheap white lace, seemingly to help drive home the 'maid' look. It was a trait that seemed to be shared with the skirt as well, which was just as brief as the top had been, if not more so. And then there was the panties.
 
   Brianna didn't know why she would need special underwear to do her job, though the same could be said of the entire outfit. They were just as small as the other pieces, sheer and almost see-through. She had never liked thongs, and she didn't intend to make an exception for this one.
 
   Sitting back on the couch, she kicked the box in disdain. As soon as it tipped over though, a card-sized envelope skidded out onto the floor. Bemused and curious, she picked it up and opened it.
 
   A burst of pink powder hit her face with just enough force to cause her to recoil, though she kept a hold on the missive. Sputtering and cursing, she tried to brush the stuff off, only to find it clinging to her and  her clothes. The bits that had landed on bare skin seemed to fade quickly though, and Brianna was glad for that.
 
   Grumbling, she looked down. The envelope seemed to have some kind of confetti launcher of some kind in it, which would explain the bright pink now coating her clothing. Beyond that was what looked like a greeting card, and Brianna pulled it out and opened it.
 
   "Welcome to the improved Halford Maid Service! We're so glad you've decided to stay on with us that we've absolutely made sure you'll never regret the decision!"
 
   Brianna scoffed, thinking it was a little too late for that. Still, she couldn't stay mad at the very shiny card and it's strangely delicious powder… She read on with complete attention, despite the growing tingles in her body.
 
   "We know that people are dirty! You're dirty too, aren't you? Yes, you are!"
 
   She shuddered as she read the words, feeling the powder on her flesh, but also feeling the slick mess that was growing between her legs. Her mind was swimming with thoughts of how it would've been like to suck on Jeanette's fat tits… or her clit. Brianna started wiggling in her chair as she continued.
 
   "Even though you're really dirty, you're still a Halford Maid, which means you just love to clean up. Halford Maids love cleaning up so much, it makes them even dirtier."
 
   Brianna nodded dimly to the card, knowing that her juices were already dripping into the couch cushion. She thought about licking up the mess one lap at a time… Just like she thought about picking up all those discarded clothes she had left lying about… with her teeth of course, and making sure to bend over just right while she did so.
 
   "Halford Maids aren't just about cleaning though… They're also crazy about service! They LOVE to serve anyone and everyone. Halford Maids always make sure they're ready, willing and able to meet everyone's needs, no matter how demanding! It's a good thing they’re always so bubbly, happy and sweet, no matter the situation!"
 
   She felt a little guilt at the last line… All too often Brianna had been impatient, picky, or even rude about her customer's needs. She looked around at her scattered and messy apartment and realized that she hadn't been a good Halford Maid at all, and it made her incredibly sad. Still, she resolved to be happier, and she put on a smile as she continued reading, though the words seemed to swim in front of her.
 
   "Halford Maids will keep smiling, even when they're satisfying their customers in special ways. In fact, a Halford Maid is always happiest when she's fulfilling all of her client's needs. And remember, girls, no job is too dirty. A Halford girl will use every inch of her body to please her customer."
 
   Brianna realized in order to be a better maid, she had to step up her game. Still holding up the card with one hand, she reached down and slipped off her pants and underwear with the other. Spreading her legs, she imagined some overworked housewife looking at her, so relieved that her home had been cleaned by a Halford Maid… Brianna then imagined that same woman bending her over the counter, fucking her hard with her fingers while Bri the maid just moaned and moaned…
 
   Biting her lip out of the sheer pleasure of the fantasy, Brianna began to slide her fingers along the edge of her wet nether lips as she read the last bit of the card.
 
   "In closing, new Halford Maids, no matter how air-headed or stubborn, should remember these key points:
 
   YOU ARE A HALFORD MAID, ALWAYS
 
   YOU ARE A SLUT, AND YOUR BODY IS MADE FOR PLEASING OTHERS
 
   YOU ARE ALWAYS OBEDIENT AND COMPLIANT
 
   YOU LOVE BEING THIS WAY
 
   YOU LOVE BEING THIS WAY
 
   YOU LOVE BEING THIS WAY"
 
   Brianna shook her head, trying to soak in as much of the card's lessons as she could in her growingly lustful haze. She had already climaxed once and was noisily slurping at her fingers by the time she set the card aside and stood up. 
 
   Surveying the apartment, she couldn't seem get over how messy she had let it get. The very sight of all that dirtiness made her slip her fingers up inside her throbbing slit, even as she reached for one of the Bimpops. A few swigs was all the time she needed to realize she couldn't, as a good Halford Maid-always, leave her own home in such disarray. With a gasp, her fingers found her slutty little clit, and she dove into the task with mindless enthusiasm.
 
   ***
 
   Brianna woke the next morning, her body aching in the most pleasant way possible. Stretching, she groggily pulled her hand out from between her legs and licked her fingers quickly clean before she realized what she was doing. Even after she noticed it, her mind took nearly a minute before she fully registered anything bordering on disapproval; a minute she spent dumbly sucking her own juices off her hand.
 
   Stumbling out of bed, she nearly fell right back over the other way. Something about her body felt off somehow, and she couldn't put her finger on just what it was. Giggling, she realized it didn't really matter, and she bounced into the kitchen for breakfast. 
 
   Only vaguely remembering the night before, Brianna was amazed at how perfectly clean her apartment was. The counters of the tiny kitchen nearly sparkled and the floors were much the same. Her heart swelled with pride at how good she had been, and the only thought that made it through the fluffy pink cloud in her mind was how she couldn't wait to clean a customer's house the same way… especially if it were in the same level of dress.
 
   Breakfast went by quick, she couldn't wait to go back out and work. The second it was done she rushed into the bathroom holding the long, thin box that contained all those wonderful cosmetics she had been given, and she was incredibly eager to apply them. 
 
   Always more on the tomboy side than anything else, Brianna was surprised at how good it felt to put on make-up, to the point where she found herself laying on the stuff just a bit too thick out of enjoyment of the experience. Regardless, by the end she was more than impressed at how stunning she looked.
 
   Her lips stood out pink and bright, and she kissed playfully at the mirror as she did her hair up into tidy, blond pigtails. Once her preparations were done, she skipped into her immaculately clean living room, where her uniform was neatly laid out on the couch. There was a minor flash of hesitation as she once more saw just how little the tiny strips of cloth would cover her body, but it was quickly replaced with a pleasant blush at just how pretty she'd look in it.
 
   She shivered as she slipped the thong on, the soft panties tickling their way up her smooth legs. She wiggled a bit as she worked the garment up against her sex, and she gasped as the tight thing fit snugly against her.
 
   Next came the skirt, though that took longer. The first time she reached for it, the motion caused her thong to shift, and the soft cloth tickled her ass distractingly. The sensation sent shivers up her spine, as well as immediately soaking the flimsy panties in the process. 
 
   She fought the impulse to touch herself, knowing full well that she was a Halford Maid and she had a job to do. It didn't stop her from casually rubbing against her panty-clad pussy a few times while she got her skirt into place.
 
   The top was a challenge unto itself. It was easy enough to get over her head, even leaving her pigtails intact and cute… But her tits were another story. They hung heavy and full, pushing out from her chest with a surprising amount of perkiness, considering their size. Worse, every attempt to pull the elastic cloth down over them caused her to gasp and moan as her oversensitive nipples sent shocks of pleasure straight down between her legs. 
 
   Again and again she tried, and each time she only succeeded in giving up and groping herself. After what seemed like hours of writhing and fondling, an idea managed to break through the fog in her mind. 
 
   Shoving one hand down the front of her skirt, Brianna began flicking and rubbing her hot little clit, her body shaking within moments. Then, with her other hand she reached up and began peeling the tight top down over her jiggling breasts. Bit by bit she tugged it down, the waves of pleasure spilling forth just barely being muted by the aching lust of her dripping sex. 
 
   As it was, the second the shirt was in place, and only just barely, Brianna fell onto the couch in front of her. Her hand was working her slit in a frenzy, and her cries filled her cramped apartment. The climax hit hard and fast, and she locked her wet thighs around her arm as she rolled around on the damp cushions. 
 
   As the pleasure receded, Brianna smiled down at her proudly displayed cleavage, proud of herself that she had been able to overcome such a massive obstacle. With a giggle, she hopped up off the couch, fixed her hair, and skipped off to work.
 
   ***
 
   Brianna stepped up to the house slowly, though not out of reluctance this time. Rather, on the drive over she had managed to accidentally chug down all four of the fizzy pink drinks she had brought with her, and she could practically feel the stuff buzzing around her head. 
 
   Still, though she was feeling strange, she couldn't help but feel self-conscious in her new uniform. The whole neighborhood may have been off at work, but the young woman still felt as though there were eyes roaming her entire body… 
 
   Entering the house, Brianna suddenly wondered why she had been so reluctant to work it in the first place. Maybe it was the sticky drink still coating her tingling lips, but the place actually smelled pleasant. Closing the door behind her, she took in a few long, deep inhalations, just pulling in the scent of the house.
 
   The home itself was much messier than before, but Brianna found it wasn't bothering her in the slightest. In fact, she was practically skipping as she made her way around the living room picking up sexy little outfits. Everything seemed to just go by in a nice fuzzy blur; right up until she saw the mirror.
 
   She had been bending over at the time, turning slightly when she noticed her reflection behind her. Her skirt had ridden up well above what was polite, and the bright pink of her thong was peeking out between the soft cheeks of her ass. The tiny strip of cloth was drenched, and little drops of her juices trickled down a pair of surprisingly curvy thighs.
 
   Brianna paused a moment, the sheer blouse she was picking up falling from her hand as she reached back. Slowly she dragged her hands up the back of her legs, feeling the soft, supple flesh of her young body almost worshipfully. She imagined how she must have looked climbing up the stairs to the house, her ass on clear display perched above a wet and fuckable sex.
 
   The dark patch on her panties grew as the pink cloud in her head was pierced by thoughts of people looking at her, lusting after her, using her. Brianna's knees knocked together as she instinctually bent over more, thrusting out her prominent ass. As the scent of her own sopping slit filled the air, it mixed seamlessly with the aroma of sex that permeated the house, as well as the candy-sweet of the drink's remnants on her body.
 
   "Holy shit… I never realized I was so… so fucking sexy!" Brianna cried out, one hand now slowly squeezing one firm buttock while the other ran slowly along the edge of her panties.
 
   She was panting slightly as a finger gently slipped inside, teasing the borders of her puffy lips. The brief sight of her own pussy caused Brianna to gasp, and her tentative finger flicked accidentally across the tiny bud of her clit.
 
   The shock of the touch caused the panting girl to hit the floor with a moan. To steady herself, Brianna pulled her hands away from her pleasantly aching lower half. In that short interim, she managed to get control of her over-sexed mind, if only slightly. 
 
   The young woman looked around confused, and a little ashamed. Her hazy mind had no problems with fucking herself right there on the spot, but she was a Halford Maid first, and that meant she had a job to do.
 
   Very carefully she picked herself up off the floor. Despite the burning heat in her body, and the warm trickle that still spilled down her soft thighs, Brianna managed to keep from touching herself again. Still, as she cleaned up, she couldn't help but keep peeking at her pert ass in the mirror, or her swollen lips pressed against the wet cloth of her thong as she bent over low.
 
   As it was, the tingles were becoming maddening by the time she reached the bedroom. The scent of sex filled the small space, and Brianna was practically moaning as she minced through the room. 
 
   The bed was a mess, as usual. Even a task as simple as turning down the covers was difficult for Brianna in the state she was in. Her breasts seemed to almost strain against her top as she reached over the plush mattress, and for some reason her balance seemed off. As she tried to smooth out a few of the wrinkles, she quickly found herself face and tits down on the comfy bed, her stiff nipples mashing into the fluff.
 
   The sensation that poured from them was unexpected and incredibly strong, knocking her legs out from under her completely and putting all her weight on upper torso and her throbbing breasts.
 
   She didn't try to resist this time… she couldn't seem to muster anything close to a complete thought, let alone a good enough argument to somehow fight off the need to fuck that suffused her now. 
 
   Drool dribbled from her lips as she reached back and pulled up her tiny skirt. The warm air on her ass made her gasp, and it only worsened as she tugged down her sopping panties. Before the cloth could even hit the floor Brianna's hands were working her slit, her body writhing about as she did so. 
 
   Her movements managed to pull the top of her uniform down, and even in the haze she found herself in, Brianna felt relieved. For some reason her foggy mind couldn't comprehend, or even seem to bother worrying about, her tits had felt almost painfully packed into the tight cloth. Feeling her jiggling globes spill free caused the girl to sigh happily, a dim, sexy smile on her face.
 
   The thrusting of her own fingers into her wet cunt actually surprised her, as they continued moving on their own. Relentlessly they pumped in and out of her with a loud squish, while her other hand strummed her clit just as ferociously. Each rough push shoved her down on the bed harder, and the firm pressure against her thick nipples rubbing against the sheets was maddening.
 
   Legs spread wide, her mind filled with images of how she would look if someone were to walk in. Bent over, slit drenched and inviting as she fucked herself like a bitch in heat. She imagined men and women both flooding into the room, snapping pictures of her whorish display and taking her hard on the sodden bed.
 
   Brianna bit down on the still messy blanket in front of her as she felt her sex begin to twitch. As she began to tense and shudder, she realized she could taste another woman's pussy on the damp cloth, and it sent her careening over the edge. Lapping, sucking on it, she moaned in lust and humiliation, her very skin burning with the intensity of her climax.
 
   Her mind pulsed along with the waves of pleasure that washed through her body. Each throb pushed out some worry, insecurity or concern, leaving a fluffy pink cloud in its place. Soon the growing mental fluff felt as though it encompassed her entire self. Brianna didn't mind in the least, and she giggled as she tried to smooth her tiny skirt back down over the curve of her ass. 
 
   She managed, just barely. As it was, the pale pink bottoms of her ass cheeks were plainly visible, even while standing straight up. To her hazy mind though, she was fully covered. She finished her work with a smile on her face and a wiggle in her step… She loved being a Halford Maid… She loved being this way.
 
   Stepping out onto the curb, Brianna took in a deep breath. Without the ever-present scent of sex, and the delicious taste of the drink fading from memory, she felt almost like she was climbing out from under a blanket. Suddenly the taste of some strange woman lingering in her mouth was disgusting, and even a little frightening instead of steamy. She was still reeling from shock when she heard someone shout at her from across the street.
 
   "Hey, honey! You keep dressing like that, you'll make more messes than you clean!" 
 
   The guy was staring straight at her, and for a moment Brianna had no idea what he meant. Then she looked down. While her lower half had been at least mostly covered, in her post-masturbatory clean up, she had completely forgotten to fix her top. Her breasts hung out in the open air, plain as day. Each was plump and jiggling, far larger than she had ever remembered them being, and her nipples jutted out from them as the wind danced across her skin. 
 
   The worst part was, despite her growing clarity and the sudden bolt of fear that hit her upon realizing her tits were out for the world to see, was the fact that she wasn't sure if she even wanted to put them away. On the contrary, the more the man shouted over at her, staring at her, the more she almost subconsciously pushed them out for him.
 
   "My body is made for pleasing others…" she mumbled to herself.
 
   As he started crossing the street, and she felt herself heating up. Smiling dreamily she bent herself over her car and thrust her ass outward to him. Bent over just a bit, she still felt her nipples tracing patterns across the hood of the car as they wobbled heavily under her. The shook even more as the man stepped up to her, his hand cupping her ass the moment he was close enough.
 
   "Hey girly…What's your name?" As he asked, his hand continued exploring her backside greedily.
 
   "I'm… ummm… " The feeling of his calloused hand rubbing along her insanely sensitive skin was making it even harder to think, to the point where even her own name eluded her. Still, something came to mind. "I'm… I'm a Halford Maid!"
 
   So happy she had remembered something so important, Brianna wiggled her ass back against the man. He chuckled appreciatively, sliding his hand downward and running one thick finger against the wet cloth of her panties. The sensation of the tight thong being pushed even further between the lips of her pussy caused Brianna to shudder, giving out a happy giggle. 
 
   Needing no further encouragement, the man pulled his hand away, quickly replacing his fingers with the head of his cock. He didn't even bother to pull her panties down, instead choosing to tug them roughly aside as he slipped his thick, throbbing length inside the busty girl.
 
   Brianna had never felt so full, or so fulfilled. Every inch that entered her seemed to make the warm, bubbly feeling in her mind and body expand, forcing out any anxiety or errant thoughts that might have remained. Gasping, she fell forward completely, her entire body resting on the car. The man merely began thrusting into her ever harder.
 
   "Ohhh… yes… fuck me! My body… my body is yours to use! Make me dirty!" she cried out, her high-pitched voice echoing out across the street. Each moan and gasp was punctuated by the man behind her slapping the generous curve of her ass as he pushed inside her. 
 
   The way her pussy seemed to milk his cock, and the way Brianna's massive, jiggling breasts seemed to almost grow as he fucked her, it was a surprise he lasted as long as he did. The girl seemed to feel him tense inside her, and began rolling her hips back against him as his hands clenched down.
 
   The first spray of warm seed to hit her caused Brianna's body to go crazy. Hands tugging on her nipples, she shook against the car, feeling it moving under the force of her undulations. Flecks of drool spilled from her thick, pink lips as her lust-addled mind went into overdrive. Her eyes rolled as she came, and the last thing she saw as her climax burned through her mind entirely was all the people who had gathered on the sidewalk to watch her be fucked.
 
   That triggered her second orgasm.
 
   Shaking and sweaty, Brianna nonetheless managed to straighten herself up sometime later. The man behind her was halfway between trying to pull up his pants and trying to apologize to his neighbors when he felt the girl's lips wrap around his cock. He tried to push her away, he really did, and the flash of several camera phones combining with the stern and disgusted looks he was getting from some of the people was certainly helping the case. 
 
   Still, the way the hot blonde in front of him was swirling her agile tongue around his rapidly hardening member, and the way her fat tits hung down below him… he realized there were some things in this world worth getting a public indecency charge for. Before he reached down and grabbed her pigtails, the man turned to the crowd and gave one of the biggest smiles of his life. 
 
   ***
 
   Brianna staggered down the road, her car forgotten after finishing her last 'job'. She had cleaned the man's cock thoroughly, enjoying every little taste of her own juices with a moan. Now, the only mess left was spattered across her chest and face, but her client had told her to stay like that a while. Brianna didn't mind, her body was made for pleasing others. 
 
   Still, despite the sense of contentment that came with good service, she couldn't help but be confused. She couldn't seem to remember what she usually did after this… She figured she could go home, but she couldn’t think of anything she'd be doing there that was more important or fun than her job. 
 
   With a shrug, she turned and walked up the path to the nearest house, her tits bare and jiggling. She wasn't concerned that they had almost doubled in size since she left her apartment earlier that day. If anything, she was happy. All the people she'd met so far had really really liked her titties, and she liked making people happy. 
 
   After knocking, she tried to wait patiently. Trying to keep her wandering attention occupied, she pinched at her nipples, cooing softly. She didn't know exactly when the woman answered, but Brianna certainly heard it.
 
   "What the hell are you doing on my porch like that, you slut?! Get the hell out of here! I'm calling the cops!" The woman slammed the door after her verbal barrage, leaving Brianna blinking slowly while her mind caught up. 
 
   Brianna almost pouted, looking down at her cum-coated tits and thinking maybe they weren't as pretty as she thought they had been. Still, she kept her chin up and her hands roaming, and happily minced her way to the next house. 
 
   This house answered much faster, and there was considerably less shouting. The woman who came to the door looked at Brianna with a mix of confusion and open wanting, her mouth hanging slightly agape. It gave Brianna all the time she needed.
 
   "Hello, ma'am! I'm… I'm… " Again, she had trouble remembering even the simplest details about herself, but she didn't let it deter her. Instead, she rattled off the things she did remember. "I'm a Halford Maid, always! I'm a slut, and my body is made for pleasing others! I'm always obedient and compliant, and I just love being this way!"
 
   She had followed each sentence with a little bounce, which turned into a big bounce of her jiggling breasts. For a just a moment more, the woman simply stared breathlessly at the half-naked girl before pulling her inside.
 
   "I'm Gina… what… what kind of services do you provide?" the woman said slowly, as if still wondering if this was some kind of trap, or joke. 
 
   "Oh, all kinds, ma'am! I clean and stuff, and I'm like really good with my tongue! You can use me however you want though, ma'am!" Brianna looked around as she spoke, bending over here and there to look around for something to clean. "Do you have a mess for me?"
 
   Gina swallowed slowly, carefully considering the line she was about to cross before jumping over it completely. "As a matter of fact, I do. Follow me."
 
   Brianna trotted along behind the older woman happily, her body humming with the pleasure of being a good, obedient maid. She was led into the kitchen, and she watched as Gina stepped over to the refrigerator and opened it, her hands shaking slightly. 
 
   As Gina felt the cool air hit her body, she once more felt the conflict rise inside of her… and then she felt the maid step up next to her, felt the press of her perfect breasts against her arm. Moreover, her senses were flooded with the strangely alluring scent of the girl's perfume, and each whiff seemed to make her cares ebb away just a little bit more. 
 
   "Where's the mess, ma'am? You know nothing is too dirty for me…" 
 
   The girl was rubbing against Gina's side, driving her insane one soft touch at a time… she had to do something, she had to take control. In one swift motion she reached down, grabbed the half-empty gallon of milk from the fridge door and threw it on the floor. It burst with a splash, sending white liquid all across the linoleum.
 
   "There's the mess, maid. Now get down on your hands and knees and clean it up for me." Gina had surprised herself with her actions, but as she watched the impossibly busty girl fall down to a crawl her body went flush with pleasure. She'd never had an opportunity to be in control before, but it felt irrationally good. Almost disdainfully, she tossed the girl a towel.
 
   Brianna went to work, a smile on her face as she felt the woman's eyes on her wiggling backside. She exaggerated her motions, each wipe causing her messy pink thong to shift and move, and causing her client to inhale sharply. The milk clung to her knees as she backed up slowly, until the swollen lips of her sex were pressed firmly against Gina's leg. 
 
   Up and down she moved, her ass bobbing against the older woman. The scent of her lust filled the small kitchen, but no matter how much she teased, or how hard she wanted to be fucked, she kept up with her work. Before long, the floor nearly sparkled, though the maid was disheveled.
 
   "I'm all done, ma'am! Are you satisfied, or is there another mess you'd like me to clean up for you?"
 
   Gina was panting, having shoved her hand down the front of her shorts the second the girl's dripping pussy hit her shin. Her body was tingling in ways she didn't know possible, and she wanted more. 
 
   "Oh, there's always another mess…"
 
   Gina pulled the freezer this time, grabbing the pint of vanilla ice cream out and walking over to the table. She dropped her damp shorts as she went, quickly followed by her panties. Sinking into one of the battered wooden chairs, she spread her legs and beckoned the maid forward.
 
   Brianna didn't even bother to stand, crawling over to her client on her hands and knees before kneeling down in wait. Gina smiled down at her, scooping up a glob of the ice cream with her bare hands and rubbing it on her exposed belly. As it melted, it dripped down across her bare pussy, mingling with her juices. 
 
   "Clean it up."
 
   The maid was already well on her way before the first drop hit the chair. She kissed her way up Gina's thighs, lapping and slurping at every trace of liquid she found on her way. The older woman added more swiftly melting cream into the mess, and Brianna's mouth was sticky with it. Still, she diligently licked it all up, until her tongue reached Gina's prominent clit.
 
   Sweet smelling thighs tightened around her head as Brianna mindlessly nibbled and teased her client's bud. Her own hands were squeezing and pulling at her hanging tits as she did so, and the puddle growing beneath her rivaled that of her client, cream included. 
 
   It seemed like forever and an instant before Gina started to twitch and shake, which only spurned Brianna on more so. Her head bobbed quickly between the older woman's legs, greedily sucking up every last bit of mess the woman could produce. As Gina began crying out, her hands clasping hard on the chair beneath her, Brianna rose up. 
 
   Bending over, she pressed her lipstick and sex coated lips against Gina's, her fingers slipping into the other woman's drenched pussy with ease. As their tongues met, Gina tasted vanilla, candy and her own juices intermingled. It only served to intensify her already maddening orgasm. 
 
   Their breasts pressed close together as Gina's furious shaking turned to less frequent shudders. Still they kissed, and the older woman's head swam from the sensations, the scent of the maid's perfume, and the tastes assaulting her. Almost perfectly in time with the sensation of her climax fading, so too did Gina's consciousness begin slipping away, bit by bit.
 
   Brianna cleaned up while her client writhed in her chair. Dutifully she lapped up the mess they had made, ending on her hands and knees with her face against her own puddle. When she was done, and the kitchen was perfect, she fell to her knees and fucked herself to her own climax; making sure to stifle her moans so as not to wake her client. 
 
   When she was able, she staggered out the door and into the light, wandering down the street to the next house…
 
   ***
 
   Brianna made it back to the office by nightfall, her clothing entirely missing and her body aching in the most pleasant way. She was clean, only because the last house on her rounds had featured a shower who's owner insisted needed an extensive scrub. Still, she needed another uniform if she was going to get anything done. 
 
   As she stepped into the small building, she noticed something funny. In Jeanette's usual spot was a man, his head back and a smile on his face. Coming from under the desk in front of him was a steady, wet slurping sound. When Brianna came near, the man looked up at her with an almost predatory stare.
 
   "Welcome back, Brianna… how was your first day as one of our new Halford maids?"
 
   Brianna smiled back dreamily, remembering all the times she got to clean, fuck and be used. "Oh sir, it was like, amazing! Everyone loved my titties, and they did all kinds of fun things with me! I love being this way, always!" 
 
   The man's smile grew as he watched the bubbly girl bounce as she spoke. 
 
   "Good, good… Now look, since you're now an experienced maid, I was wondering if you could do me a favor during your rounds tomorrow… Jeannie, come on out, honey." The man backed up, letting Jeanette climb out from under the desk.
 
   Brianna gasped, taking in the sight of her boss. Jeanette was older than her, but she no longer looked it. Maybe it was the bright pink and revealing maid uniform, or maybe it was her now-massive tits dangling down off of her petite frame, but the older woman now looked like she was just barely over eighteen. 
 
   Jeannie looked down shyly, her hands clasped in front of her as well as she could with breasts her size.
 
   "See, Jeannie here is going to be a maid just like you, and she needs to be well-trained. Can you do that for me, cutie?"
 
   Brianna grinned, her simple mind already imagining all the things her and the young girl would do together. She nodded vigorously.
 
   "Excellent… Well, since you're both here, I see no reason why we can't start right now, eh? Girls, I have this terrible mess that requires some very skilled tongues…" he said with a grin, sinking back into his plush chair. Both girls knew just what to do, and they loved every second of it.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Camwhore Control
 
    
 
   Nicole smiled cutely at herself in the mirror, turning this way and that while trying to seem as flirty as she could. As she made little kisses at her reflection, she thrust out her meager chest and ran her small hands across her tiny but prominent nipples. Finally, she slipped on a long blonde wig over her pixie-cut, dark brown hair.
 
   "Alright, Nikki… we're on," she said with a wink.
 
   Nicole had learned early on that if you were a flat-chested camgirl you had to really play up a theme, or you'd get lost under the sheer amount of frighteningly hot and busty girls that were putting on shows. Thankfully, she had come up with one that was compelling, and actually managed to cater to the bimbo lovers out there.
 
   'Nikki' was an airheaded blonde who's breasts just never seemed to grow. Too dumb for college and too slutty for regular work, she put on little tease shows for people on the internet in order to save up for the biggest breast implants she could find. Nicole even played up the whole 'money for surgery' thing by putting up a little meter on her webpage that filled in with each tip. 
 
   Of course, the meter never filled up completely, and the numbers shown were in no way representative of the kind of money she actually brought in. As it was, despite her persona claiming to be too stupid to function, Nicole was steadily paying her way through college. Her viewers just didn't have to know that.
 
   As she pinched slightly at her nipples, ensuring they would be good and visible under the partially see through pink tank top she wore, she had to admit that parts of her act were spot on. She had actually considered implants a time or two, just not of the almost comically large variety that Nikki seemed to be gunning for. 
 
   And she knew that some day soon her act would have to end, as people would realize that she wasn't actually ever going to go ahead with the plans she talked about. It actually made her kind of sad. Despite having to act like a total slut and a ditz besides, Nicole found that playing the role of Nikki was actually kind of fun, in a mentally relaxing sort of way.
 
   She laid back on her pink comforter, making sure the camera was centered in a way that best showed off what assets she had. She had learned early on that bimbos were supposed to love pink things, and that meant Nikki did too. As such, nearly everything visible to the camera was some kind of shade of pink, often accented with girly frills and such. Bimbos loved girly things, so Nikki loved them too.
 
   Taking a deep breath, she emptied her mind and put on her best glowing smile. Legs spread so that her viewers could just barely see her tiny pink thong under her much-too-short skirt, she turned on the camera. Her smile became swiftly genuine as the stream of compliments and tips started streaming in.
 
   "Hi everyone! This is Nikki and I'm sooooo glad you could join me," Nicole purred as she ran her hands up to her chest. Her smile turned into a cute pout as she continued. "I was just sitting here playing with my tiny little titties and wishing they could be all big like all those other sexy girls."
 
   Though she still pouted, her hands continued to knead at her little mounds, and she played up the effect with a few well practiced gasps. It was true her nipples were sensitive, but for Nikki they were almost, if not more intense than touching her pussy. This of course helped Nicole to keep the show strictly tease.
 
   Despite her constant groping and writhing, she never ever showed actual skin. As such, she had learned all the best positions and acts that helped to give the impression of a sex starved nympho co-ed without actually being one.
 
   As her saucy little introduction finished up, she started addressing the some of the people talking to her. She found that chatting with some of the various men and women who liked to ogle her always ended up with a ton of tips. It also helped that she didn't have to keep thinking of creative new ways to move and keep them interested, as they seemed just as attracted to hearing her prattle on in her empty headed way.
 
   "Anon112: TAKE OFF UR TOP!!1!"
 
   "Anon112: TAKE IT OFF U SLUTT"
 
   Nicole tried not to sigh, but it was difficult at times. She knew she had affected an extremely slutty character, and she wasn't exactly running community theater, but every now and then she wished she could slap some people over the internet. 
 
   Anon323: Your pretty… can send you gift?
 
   This was another thing she had ran across, and when she was just starting out, she made the mistake of actually giving out her P.O. box to a guy who had promised her something really nice. A week later as she was checking her mail he came up to her, falling on his knees and professing his undying love. He wasn't wearing any pants. Nicole moved shortly after that.
 
   "Aww, honey, I would love that… But, like, I tried to do the mail and it was sooooo hard! If you wanna put your tip in though, I promise Nikki will buy something really naughty to wear next time though. Nikki may be too dumb for the mail, but I'm reeeeally good at naughty!" she said with a giggle, and watched the man's fifty dollar tip hit her screen. It was gonna be a good night.
 
   "Anon156: Can't wait till you get those implants, you're going to be a perfect bimbo :D"
 
   "Thank you! Everyone tells me I'm totally gonna be hot when I have big titties, I just wish I could have 'em now! It's so hard to keep my hands off of myself when I dream about them. I can't, like, think of anything else!"
 
   As she spoke, she started tugging at her nipples through her shirt while cooing at the camera. Pleasant tingles ran through her body, but not because of the stimulation. No, her body felt good as she watched those tips come in.
 
   "Control: I know what you are."
 
   Nicole paused briefly, her costume smile dipping with concern. Everyone who came to the site had an Anon name without any variation… Maybe this was an admin? Either way, she quickly put her best smile back on and replied.
 
   "Of course you know, silly! You're so smart, and eeeeeeveryone knows I'm just a cute little airhead for you all to watch!" She tittered happily, but she was still nervous. 
 
   "Control: No… you're not that. Yet. Right now you're a pretender. You wear a mask and you spread your legs but it's not who you are. We're going to fix that."
 
   She giggled, but inside she felt alarms going off left and right. Despite the steady flow of cash she was bringing in tonight, she knew she had to close up shop. She'd make it up to all her fans later, maybe wear something more low cut, or even try on that schoolgirl uniform she had picked up a while back. 
 
   As she was thinking up a good exit that wouldn't piss too many people off, she continued to toy with her small breasts. She moaned slightly, trying to make it seem like she had just got too wrapped up in the sensations to speak. It was a tactic she had used in the past, since she could do it pretty much without thinking.
 
   She decided she would go with her favorite; the 'I'm just so horny I need to go take a looooong soapy shower' excuse, but as she started to speak, an entirely different set of words came out of her mouth.
 
   "I've been a very bad girl, everyone. I keep teasing and teasing, but a real bimbo just loooooves to put out. And if there's one thing I want, more than anything, it's to be the perfect little slut for all of you." 
 
   Her heart was pounding in her chest as she spoke, but the dim, plastic smile stayed in place. In a panic, she reached out for her computer's mouse, only to feel her arm betray her too. Gripping the bottom of her thin, pink tank top, she tugged it upward. As the warm air of the room tickled along her erect nipples, she felt her body shudder.
 
   "Control: That's right… you may just pretend to be a bimbo for now, but we both know that deep down you're still a camwhore. You love to show off, and you love it when people spend money on your sex. I'm just going to make sure that you're a little more honest from now on."
 
   Strangely, she felt her fears take a backseat to the nearly electric sensations that were pouring out from her nipples. It didn't take anything but her own needs to cause her hands to caress them now, her breasts exposed on camera for the first time ever. 
 
   The chat exploded with text and tips and with each little cash chime she felt her body heat up. The word 'camwhore' echoed throughout her head, and as her little pink thong became wet from all the money people were spending on her, she knew it was right. 
 
   "Oh god… Everyone look at Nikki… look at your little slut… Help me get big, juicy bimbo titties that everyone wants to look at… Oh…. OH!" her body began to shake as she squeezed her little mounds, and the constant sound of her incoming tips rang in time with her gasps and moans. 
 
   She felt her little breasts jiggle strangely as she tugged at her nipples, but the sensation was lost under the force of the orgasm that began to rock through her. Nicole's thighs spread wide as if offering herself up to a waiting lover, and the now large and noticeable wet spot on her panties was prominently displayed to the webcam. 
 
   "Oh! Thank you so much, everybody… Mmmm… Thank you for letting Nikki be your little camwhore for the night… More tomorrow, after I get a chance to rest. Love you!" She punctuated her goodbye with a blown kiss and a wink, turning off the stream. 
 
   As soon as the cam was off, she felt her mind return and she pulled her shirt down like lightning. 
 
   "What the fuck was that?! Oh god, everyone saw my tits, and who the fuck was that creepy guy, and why did I do that?!" She panicked, springing from her bed and holding herself tightly. Her nipples still stood out distractingly, and the wetness between her legs served as a constant reminder that none of what happened was a dream.
 
   As she calmed down, she approached her computer with cautiousness bordering on outright fear. When she got close enough to see the screen, she gasped, but not in fright. There, like it was at the end of every show, was an automated report of her tips for the day. Not only had she hit her goal for the night, she had more than tripled it.
 
   Immediately she started reasoning with herself, trying to convince her more scared half that she had just got caught up in the moment, that there was no way someone could somehow control her words and actions like that. It didn't take long before she had fully bought the story she had woven for herself. Of course, she also believed that her decision had nothing to do with the pleasant shivers that ran through her body when she saw how much people had paid for her…
 
   ***
 
   Classes the next day went by with a breeze. Most of it was spent daydreaming through a few lectures that she was recording with her phone, though she caught herself randomly smiling at people all throughout. Ever since the large influx of money the night before she had been having trouble keeping her head out of the clouds, but with the incredibly bubbly mood it seemed to put her in, she didn't mind much.
 
   The second she was home, her bag was quickly discarded along with all of her books. In their place, she grabbed her debit card and went shopping. It started, of course, with a few new outfits she could wear for the show; mainly comprised of skimpy, flimsy pink little things that bordered on the risqué. 
 
   As she finished her clothes shopping, Nicole found herself looking around her room and realizing it just felt drab. All the old band posters and art prints that lined the walls, the overstuffed bookshelf… compared to the bright, happy colors of the outfits she had bought and the pink bedspread she used for her shows, they just seemed so boring.
 
   Once finished, she had to admit she had gone just a little overboard. Not only had she completely burned through all her earnings the night before, she had actually dipped into her college fund a bit. Her misgivings melted away as she thought of how much money she would make tonight, and how nice her place would look with all the new, pretty colors. With a giggle, she ran to the bathroom and started working on her preparations.
 
   She smiled into the mirror, and found it much easier than it ever had been. The creepiness of the night before was completely wiped away now, and replaced with a sort of fuzzy warmth that seemed to fill Nicole's mind. That same dim pleasure helped her to fall into her character more quickly and completely than she could remember, and she even found herself almost thinking like Nikki as she applied just a bit too much make-up.
 
   Bending over the counter as she made the finishing touches on her eyeliner, Nicole noticed an unfamiliar weight to her chest. Looking down, she found that for the first time in her life, she had actual, noticeable cleavage. With a big happy smile she clapped and bounced in front of her reflection in the mirror.
 
   "Yay! Nikki's tits are getting bigger already! Everybody was like, so nice to me yesterday, I can't wait to show them!"
 
   Suddenly she stopped herself, and even shook her head trying to get the fluff out of her mind. Things like this don't just happen, she tried to tell herself, breasts don't just grow when you're nineteen. Surprisingly, she found herself talking again.
 
   "Nikki's tits grew cause people gave us money, duh! That's why Nikki likes to show off her body, so she can get money and get REALLY big titties!" Her reflection once again had the same big smile and dim eyes she always tried to put on before her shows, but this was the first time that Nicole hadn't meant to. 
 
   "Wait… no… That doesn't make any sense… I mean, that money was for implants to make my tits bigger. The money just doesn't do that…. I think?" She was having trouble keeping her thoughts together as her body still went through the motions, and as she slipped the long blonde wig over her light brown hair, she found herself walking sexily towards her bed.
 
   All concerns flew from her head as she spread out her pretty pink blanket and laid down in front of her camera. Already Nikki's body was tingling as she thought of all the people who would be watching her tonight, and all the money she would make. 
 
   She started on her belly this time, her firm ass tightly encased in a pair of pink spandex biking shorts. She looked back at the camera with a flirtatious grin as she ran her hands along her backside. She made sure her breasts were completely hidden away for now… she wanted her new size, though still unimpressive, to be a surprise for all her loving fans.
 
   "Hey everybody, I missed you sooooo much!" She blew a kiss with one hand while groping her ass with the other. "We're gonna have so much fun tonight, and I like, totally have the bestest surprise for all of you!" 
 
   She had a hard time not rolling over right then and there, and showing them all her new jiggly tits. Already her hard little nipples rubbed under the soft fabric of the t-shirt she was wearing, and it took all she had not to play with them. Instead, her hand traced little lines between her legs, making the lips of her pussy even more apparent against the tight material.
 
   With each slow slide of her fingers, the little chime of the incoming tips began to sound. As each noise rang out, her movements became less tease and much more insistent. The tingles that ran through her body pushed all thoughts from her head, and soon she was moaning loudly as she bit down on the bright pink heart-shaped pillow in front of her. 
 
   Her fingers were pressing the stretchy cloth of the shorts inside of her, and as the money came constantly flowing in, she found herself blatantly rubbing at her throbbing clit. Her flat belly slid softly against the blanket beneath her as her hips rose up, her entire backside centered in front of the camera so that everyone could see how much she had already started soaking through.
 
   "Everyone, look at Nikki… Watch your little camslut play with her messy little pussy… Oh god… Watch Nikki, please! Watch Nikki cum!" She shouted in her high pitched bimbo voice as she rocked on the bed, but it was no act this time. 
 
   With each shake of her tight little ass and her now dribbling pussy, the tips came streaming in, and with each chime, the pleasure rolling through her body became more and more intense. The spiral continued until finally she collapsed against the bed, her wet fingers sliding mindlessly in and out of her surprisingly sensitive lips as she licked her own juices off of herself.
 
   After a moment of simply enjoying the sensations, her behind still wiggling cutely for the camera as she lapped away, she finally got up and rolled over with a giggle. 
 
   "Like, thank you sooo much everyone! Nikki sometimes gets too worked up and just has to play, and you know how much Nikki just loves to be watched!"
 
   As she sat up and her breasts wobbled a bit on her small frame, the chat window lit up like a Christmas tree. The additional chimes of tips seemed to echo directly in Nikki's nipples as she struggled to read all the things that were being said to her.
 
   "Anon993: OMG GODDESS!"
 
   "Anon875: Nikki has tits now?! Did we win?"
 
   "Anon112: TAKE OF UR TOP!"
 
   Nikki smiled and shook her chest a bit as she took in all the sweet compliments. Her whole body felt hot still from her fun before and the added attention nearly got her off all by itself. 
 
   "Anon515: It's fake. Her whole show is fake, just shut up everyone."
 
   Pouting, Nikki read as more and more messages started echoing that same sentiment. She knew what she had to do, and though a voice inside of her was screaming at herself not to, she found the fuzzy pink cloud in her mind was more than enough to block that out.
 
   "Nikki's tits are real, see! They're jiggly and fun and it's all because of everyone being just so sweet!" As she spoke, she pulled her t-shirt off and pawed lightly at the warm weight of her new breasts. Each squeeze seemed to push any sort of remaining worried thoughts straight out of her head, and she bit her lip from the pure pleasure of her own touch.
 
   "Anon515: I… well shit. Awesome! SORRY NIKKI!!!"
 
   "Anon112: SHE TOOK OFF HER TOP!!!!"
 
   "Anon626: Booooobs"
 
   Again she beamed, pulling at her hard little nipples and kissing at the camera. Money came in rapidly, and she knew she couldn't stay mad at all the very nice people helping her to become just the best bimbo she could be.
 
   "Control: Now see, isn't this better? Isn't it nice being so much more honest with yourself?"
 
   The pleasure still shook through her body, and she still felt herself going through the motions, but Nicole felt like she had suddenly woken up out of nowhere. Panicking, trapped inside her own sex-crazed body, she struggled to take control but found she was simply locked out.
 
   She watched as her hands betrayed her, pulling on her nipples and moaning like a slut. Worse, with every tip that hit her account, she could practically feel her tits pressing out and filling her hands more so. With each jiggling bit of growth, their sensitivity grew exponentially, and her little pinches became rough, needy groping. The chat was still going wild as Control continued, unnoticed.
 
   "Control: Don't try to fight it, Nikki. We both knew you were nothing but a dumb little camwhore anyway. I'm just doing what you've asked us all to do since the very beginning... Making you into a perfect, empty-headed slut with the tits to match."
 
   The intensity of her body's reaction was starting to ebb away at even her conscious inner mind, and she found herself actually helping along with her moving hands. Soft gasps mixed with her cute, girly moans as she got off purely from playing with her growing breasts. 
 
   Shaking, her body began to rock as the climax slammed into her, but she kept her eyes on the camera as her fans clamored to throw their money at her. As she came, sweat and a bit of drool dripping down between her now fairly sizable tits, she only had one last thing to say.
 
   "T… thank you… Like, thank you sooo much."
 
   ***
 
   Nicole got up slowly out of bed, her head still fuzzy from the night before. The haze in her mind seemed to fade into a pleasant sort of tingle as she looked in awe at the sheer amount of money she had made. As the dull waves of arousal rolled over her tired thoughts, all memory of Control was washed away.
 
   In much the same mood as the day before, Nicole was practically skipping on her way to class. She had actually felt so exhilarated from how well her shows were going that she even let herself dress a bit 'Nikki'. 
 
   The tight pink shirt showed off her toned midriff, and while she was still wearing a strangely tight bra, her breasts seemed to still put themselves on display. Encasing her firm bottom was an old pair of denim cutoffs just short enough to draw looks without making her too self conscious.
 
   Still, as all the men and women on campus eyed her as she walked by, she found herself feeling significantly less bothered by the attention than she had ever expected. Quite the contrary, as she playfully flicked some of her medium length, dirty blonde hair out of her face she found herself responding to the looks with a smile or a wink.
 
   Sadly, her good mood plummeted the second she hit class. A lecture like before, this one heavily showcased several complex equations up on the board. As she struggled to make out the incomprehensible letters, Nicole felt her frustration almost fueling the ever-present heat inside herself. 
 
   Huffing cutely, her writing quickly devolved into doodles of hearts and crudely drawn breasts. In time with the shift in content, her other hand had changed from trying constantly to readjust her bra into a comfortable state, into slowly squeezing her chest through her shirt. 
 
   She closed her eyes as her fingers found her nipple as it stood out through the layers of her clothing. Caressing it slowly, she realized she missed being on her cam. There was no thrill of being watched, or the intense bursts of pleasure that came from each little bit of money people paid for her. 
 
   Gasping, with both hands on her tits she found herself leaning back, imagining all the people in the room looking at her, getting off on her. She could almost hear their surprise and lust as she slipped the little pink t-shirt up over her chest. Once done, it was an easy natural progression for her to pull her nipples free out of the top of her increasingly uncomfortable bra.
 
   Tugging at the sensitive nubs, she lamented that it was all only a fantasy, but it was an incredibly vivid and tingly one at least. Even in her dream she could imagine her hunky professor yelling up to her from the center of the hall, and all the other students watching her as she mindlessly groped at her chest.
 
   "Miss Martin! Nicole Martin!" she heard him shout, and the commanding tone of his voice combined with the arousal flooding her mind almost caused her to peak right there. Instead, she lazily opened her eyes and found that literally everyone in the room was staring straight at her. 
 
   Several mouths were either agape or in huge smiles, and as she heard the little whispers of "slut!" echo about in time with the not subtle flashes of several phone cameras, she felt her body finally tip over the edge. 
 
   Moaning, shaking, she pawed roughly at one jiggling breast while her other hand shot between her legs to rub her pussy through the worn denim. Her body mostly exposed, she felt their eyes more than she felt her hands as the climax tore through her, and it felt almost as if the sheer pleasure would wipe her mind away entirely. 
 
   As she came down, she smiled proudly at all the tented pants and hard nipples she could see in the room, and she was so enraptured by the attention she hardly noticed her professor as he approached and stood over her.
 
   He seemed flustered as he spoke. "Nicole Martin, do you mind?!"
 
   "Well, no… I love being watched, and I sooooo needed that," she said with a giggle. Something still nagged in the back of her mind that something wasn't right, but it didn't seem to get through the growing pink haze in her mind. 
 
   "Put your shirt down, young lady, and get out of my class. Now!" he shouted, and she complied quickly. She loved following directions, but she didn't want to leave; not when so many people were still watching her. She pouted, tugging her shirt back in place but leaving the bra down; it didn't seem to fit anymore anyway.
 
   As she walked out of the room she made sure to give a nice, sexy wiggle to her hips. She felt the sound and light of every camera flash on her body, and had to stop herself from simply stripping down in front of all of them from the feeling of it. Maybe tomorrow's show, she thought to herself with a smile.
 
   ***
 
   Once out of the door, she found the arousal too much to bear, and she ran around the corner of the building. Tearing off the frustrating bra, she slid her plump breasts out from under the shirt, feeling their weight pulling on her pleasantly. Her shorts quickly followed suit, and she shivered at the cool air that ran along her firm ass as she stuck it out invitingly. 
 
   Nikki could still feel everyone's eyes on her as she ran her fingers quickly against her throbbing clit. Bent over fully, she smiled at the first set of students that walked by and noticed her. 
 
   "Holy shit, look at that chick over there, what a slut!"
 
   "Fuck, man, get your camera going!"
 
   Nikki shivered happily as she felt herself being recorded, and even the comments coming the people that were starting to amass sounded more and more like the chat log on her show. As such, she found her ditzy mind switching directly into her full-on showoff mode.
 
   "Hey everyone! Nikki is trying like, really hard to get bigger boobies, and you guys can help me! If you want Nikki's tits to get REALLY huge, I need money. Getting money for showing off also turns Nikki into like, a total slut, too!"
 
   As she tittered on, she made sure to show off her assets to the people watching her. She had to keep brushing her long blonde hair out of her eyes as she moved, and the weight on her chest seemed to increase as the first few dollars came flying toward her. Turning around and leaning back against the smooth wall, she slid down onto her ass.
 
   Legs spread and pussy fully exposed, Nikki rubbed her pussy shamelessly. Cameras rolling, she writhed on the ground in the alleyway as crumpled bills fell onto her. Men and women both were gathered around, and Nikki felt a strong flush as she realized she wasn't the only one getting herself off. 
 
   "Ohhhh god, yes… Look at Nikki… Watch your whore…" 
 
   As the first spurt of cum hit her body, Nikki was already in the throes of her own orgasm. Each drop felt just like a little tip-chime and she had to stop herself from crawling after the ones that missed her exposed skin. Moaning, she watched dimly as man after man lined up and sprayed down at her. 
 
   Even a pair of cute lesbian girls got involved, and Nikki felt a flush of jealousy as several of the cameras turn on the two of them as they made out over her prone body. As they both began shaking and she felt the dripping of their arousal on her she found she was too lost in the sensation to care. 
 
   Coated and dirty, Nikki panted in exhaustion as the crowd dissipated. People tried to markedly avoid each other's gaze as they stepped back from the messy bimbo as she started to gather up the crumpled money around her. 
 
   All told, she had made about thirty-two dollars, and her body hummed with pleasure as she realized finally what she was worth. Her shirt no longer stretched over her large tits, and she giggled as she stepped out of the alley with them still exposed. Streaks of cum still dribbled off of the sides of the prominent, jiggling breasts and Nikki just loved the looks she got on the way home.
 
   As she came up to her door, she found a big pile of boxes on her doorstep, and the delivery girl was still pulling some down out of the truck. As the petite redhead turned and saw Nikki's huge tits and sex-clouded eyes, she paused.
 
   "Uh… um… Nicole… Martin?" she stammered, looking down at her clipboard in a pointed attempt not to stare at the perfect globes that hung in front of her. 
 
   "Oh, please… Call me Nikki, cutie," Nikki purred as she pulled the small box out of the delivery girl's hands, making sure to make slow, soft contact as she did so.
 
   "Oh, um… Hi, Nikki. Say, did you know you're not… you know, covered?" the girl said, feeling strangely more exposed than the girl in front of her now that the box was gone. 
 
   Nikki giggled. "Uh huh! Nikki's tits got wayyyy too big after everyone gave her like, so much money. It's ok though, Nikki's tits are made to be looked at… Do you like them?" As she spoke, Nikki got closer to the girl, until her prominent nipples nearly scraped against the little mounts on the front of the girl's uniform shirt. 
 
   "Oh god, yes… I mean, y…you certainly have very nice tits… I mean breasts, ma’am!" The delivery girl began to stammer as she felt the press of Nikki's body against her own. 
 
   "Awww, you're so sweet! Nikki wants to be sweet too," she said as she pulled the shaking girl close and their lips came together. For all her shyness, it was the delivery girl who made the next move, reaching up and touching Nikki's breasts as their tongues began to explore each other. 
 
   Nikki gasped, throwing her head back with a moan as the girl's skilled hands played with her tits expertly. Not a breath after, the girl was on her, and Nikki's body broke out in goose bumps as she felt lips making their way up the side of her neck to nibble on her ear.
 
   "Yes… yes… Look at Nikki…. Play with Nikki… " she said between rasped panting. Pulling the other girl inside, they toppled on the bed after almost sprinting to it. Nikki struggled with the complexity of the button on the girl's shorts, only made worse by her own huge tits in the way.
 
   The girl looked down at her and laughed, helping to unbutton and slide down the shorts. "I'm Jill, by the way. Don't really get the vibe that it matters much to you, but there it is," she said with wry humor as Nikki had already begun to nuzzle and lick at the girl's pussy.
 
   "Oh! Like, nice to meet you, I'm Nikki!" she said before resuming her fun. She heard Jill laugh once more and felt the girl pat her gently on the head while she lapped away.
 
   ***
 
   Hours later, both girls lay in a sweaty heap. Jill was half asleep, still nibbling on one of Nicole's perpetually erect nipples. Content and happy, Nicole felt little bolts of pleasure run through her with every gentle bite, and she gave a long sigh. Disengaging from the petite delivery girl, she yawned and walked over to her computer. She found a message was waiting for her there, on her personal chat.
 
   "Control: My favorite little bimbo is starting to look pretty good, if still a bit dishonest on the inside."
 
   Looking up worriedly, Nicole found that her camera was still on, and had been aimed directly at her bed. Worse, as she had read the message, she felt the soft pink fluff that filled her head start to drain away. Her puffy lips tingled as she gasped, licking Jill's juices off them unconsciously.
 
   Still, as she came back to herself, she found she wasn't as scared as she had been before. She remembered everything she had done earlier in the day, and a part of her was incredibly disgusted by the slut she had become, but another part of her felt really, really good.
 
   Over the past little bit, she had felt her stress levels just plummet, and using just the example of Jill, the sex was amazing. Overall, she was just plain happy… being a bimbo was nice. That being said, that little knot of disgust and indignation still managed to rule her. 
 
   "Who the fuck do you think you are? You think you can just butt in and change people like this?! Well fuck you, I'm ending the shows, I'm going to… I'm gonna… Nikki is gonna suck like, alll the cocks, cutie! First though, Nikki and her girlfriend are gonna put on, like the best show ever!"
 
   Her tits, already big from before, now wobbled impossibly off of her small frame. Incredibly sensitive, even the light touch of her soft, blonde hair was enough to make her bare pussy drip with need.  She made sure to wiggle her ass enticingly as she showed off her wetness, looking back and giggling dumbly at the new tramp stamp that sat right above it. 
 
   Bright and blatant, the tattoo was the epitome of trashy, as the flowing lines that spelled out the words "Slut for Sale" also formed a nice little arrow that pointed down at her backside. As she crept up on Jill's sleeping form, she found the girl had an identical tattoo that went with her identical curvy ass. 
 
   The girl reached up sleepily to caress her new oversized tits, stopping only to brush away her own blonde locks. She moaned cutely as Nikki began to suck on her clit, but still managed to sit up some.
 
   "Mmmmm…. Wait, cutie… Like, Jill feels SUPER funny… like, stupid and stuff… " She tried to push Nikki away, but it was a futile gesture. Not only was the other bimbo very persistent, Jill's empty head was swiftly being overwhelmed by all the sensations that were flooding her. 
 
   It didn't take long before Nikki felt the girl's thighs clasp around her head, and their moans and gasps seemed to sync up as they both shook against one another. Tongue still sliding between Jill's soft lips, Nicole felt her mind come back to her. 
 
   Still caught up in the moment, she continued of her own volition, shivering with pleasure as Jill's juices coated her tongue. Reaching back, she began to stroke her clit with abandon. The slutty sounds that came from her body rivaled the best of what Nikki had ever made.
 
   The second climax that rattled through both of them was almost enough to shatter her lucidity, and Nicole felt herself climb on top of the jiggling blonde beneath her. As they shared the taste of pussy between them, their nipples rubbed against each other, and they both gave in completely to the pleasure. 
 
   Suddenly Jill's eyes lit up, and she pushed the panting bimbo off of her. After a few minutes of struggling to put on her uniform, she left it and ran. As a very exhausted Nikki fell asleep, she heard the girl's delivery truck squeal out of the parking lot.
 
   ***
 
   Dawn came and Nicole struggled to get up to meet the horrible beams of burning sunlight that assaulted her eyes. Groaning, she yawned, one hand idly scratching at one of her large wobbling tits. She was just wondering whether the strangely erotic dream she had was a result of too much studying or not enough actual sex when she realized what her hand was now caressing.
 
   "Oh god…" she said, as the gravity of what had happened to her set in. Quickly she tried to bolt up out of bed, but the new weight of her assets was enough to tip her off balance and she fell tits-first onto the soft comforter. 
 
   What was worse was the massive influx of pleasurable sensations as her breasts rubbed on the blankets, her nipples poking out plainly from the thin pink t-shirt she was still wearing. She pushed herself onto all fours, cursing while she tried to get a handle on moving with the two globes that now wobbled beneath her.
 
   Unfortunately, the sensation of having her tits rubbed was all it took to get her hot again, and she felt one of her hands slip down under the waistband of her tiny shorts almost of it's own volition. As she stroked between the wet, bare lips of her pussy, she found her mind slowly receding once more into cloud of warm, pink fluff.
 
   "Mmmmmm… Nikki loves to play with her slutty little cunt… Nikki's just a dumb little fucktoy, addicted to cock AND pussy…" As she spoke, Nicole could hear her voice lapsing again into Nikki's perky, girlish tones, and with the cutest growl she tore her hand out of her shorts.
 
   "No! Nikki is… I mean, I am a normal, intelligent girl who just happens to have big, growing bimbo titties that are just begging for anyone to use! Nikki's body is made to be used, cause Nikki is a good little bimb-augh!!" 
 
   Her hands had moved once more to toy with her jiggling orbs, and Nicole didn't even bother trying to pull them away as she ran into the bathroom. With intense willpower she managed to reach over and turn the cold water to max in her shower, and as she stripped, she saw herself in the mirror.
 
   Her wig had fallen off during the night, but it hardly mattered now. In place of her usual short, dark brown hair was a sultry tangle of golden blonde locks that now tickled her shoulders enticingly. Little blemishes and even freckles had disappeared from her body as far as she could tell, taking with them any errant hairs as well.
 
   Gasping, Nicole looked down, as much as she could past her very prominent chest, and saw that most the hair on her mound was gone as well. All that was left was a little blonde-furred heart, who's tip pointed directly at her now perfect pussy. 
 
   She found herself staring at the gorgeous woman in the mirror, and as she did so, she found herself becoming surprisingly aroused. Nicole had never been into girls before, but there was something about how the woman's glistening pink lips, jutting flawless breasts and lust-filled expression that just screamed sex to her.
 
   Transfixed, Nicole found herself once more sliding her fingers into her dripping cunt, watching the girl in the mirror buckle against the insanely strong sensations that now throbbed through her. 
 
   Something inside Nicole felt disconnected, as if the woman she was watching were just some slut for her to watch, to dominate. As such, as she pulled on her nipples and watched the girl in the mirror do the same, she hardly noticed that the almost mind-emptying arousal she felt was her own.
 
   "You're just some dirty little whore, aren't you? You live to have your pussy filled, just like you know your head will never be. Well fuck yourself, you slut… Fuck yourself stupid for me…"
 
   Nicole watched as the girl looked down, her dim eyes filled with nearly animal lust. 
 
   "Oh god, yes… Nikki loves to fuck herself… Nikki's body always needs to be touched…" the woman's girlish gasps turned to cute little moans as her hands ran down her body. Not content with simply finishing from the incredible sensitivity of her tits, Nikki instead elected to put on a show.
 
   Her hips moved with slow sensuality as she explored herself. One hand trailed up her neck, running her fingers through her thick and luxurious hair before sliding down to toy with her thick lips. The other hand slid down and rubbed herself slowly, moving in time with her gyrations.
 
   Once both hands had fingers slick and wet, she swapped places. Her breath became ragged as she licked her juices from herself, imagining she was tasting them from her lover's cock. Her other hand, still slick with saliva had worked their way between the pert cheeks of her ass, and were slowly circling her tight hole.
 
   Nicole watched the girl as she began to fuck herself right in front of her, cooing with obvious pleasure as her hand moved between mouth and pussy and back again. She could almost feel the sensations that were obviously burning throughout the dumb slut's body, and the girl seemed to pick up on that.
 
   Slow and sensual became rough and dirty as the girl began shoving her fingers in and out of her ass with abandon. Drool slipped from between her pillowy lips as she bent herself over the counter. The cold ceramics of the sink caused her to give out a long, drawn-out moan as her thick nipples dragged along the surface.
 
   Putting her weight on her tits, feeling both the pain and pleasure it caused them, she reached down with her free hand and began fucking her cunt with the same frenzied abandon as she was her ass. With both holes filled and her breasts being stimulated, she couldn't hold out any longer.
 
   "Nikki is cumming!! Oh god, Nikki is cumming!!" The girl stood upright, her tits bouncing from the motion as she pushed her fingers in as deep as she could.
 
   Nicole felt her ass squeeze down tightly against her fingers as she came, and the spray of her juices hitting her other hand caused another wave of little electric tingles to roil through her. She looked around confused, and then saw her reflection again, this time knowing it for what it was.
 
   Gasping, she covered her mouth with one hand, and she felt her ass tighten more so when she smelled her own scent again. The feeling of it caused her to wiggle her fingers inside, and her whole body shook and shuddered as she gave out a long moan. Then, eyes wide, she slipped her hand free and hopped in the shower. 
 
   She held out hope that the cold water splashing across her very fuckable body would somehow quench the constant heat between her legs. She started to get really skeptical really fast as the pressurized water began to pound down against her breasts. Soon though, she found she didn't care, as Nikki turned up the temperature of the shower and began to play.
 
   ***
 
   Nearly bouncing out of the shower, Nikki found herself feeling more bubbly and happy than she could ever remember. For the first time in longer than she could remember, that bitchy, angry voice in the back of her head was completely silent. Her mind was now filled only with sweet, sexy fluff as she dried herself off and came into her room.
 
   The camera light was on and welcoming as always as she jiggled over to her dresser, looking for just the perfect thing to wear. Bending over to the bottom drawer triggered several happy chimes as tips had already started to come in. 
 
   She struggled to pull up her little thong before she had made too much of a mess of herself, and managed just barely. Licking some of her juices off her fingers while smiling at the camera playfully, she felt the incredible pulsing tingles that spread out from her tits from all the attention. 
 
   "So like, Nikki wanted to say thank you to everyone! My titties are so big now it's reeeeally hard not to just fall down and hope like, a thousand guys come and fuck me! They keep getting bigger though, so maybe we'll all get lucky!" she said with a wink, hefting the massive globes on her chest. 
 
   They really did threaten to pull her down to the floor, and it took all her meager concentration not to let them. From the warm, wet heat in her cunt, she knew she could use a little Nikki time anyway. Instead though, she ended up fishing two of her many toys out of her night stand and walked over to the computer. 
 
   Tipping the camera down so that the screen would be filled with her tits and pussy, she started sliding the big rubber cock in and out of herself, the cheap thong now nothing more than a formality.
 
   "Anon326: Holy shit, Nikki is such a slut now!! AWESOME!!"
 
   "Control: Good girl, Nikki."
 
   "Anon558: Look at the size of those things, are they for real?"
 
   Her pussy practically gushed at all the compliments, though she was finding it harder and harder to read them. Each word seemed to become almost impossibly complex, but Nikki didn't mind. People didn't like a girl like Nikki for her mind. 
 
   "You guys are all like, totally sweet!" she giggled, grabbing the hot pink plug off of the desk and sliding it easily inside herself.
 
   "Anon980: Her ass is so perfect. Nikki, you're amazing."
 
   "Anon1164: Whoa, I just saw this chick yesterday. She fucked herself in the alley for like ten bucks or something. She's a total slut!"
 
   "Anon326: Wait, so that video was her, I saw that shit! Didn't know she was so cheap!"
 
   Nikki's hands worked faster as she saw their comments. Remembering how she felt yesterday, and how much her fans seemed to love the idea that she wasn't just a camwhore, but actually just a whore seemed to set something off inside her.
 
   "Mmmm, yeah, Nikki put on a live show for some very special people yesterday. Sorry you missed it! Nikki will make it up to you though, if you see her. Nikki is really really cheap." Pulling out the toy in her ass, she licked it as she tipped the camera up some.
 
   She sucked on it tightly, imagining all the cocks that she would suck as people saw her on the street. The drool that dripped down from her thick lips felt like cum as it hit her tits, and the most mind-numbing, intense orgasm of her life shook through her. The last thing she saw as she passed out was one of the anonymous fans giving out the name of her college on the stream, and she smiled.
 
   ***
 
   Nikki came to with a cock buried deep in her mouth.
 
   "Hahaha, the slut just passed out again. How the hell can she cum so hard each time?" the man said above her, still pulling her head so he could continue fucking her face. Sheer mindless bliss filled her body as she remembered dimly that this wasn't the first such encounter. 
 
   Though she had trouble with math now, she could see by the six or seven crumpled singles around her she guessed that this was probably the fourth just today. She was still slowly trying to figure out the numbers when the man came in her mouth, and she greedily sucked down his seed on sheer reflex. As he pulled out, he cleaned off some of his cum using a dirty five-dollar bill and stuck it to one of her bouncing tits. 
 
   She smiled up at him, legitimately proud of the amount of money she was bringing in. She didn't have much time to relax though as she saw the man get pulled aside and pushed out of the room. Nikki simply licked her lips and shuddered as she heard all the angry voices of several people being shooed away from her apartment. 
 
   Door closed and locked, Jill came over to stand in front of Nikki, the long trench coat she was wearing doing little to cover her huge tits. Angrily she tore open the coat, revealing a body that was Nikki's exact twin. 
 
   "Mmmmm, you're pretty…" she moaned, dipping a finger into her wet slit as she eyed the curvy blonde in front of her.
 
   "Shut up, and move your hand away from that hot little cunt of yours… I mean… UGH!" Jill held her head in frustration, and it looked like she was trying to keep her thoughts in. "Look at me! Look at me, you slut!"
 
   Nikki had no trouble doing so.
 
   "I don't know how it happened or what you did, but you turned me into some kind of bimbo like you! I almost lost my job, and I had to suck my boss's cock four times this week just to keep it! Did you know, I can't even spell 'delivery' anymore? It's like, super long!"
 
   Jill sat down on the bed, holding her head in her hands as Nikki crawled between her legs.
 
   "My family doesn't even recognize me anymore! My own brother doesn't believe I'm his sister, no matter how many times I fuck him." As Nikki started lapping at her clit, Jill was finding it harder and harder to focus, and she shoved the girl away. Standing up, she marched towards the door.
 
   "No, I'm not giving in… I'm going to figure out a way to fix this! Right after…. Right after we fuck these guys… Mmmmm…" she trailed off as she eyed a few of the men waiting outside. Unlocking the door, Jill shuddered as Nikki kissed her way up her thighs.
 
   "Mmmmm… Hello, boys. I'm Jill, but like, with a heart on the 'I'… This is my…" she struggled to remember as her head filled with lust and pink fluff… Something about a sister… "Like, that's right! This is my sister Nikki! Don't worry, we love to share!" 
 
   Both girls fell onto the bed, kissing passionately as the men descended on them. In the corner of the room, completely unnoticed, the little light of Nicole's camera blinked off.
 
   ***
 
   Suzanne sat at her desk, enjoying the first quiet night of her new security job. As soon as the last people wandered out of the office building, she pulled her laptop from her bag. As she began to type away at one of the endless essays required for her classes, she noticed something strange… The light from the built-in webcam was on.
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