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		INTRODUCTION

		 

		This novella was a commissioned work. It deviates slightly from my usual stories. Much of those deviations came at the request of the commissioning client. However, it is still a bimbo story and therefore it seems only right that I add it to my growing catalogue of bimbo transformation books and share it with the world at large. I hope you enjoy this novella.

		If you are interested in possibly commissioning a story from me, please reach out to me to discuss your idea and my rates. I can be reached by email at author.sadie.thatcher@gmail.com.

		 

		~Sadie
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		"O ut of my way, you stupid pussy licker."

		Paige suddenly found herself on the ground outside the library, sitting on her backside, having been pushed. The books and papers she had been holding to her chest were spread over the ground, falling from her arms when she fell.

		Looking up, Paige saw the familiar backside of Charlotte, her little skirt swishing around the tops of her thighs as she walked away. Charlotte and Paige had once been roommates, back in their freshman year. They had even been friends. But as soon as Charlotte learned of Paige's secret, the friendship ended and Charlotte became Paige's tormentor.

		Paige had never come out to anyone else, but now everyone knew she was a lesbian now. And the cheerleaders all teased her incessantly about it, at Charlotte's direction. Charlotte had moved her way up the chain and now she was the head cheerleader for the college.

		It was not like the sexual orientation of any other student was remarked upon. There were gay, lesbian, trans and all other sorts of students at the college, but it was only Paige who experienced any grief from it.

		And it was not as if Paige had done nothing to get Charlotte and her cheerleader pals off her back. Talking to Charlotte got her nowhere. She had also tried speaking with the Dean and even some campus groups who helped people like Paige. But as soon as it became known that Charlotte was the source of her frustration, all support vanished. No one seemed interested in crossing the cheerleaders.

		It all left Paige wishing she had not gotten drunk that night of freshman year. She and Charlotte had both been drinking at a party hosted by one of the fraternities. They came back to their dorm room and Paige spilled her secret. She told Charlotte how she found her attractive and how she wanted to kiss her roommate.

		Charlotte said nothing that night, but her actions were louder than words. And there had been plenty of words after that. Charlotte had made Paige's life a living hell since that night. Paige had even looked into transferring schools, but her scholarships would not transfer, so she was stuck. She had to finish her schooling where she was or give up on college entirely. There was no middle ground.

		Paige said nothing as she watched Charlotte walk away. The cheerleader, who almost always seemed to walk around campus in her cheerleader outfit, always ready to break into a cheer for the various sports teams, did not even look back at Paige. She took special interest to make Paige's life difficult, but she already had seen the impact it had on Paige. She no longer needed to see it, but she still reveled in the results, always happy to knock Paige down as low as was possible.

		Once Charlotte had turned the corner, Paige let out a sigh of relief. She pushed her glasses back up her nose and then gathered her books and papers together. Paige was just thankful for it being a nice day. The ground was dry. If it had been raining, it all would have been worse.

		With her books and papers back in her arms, if looking a little unorganized and even disheveled, Paige hurried into the library. It was in the library where Paige found the most relief, the solitude helping her focus on her tasks. Charlotte's efforts to tease and hurt her had ostracized her enough already, but in the library, where people were supposed to be quiet, she could at least avoid the injurious words that followed her everywhere else from the cheerleaders.

		Most other students worked on the first and second floors, with a few venturing up to the third floor. But Paige always went to the basement. It was quieter there, with fewer people, even though most of the basement lacked windows. The only people who ever came down to the basement were those needing hard copies of old periodicals. And with so much of those moving online, it meant Paige was rarely disturbed.

		However, after Paige set her books and papers down on her usual table, and after she had shrugged off her backpack and placed it on the table as well, she looked around and noticed an open door that had always been closed and locked before.

		Paige looked from the schoolwork laid out on the table to the open door and back again, trying to decide what she should do. Under normal circumstances, Paige was a curious young woman. She was always looking to learn and understand the world around her. And she had long wondered what was behind the old fashioned wood door. But now that it had been left open, Paige worried that it was still off limits, with students not allowed to enter. As much as she wanted to know what was inside, her fear of getting in trouble, getting kicked out of the library, was high.

		But curiosity won out over caution, especially when Paige thought about how stunted she felt from the constant teasing from the cheerleaders. She had thrown up a shield, wrapping herself up in a shell that kept her from enjoying anything. This was her chance to possibly find some enjoyment.

		Leaving her backpack and books behind, Paige stepped toward the open door. The inside of the room was dark. Whatever lights were supposed to be on, illuminating the interior of the room, were turned off or inoperable. It was all so strange.

		Paige was vaguely aware of special collections contained within the library archives. She remembered there being something about Napoleon when she toured the campus as a prospective freshman. But that had been four years ago and she had long forgotten the details. Was that what this was supposed to be?

		As Paige stepped up to the door, a small overhead light turned on inside the room. It did a poor job of illuminating anything beyond a stone plinth toward the back of the room. Paige peered inside, but she could only just make out that there were shelves along the walls to her left and right. It was really all about the heavy stone.

		But there was something about the stone that caught her eye. Or, more accurately, it was the something on top of the plinth that caught her eye. There was a book, old and leather wrapped. It was big, too, larger than any of Paige's many textbooks. It reminded her of some of those giant bibles she had seen in churches, but this was no bible. Somehow she knew that just from looking at it.

		Paige stepped into the strange room fully. She looked around, but the rest of the room remained cast in shadow. Then she looked over her shoulder, finding the library space behind her to be devoid of people, but that was why she always chose the basement. It was quieter there.

		However, as Paige took another step forward, toward the stone plinth and the book that sat upon it, she noticed how the air felt different inside the room. It was neither stale, nor heavily treated. Instead, it felt heavy, almost oppressive, like it was pushing down on her, the pressure in the room being higher than outside. But with the open door, the air should have been the same as the rest of the library.

		"What is this place?" Paige asked herself. Her voice came out in a whisper, both out of respect for it being a library and because she remained fearful that she should not be in this room, that it was forbidden. However, there was no one to answer her question. There was no one to shoo her out of the room. But Paige's curiosity took over as she stepped up to the plinth, getting a closer look at the oversized book.

		Standing over the book, Paige looked down to see the cover was embossed with a title. It read "Witchcraft and Magic Spells: A Complete Guide to Casting Powerful Magic."

		"This must be a joke," Paige scoffed. And yet, she felt compelled to open the book, to see what was printed on the inside.

		The spine of the book creaked as she opened it. It felt as if the book had remained closed for decades, if not centuries. Not that the library or the room within was that old. The light overhead, illuminating the book, was electric. This was a modern building, and yet the book felt so old.

		There was no title page when Paige opened the book. Instead, there was a table of contents, a list of spells the book supposedly contained.

		"Charlotte," Paige called out. "I know you're out there. Just because I'm a lesbian doesn't mean I'm a witch."

		And yet, there was only silence. Usually by now, when the cheerleaders were playing a trick on her, they would have revealed themselves already. Or they would have started giggling at her falling for their trick. But here, there was nothing. She remained alone.

		As much as Paige knew she needed to finish her schoolwork, she felt an unnatural pull toward this strange book. She wanted to see what secrets it contained. But did she dare go further than she already had? Or would she return to her preferred table and sink into her schoolwork preparing for her next test?

		

	
		 

		2

		 

		
			[image: ]
		

		 

		As far as Paige was concerned, the damage was already done. And her schoolwork could wait. She was ahead of schedule, working on a project that was not due for weeks. She had time for her curiosity and the pull of the book was too strong to ignore. She needed to read on.

		The first page included a list of spells, but the words were faded, telling of the book's age. The categories of spells, however, remained bold and readable. There were household spells that Paige assumed were the sorts of spells modern technology had made obsolete.

		Then there were the revenge spells. Paige's face lit up when she saw those. Revenge was almost always on her mind, considering the torment she received from Charlotte and her band of cheerleaders. It probably said something that it seemed as if half the book was devoted to revenge. But witches had long been a tormented people. The fear they instilled caused massive overreactions that sent innocent women to their graves. Paige had read all about it for one of her classes.

		However, as much as Paige craved revenge against the cheerleaders, it was the final category that really caught her eye. It was a single spell, but it was a category by itself.

		Paige was a nerdy girl. She was naturally shy, but she dreamed for something better for herself. Had Charlotte and the other cheerleaders not made Paige's life a living hell, she probably would have blossomed, her confidence growing naturally. Instead, their torments had forced her deeper into her shell, preventing her from growing into the woman she should have been.

		And that was why the Goddess spell called to her. After all that had happened to her, she craved power and confidence. And she could feel a warmth already building inside of her, calling to her. This was what she was meant to do. It was why the book had presented itself to her.

		Paige ran her finger along the lettering. She felt the ink under her fingertip. Just touching it calmed her in a way she had never experienced before. She simply needed to turn the pages and learn more about the spell.

		In all her life, Paige had never thought magic was real. She was a realist. She was a pragmatist. And she was a skeptic. But this book gave her an almost religious experience, just being in its presence. Even if it was a fake, it gave her sensations that she simply could not explain. It connected with the area in her brain that produced the sensations of witnessing god. And she needed to fulfill what now felt like her destiny.

		Paige flipped through the pages, not caring what was on any of the pages except for those that dealt with the Goddess spell. That was what she wanted. It was what she cared about. It called to her in a way nothing ever had before.

		"There we go," Paige said when she finally found the right page.

		She read through the description. The spell was supposed to align the caster with the Goddess, giving her beauty and power. But there could only be one Goddess in the world at a time. And the person who embodied the Goddess first held onto it until they died. It even gave longer life, although not immortality. The caster would still be susceptible to death, but youth and vitality would remain a hallmark of their life until the end.

		Those were all good things, although Paige realized if someone else had cast the spell and remained alive, she would be out of luck. Still, it seemed as likely a place to start as any. The promises of what the spell could provide, if anything she read was true, was definitely worth the effort. And it was not as if there was anything special she needed to collect. It was just a matter of correctly pronouncing the words and holding her body in specific positions as she said them.

		Paige took a moment to close her eyes and breathe deeply. She did it to calm her mind and push back against the adrenaline and excitement that came with such a lucrative idea. But it would not be good to go into this rushed. How many books had Paige read where someone miscast a spell and caused damage that could not be repaired. It was all fake, fiction generated for fun reading, but the point still made sense. It was still a valid idea. If this book was real, it meant Paige was dealing with someone far beyond her control.

		"I can't believe I'm doing this," Paige said. "It sounds crazy. But do I even have a choice. The status quo isn't working. My life is hell, but this could fix it."

		With that, Paige stood up straight and raised her arms above her head. She positioned her arms into a circle, with her head roughly in the middle. It almost could have been a yoga pose.

		Then Paige read the first line of the spell, being excruciatingly careful to get the pronunciation right. There was a helpful guide, but these words were not English. She could only guess at their true origin. All she could do was her best in pronouncing them.

		The pressure in the room built as Paige completed the first lines of the spell. She then changed her position, holding her arms straight out from her shoulders, turning her body into a cross. Paige threw her head back, looking up at the dark ceiling. She then recited the next lines of text, ones she had almost memorized.

		Paige felt power surging through her body. There was heat and energy that she had never felt before. It felt both wonderful and scary all at once. It seemed as if something was happening, but she could not entirely dismiss the idea that this was all in her head.

		And after that, there was one more pose she needed to complete, her arms straight up in the air, the tips of her fingers pressed together and arms pushing against her ears. Paige let out a breath as she scanned the words one last time. These were the most complex yet. She had to be extra careful to say them correctly.

		As soon as the final word left Paige's mouth, she was plunged into darkness. She looked around and she could see nothing. The light illuminating the book on the stone plinth went out. The lights behind her from the library basement were dark. There was not a single photon of illumination.

		And then all the lights were back on. It all happened in a flash, making Paige wonder if it had even happened at all. She looked around her, trying to figure out if this was still a trick. It was a definite possibility. There was no prank that was too low for the cheerleaders. They would do anything to make her life harder.

		But as Paige stood there, nothing happened. She looked down at the book and already felt silly for even having considered it might be real. Magic was not real. Paige had known that since she was young. And as a college senior, she never should have fallen for such a thing.

		Giving up, Paige slammed the book shut and walked out of the room. She pushed the door shut behind her, a look of satisfaction appearing on her face as she heard the lock click. That was that. There was nothing else for her to deal with. The book was a joke.

		However, as soon as Paige's gaze fell onto her schoolwork, she made the executive decision to procrastinate. She was in no mood to work. She was too emotional to focus on school. Between the earlier encounter with Charlotte and the failure to get anything positive out of the silly spell book, Paige just wanted to go back to her dorm room and relax. She could read one of those books where someone miscast a spell and everything went to hell. That sounded much more fun and it seemed far more realistic than any hope that she could have aligned her life with the Goddess, whoever she really was.

		It did not take long for Paige to pack up everything. She filled her backpack with most of the books and papers, leaving only a few items for her to carry. She had learned her lesson from the last time she had walked across campus, when Charlotte pushed her over, causing everything she had been carrying to spill onto the ground.

		However, it really did not matter. As soon as Paige exited the library, she was set upon by the cheerleaders. Charlotte was not even there. This time, the squad was led by Madison, Charlotte's second in command on the team. The brunette had always been just as bad as Charlotte, taking her cues from the queen bee.

		"Yuck," Madison said loudly to the other cheerleaders as Paige stepped outside. "I don't even know why they let girls like that go here. Not only is she an ugly lesbian, but she smells funny, too."

		Madison's insults were followed by tittering from the other girls on the squad, a quartet that included three redheads and another brunette. They all wore their cheerleading uniforms, as if there was a game that day, even though there was not. But the cheerleaders had long ago discovered they could get extra attention for wearing their uniforms, allowing them to get away with almost anything in the name of school pride.

		Paige tried to ignore Madison's jeers, but that only made them more brazen, wanting to get a reaction from her. Madison stepped right up next to Paige and walked alongside her. India, the other brunette moved to flank Paige, keeping her pinned in. Then the three redheads moved in behind, keeping her surrounded.

		"I don't even know why she stays here when no one wants her," Madison continued. "It's not like anyone wants a shy lesbian. None of the girls will touch her. And the boys all see her as damaged goods. I'd hate to be so unwanted."

		"Only losers keep getting back up," India said. "She actually thought she could get in Charlotte's way earlier. I saw Charlotte knock her on her ass. Serves the little bitch right. No one messes with us."

		The pair talked back and forth about Paige, treating her as if she could not hear them, saying anything they could to insult her and make her life awful. They went out of their way, knowing they had the support of the rest of the team, and with the knowledge the Dean would not protect Paige. That avenue had already been explored and the cheerleaders did not even get a slap on the wrist. They could act with impunity.

		"Why can't you leave me alone?" Paige finally said, anger growing within her. But as her cheeks turned red and her glasses fogged up, she lost any chance to be threatening.

		"Why?" Madison said with a haughty laugh. "Because you're a stupid lesbian who doesn't deserve to be here. You should just quit. You'll be doing the whole world a favor."

		Paige was practically grinding her teeth, seething in anger. But she had no snappy retort. That was always her problem. She lacked the confidence and social skills to dispatch the troublesome cheerleaders. And with seemingly no one in her corner defending her, Paige had always just had to put up with the teasing and tormenting from them.

		"Come on, girls," Madison said after it was clear Paige had nothing more to say. "Let's go to the gym. We have practice soon. We'll leave the pussy-licker to her sad little thoughts. We're so much better than her."

		The five girls finally left Paige alone, but the damage was already done. Even though this had been going on for years, Paige still had tears in her eyes. She had managed to hold back, to keep from crying while being tormented, but now that the cheerleaders had finally left her alone, she could not stop the waterworks. Paige hated them all. She wanted revenge. And while the spell book had been promising, it was not real. Paige would just have to live with the fact she had several more months before graduation. Finally, after all of that, she would be free. But until then, she would continue to have to put up with the teasing and insults, all because she drunkenly confessed her liking women one night during her freshman year.
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		Little did Paige realize, the spell she had cast had indeed worked. The only difference was it took time. It was not instantaneous. It did not change her life immediately. It needed a few hours to act.

		But when the spell finally did act, taking advantage of Paige's sleeping form as she was all but dead to the world in her dorm room that night, it did so with gusto, filling her room with an ethereal glow. And Paige remained unaware as she slept a dreamless sleep, recharging her energy and giving her the ability to actually take advantage of her new form.

		When Paige woke up the next morning, there was no unhappy groan about how bad her day was likely to be. Instead, she sighed happily, feeling completely at peace. She stretched lazily, enjoying the feeling of the silken sheets against her bare and sensitive skin.

		"Wait," Paige said, her voice coming out soft and sensuous, like sweet honey for the ears.

		Paige snapped her eyes open, looking up at her dorm room ceiling, feeling as if something was different. Actually everything felt different. Bare skin in bed? Paige never slept in the nude. Even though she had a room to herself, now that she was a senior, she was always ready to have one of her tormentors break into her room. It had not actually happened this year, but it had before. And ever since, Paige had been ready.

		But it was not just her nudity that was new. Her sheets were different, too. As a college student, everything Paige did was with a budget in mind. Her bed sheets were cheap cotton, with a low thread count. They were scratchy and would have been itchy if she slept nude. But these sheets did not just feel like silk. They were silk.

		Paige sat up and the bed covers pooled in her lap. Her bare chest became exposed to the cool air of her dorm room for the first time, her nipples hardening in response.

		She looked down and gasped. "What the hell? What happened to me?"

		It was not just her night clothes that had disappeared and the material of her bed covers changed. Her whole body had transformed. Her once pale and almost sickly looking skin was now nicely tanned. Her hair had lightened from that shade that was not quite blonde and not quite brown to a stunning shade of blonde that saw her hair cascade over her shoulders in loose waves, with some pooling at the top of what was now an impressive display of breast tissue.

		Paige's new breasts were big, without being too big. They were perky without looking fake. They were simply perfect, just like her blemish-free skin.

		Pushing the covers away, Paige slid out of bed. She stood up, finding herself standing naturally on the balls of her feet, her heels just barely off the floor. She could stand flat footed if she wanted, but it was more comfortable to shift her weight ever so slightly forward.

		Paige stepped toward her mirror. It had been a simple wood-framed mirror that she had used to make sure her previously short hair was relatively tamed. But now, the mirror was full length and decorated with an ornate frame that seemed to be gilded in gold. This was far more than anything she could have expected before.

		But as new as the mirror was, Paige barely noticed it. She was too busy looking at her reflection, seeing her transformed body in all of its glory. She did not even really recognize herself anymore, at least from the neck down. Her body had an even dark tan. Her impressive chest tapered to a small waist and then transitioned into wide hips, giving her a perfect hourglass figure.

		Paige turned her body, looking at her expanded backside, her perfect ass, a bubble butt with a defined crease where her ass transitioned into her legs. And the way her taut waist met her hips and ass was simply stunning.

		Just looking at her body was enough to create a heat that coiled in her belly. This was the sort of body that Paige had dreamed of, not for herself, but for a lover. But now it seemed to be hers, complete with utterly hairless skin. She was beauty personified.

		And looking up, finally focusing on her face, Paige could still recognize herself, although just barely. Her eyes appeared brighter and her nose, which had always had a bit of a bump on it, was now perfectly sculpted. Her lips were plumper than they ever had before, but they fit with her new appearance.

		Paige still felt as if she looked like herself, just a more perfect version. Nothing about her looked fake, although it seemed unlikely that anyone who saw her now would think she had not had work done. People did not drastically change in appearance like that.

		However, Paige could not be bothered with that. She found she did not care about such matters. People could think whatever they wanted about her. They were of no worry to her. She now looked like a goddess. The spell had worked. Paige now had beauty and intelligence in abundance, along with promised long life.

		Without thinking about it, Paige walked into her en suite bathroom to begin her day. Her hips swayed back and forth, highlighting her transformed body. She did not even mean to do it. It was now natural for her to swing her hips back and forth with each step, her feet landing on a perfect invisible line.

		It was only when Paige stood at her vanity when she realized this had never been there before. Her dorm room did not have its own bathroom. She shared one with all the other girls in her section. But that had all changed. The magic of the Goddess spell had given her the kinds of luxury she never had imagined for herself before.

		Paige stepped into the shower and turned on the water. The hot water sprayed across her skin, ignoring the fire within her. Long-nailed fingers immediately moved up to her breasts, kneading her sensitive flesh. Paige threw her head back as pleasure flowed through her body, coiling in her belly and flooding her pussy with arousal.

		“Yes,” Paige moaned as a hand drifted south, across her taut midriff. Her fingers found her hot button between her legs, her clit peeking out from behind its hood, crying out for attention. And it was attention she was happy to give it.

		All that could have made it better was for there to be another woman in the shower with her, an extra set of knowledgeable hands running over her skin, between her thighs, and over her hard nubbin. She needed no penetration, only another female presence to worship her, as a goddess should be worshiped.

		But without another with her in the shower, Paige was forced to give herself what she needed. Her fingers circled her clit, driving herself wild, making her legs shake as water continued to pour down over her. And when it happened, when she finally pushed herself over the edge, she cried out in erotic ecstasy. Cascading waves of pleasure washed through her body, filling her with a pleasure she had never felt before. It was stronger, more enjoyable, than any orgasm she had before. It made this new life stand out and make the past she remembered look pale in comparison.

		Paige could only smile as she finished her shower, scrubbing her body clean. Not that she needed cleaning, but it was just a habit at this point, muscle memory that came with her transformed body.

		After her shower, she styled her hair and put on a dusting of makeup. It was not like she needed the help. Her face was already flawless. But those were skills she had never had before either. Paige had been a simple woman before, never learning about the full scope of modern femininity. Now, however, it came to her naturally, without her even having to think about it.

		Once Paige had finished that part of her morning routine, which had included a little bit of fondling of her breasts, just because she was curious and how good they felt, she stood in front of her closet, looking for an outfit to wear. For the briefest of moments, Paige feared nothing would fit this new body. Her breasts were bigger, her hips were wider, and it seemed almost impossible for any of her old clothes to still fit her. And even if they did, she sensed a lack of desire to wear such clothing ever again.

		However, the moment Paige opened her closet, she realized there had been no reason to fear. The magic had not just changed her body and the layout of her room. It had given her a walk-in closet that was overflowing with sexy outfits. And sex was definitely on her mind as she looked at some of the dresses she now owned. Deep, plunging necklines were the norm. As were hems that would barely reach the tops of her thighs.

		It was not a slutty wardrobe. These were not clothes that looked cheap. They were gorgeous, even if they showed more skin than Paige had ever been comfortable displaying before. But that was the old Paige. This new Paige simply smiled when she saw all of the revealing outfits. She was modeled after a goddess, after all. She was supposed to look sexy. And all of the new clothes in her wardrobe were the epitome of sexy. And Paige loved it.

		Even her underwear was sexy. Her bras, for when she decided to wear a bra, were now an F-cup. That was huge compared to her previous form. But they looked so good. They felt so good. Paige had a hard time caring that they would need additional support, or so she figured. With the magic coursing through her body, the need for something as simple as a bra was less cut and dry.

		Paige ended up choosing a blue sparkly dress with a plunging neckline that went all the way down to her navel. It barely covered her nipples and left a huge amount of cleavage on display. The nearly transparent fabric was soft against her skin and then wrapped around her hips, flowing around her legs, but with a high slit up the side that made it impossible to wear underwear with. But that was kind of the idea. It was fun, it was revealing, and it was jaw-dropping in how sexy it was.

		Once dressed, Paige took a little more time to add jewelry to the look, wanting to look perfect. Her jewelry box, which before had been a place where she kept a couple pairs of stud earrings and a necklace she had been given as a gift once, was now a large box that was positively overflowing with luxury items that she had never been able to afford before. Paige did not even know where it had all come from, but she felt an affinity toward each piece, knowing they were all hers.

		Paige's final step was to slide her feet into a pair of sandals with an impossibly high heel. She felt how the shoes shaped her body, pushing out her ass and making her throw her shoulders back, which only made her large breasts appear even more prominent. Every part of her was perfect, and it was the perfect Paige who walked out of her dorm room to her first class of the day.

		Unlike days before, Paige did not bother to take any books or carry her backpack. Not only would such additions ruin the look of her outfit, but they were no longer needed. Paige walked across campus with confidence, looking every bit like a temptress. Men stared after her. Women did, too. And Paige just kept walking with her head held high. She loved the attention. She loved how everyone stopped what they were doing to look at her, to admire her. It was intoxicating.

		When Paige entered her first class of the day, she sat down at the tables arranged in a rectangle, directly across from the professor. Students filed in, all of them taking long looks at Paige, enjoying her appearance. The men all had to rearrange their pants, making room for their straining cocks. And while that made Paige feel good, she was unfazed by their attention toward her. They were men and even though Paige had become a man's wet dream overnight, she still had her sexual preferences. She was still attracted to women.

		Amelia was the last to enter the classroom. She was one of the redheaded cheerleaders, a source of Paige's previous torment. But now, it all felt different. Amelia gritted her teeth when she saw Paige. There was simmering anger hiding just under the surface. And Paige felt it, too. Even though no one seemed particularly bothered by her sudden transformation, the hatred between Paige and the cheerleaders still existed. Only now it was a matter of Paige overshadowing the cheerleaders, her beauty taking away from their usual dominance of campus life.

		But even though the people around her seemed to accept this new version of Paige, the torment she had felt at their hands remained clear in her mind. And seeing Amelia sit there, shooting invisible daggers at Paige with her eyes, Paige knew something needed to be done. The hurt they had caused her was too much. Paige needed revenge.

		It would be Charlotte who would feel the sting first. That was a given. And Paige knew just what she needed. The spell book had turned her into a representation of a goddess. And now that same book would give her the means to turn the tables on the cheerleaders, giving her complete power over them. Revenge would be sweet.
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		After attending her classes for the day, an experience that was oddly pleasurable, Paige sashayed into the library. She had sat through her classes, without taking a single note, but somehow remembering everything she needed to retain. Not only had her body gotten an upgrade, but so, too, had her brain. She had always been smart, but she had needed to work hard. Now, she barely needed to expend any effort. She could easily replay the professor's words in her head, remembering everything that was said for later recall.

		Paige had not seen Charlotte all day, which was actually rare. She had classes with the other cheerleaders that gave her grief. All of them seemed exceptionally angry at Paige, hating her for her beautiful body and supreme intelligence. She really did take after a goddess and Paige loved every moment of it. But Charlotte had not made her presence known. The head cheerleader always seemed to go out of her way to tease or hurt Paige. Today just happened to be different. Or maybe word that Paige had changed had made its way to her.

		But Paige knew the focus of her revenge plot had to be Charlotte. She was the one who started everything. The former friend had become Paige's biggest enemy, constantly teasing her about being gay, calling her names. No doubt she was also jealous of Paige's new body. And now Paige could plan her revenge.

		Walking into the basement of the library, the mystery door opened as Paige approached. She did not even need to touch the door handle. The magic that had changed her life now gave her the access to continue her plot.

		The overhead spotlight turned on as Paige entered the little room. And the spell book itself opened to the necessary page. She had no need to even touch it. That was how the magic worked, leaving Paige smiling. She felt as if she was the mistress of the universe. She was in charge. She was the Goddess reborn, even if she had no idea what that meant. Paige had yet to learn who the Goddess actually was, but she was thankful for the gifts of beauty and luxury that had been bestowed upon her.

		There were many ways to get revenge. The spell book had a massive section dedicated to the subject. But Paige remained undecided about how she wanted to enact her revenge. She wanted Charlotte to pay, at the very least. Madison was another likely revenge candidate. After that, the other four cheerleaders that made up the hateful little clique seemed to be more like a nuisance to deal with. And once the head of the problem was cut off, Paige doubted the remaining cheerleaders would pose a problem. They would return to normal, only being mean because their leader encouraged them.

		"Bimbo," Paige said as she looked through the various spells, the pages turning on their own accord whenever she was ready. The book knew what she needed. It was a symbiotic relationship, the magic running through her veins, acting before she even knew she needed it to.

		Paige was fully aware of what bimbos were. She had even had a brief interest in them one summer, after a particularly stressful spring semester and when the idea of being able to turn her brain off and just be a sexy woman intrigued her. However, that was then and Paige no longer had such needs. She was a goddess personified. She was perfect in every way imaginable.

		However, turning Charlotte into a bimbo gave her a sensation of delight, a flutter in her belly and a dampening of her nether region. It turned her on to think that Charlotte would be turned into a big-boobed simpleton, to be nothing other than sex on heels, completely dependent on others for anything that required complex thought. It certainly seemed likely that Charlotte would be unable to finish the school year and, ultimately, her college education.

		Paige bit her lower lip as a wave of pleasure flowed through her. That was followed by a heat that was stronger than anything she had felt during her shower ministrations earlier in the day.

		"Charlotte will make such a good bimbo. I might even get her to lick my pussy once she succumbs."

		Paige closed her eyes and imagined her former friend turned enemy with her blonde head buried between her legs, using a pierced tongue to lick and savor the erotic juices of a goddess. She clenched her thighs together at the thought, keeping herself from leaking down her leg. It was enough to keep her arousal in check until later. If she did not find someone willing to help relieve her pent-up desires, she feared she might lose control of her emotions. And if Charlotte remained unwilling, then Paige was certain she could find someone else. She would even accept a man's tongue if needed, assuming he could keep his cock in his pants. Paige was uninterested in men, but they still had their uses.

		Even with her increased intelligence, it took three reads of the bimbofication spell before Paige felt confident she could use it without the book. The book remained in the library basement room. Paige did not want to risk taking it out into the open, just in case someone else happened across it. She was sure that the door to the room would now only work with her. The magic gave her exclusive access. But removing the spell book from the library would allow others to access it. And just the thought of one of the cheerleaders getting their hands on it was enough to make Paige shudder. Even if it was only Madison or Amelia, instead of Charlotte, who got control of the book, they would undo everything Paige was working toward, even if they could not remove her as a goddess.

		With the spell memorized, all Paige needed to do was find Charlotte. She needed to get the head cheerleader alone so that she could work this next bit of magic, turning her enemy into a bimbo. It seemed like such an easy thing until Paige realized she had no idea where to find Charlotte. Paige had spent her time trying to avoid her tormentor, but that did not mean she knew where Charlotte was at all times. She just considered herself lucky not to have any classes with her this semester, which was not always the case. It was a small enough college where Paige had classes with all of the cheerleaders at one time or another.

		With the spell memorized, Paige walked out of the room, the light turning off and the door closing on its own. Paige smiled at how easy it all was now. She loved having such a body, and such a brain, along with the power. There was still so much she needed to learn about what it meant to have the power of a goddess, but everything had been good thus far. She could not imagine a downside.

		Paige strolled around campus, looking for her target. Charlotte was around somewhere. She just needed to find her. Not that Paige minded the work. Her feet felt wonderful in her high heels and she fully enjoyed the stares of awe she received from the other students. Some of the men were a little annoying. She got asked on more than one date, even though it was common knowledge that she was a lesbian.

		But not even the overconfident men could get Paige down. She brushed them off with a single look, somewhere between a smile and a bitch face that only someone of her beauty could pull off. She was above these people.

		When Paige first came across Madison, she had half a mind to stop and cast the spell on Charlotte's second in command. It would have been so easy. However, Paige wanted Charlotte. Madison, if she decided to go that route, could come later. Charlotte was the target.

		The campus was small enough where Paige finally found her target. Charlotte sat in one of the campus computer labs, looking frazzled as she typed away. Paige could see she was doing some sort of assignment for one of her classes. She appeared to be on a deadline. But Paige did not care. Charlotte's comeuppance was finally at hand.

		"You're mine," Paige whispered to herself as she approached Charlotte from behind. The cheerleader was dressed in her uniform, as she almost always seemed to be. However, her hair was falling out of the ponytail she always wore her blonde hair in. She looked tired and overworked, but Paige was about to change all of that. She could not wait before Charlotte was a bimbo. Only then would her revenge be complete.
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		"W hat the fuck do you want, you stupid lesbo bitch?" Charlotte asked as soon as she turned to face Paige. The cheerleader had heard the clicking of Paige's heels, causing her to look up.

		"I think it's time we redefine our relationship, Charlotte," Paige answered coolly. "You won't be teasing or tormenting me anymore. I will have my revenge."

		"Bitch," Charlotte said as she stood up to face Paige. "I don't understand how you got all hot and shit, but you can't stop me. I'm the fucking head cheerleader and there's nothing you can do to touch me."

		Paige simply smiled, knowing how wrong Charlotte was. She still did not know what had set the cheerleader off when Paige had accidentally revealed herself to being attracted to women. Paige was certain it was something deeper, something that Charlotte would never willingly share, at least in her current form.

		"Do you want me to take my revenge here or would you prefer someplace more private?" Paige asked. "It doesn't matter to me. I will do it regardless of what you choose. You can even try to run, but I will always find you."

		Charlotte eyed the door. She had been thinking about making a break for it. She had been tempted since she saw Paige walk into the computer lab. And while Charlotte figured she was faster than Paige while the transformed woman wore high heels and wore the revealing dress, the college campus was small enough that Paige would catch up to her eventually.

		"No, let's do it here," Charlotte replied. "I don't know what you did to yourself or how it happened, but I'm not afraid of you. As far as I'm concerned, you deserved everything that came your way."

		Paige's smile grew wider. "As you wish," she added as she raised her hands in front of her.

		The words that poured out of Paige's mouth were completely foreign to Charlotte's ears. Paige chanted away with light building up around her outstretched hands.

		Charlotte's eyes grew wide as she watched Paige put her revenge plan into action. Before all of this, neither of them had believed in magic. Paige had convinced herself, having seen what the Goddess spell could do to her already. But now Charlotte was coming around to the same realization. Magic was real.

		"What are you doing to me?" Charlotte asked, her voice quaking as her knees trembled beneath her.

		However, Paige ignored Charlotte's question. She just kept chanting, completing the bimbo spell.

		Charlotte stood there, unable to look away. She watched Paige, finding her eyes drawn to her impressive cleavage on full display in the gauzy blue dress. It looked like a gust of wind would completely erode any modesty Paige had remaining. Not that Paige was in a state to care about that. Her body was a work of art. It deserved to be seen. She no longer had any concerns about modesty, even if she ended up flashing people.

		"Look, I need to finish this assignment," Charlotte said. "Would it help if I said I was sorry." But Charlotte was just grasping at straws now. She knew she had taken her teasing and torment too far. But once she had started, it became harder and harder for her to change her ways.

		And still, Paige kept chanting, continuing the spell until she was certain it had taken effect.

		"You can, like, totally stop now," Charlotte said, the pitch of her voice raising a fraction.

		Charlotte stomped her foot in response to the sudden change in her voice and her speech patterns. But that only served to make her boobs jiggle on her chest.

		"O-M-G! What's, like, happening to me and stuff?"

		It was only then that Paige stopped chanting. She dropped her hands back to her sides and simply watched as fear showed in Charlotte's eyes.

		"It's a bimbo spell," Paige said with a knowing smile. "This is my revenge."

		Charlotte looked down at her body, already seeing changes in herself. Her breasts were growing bigger, stretching her top as they pushed against their tight confines.

		But it was not just Charlotte's breasts that were growing. Her hold body was shifting and changing. Her hair grew longer, tickling her scalp as it lightened even further, fading to platinum blonde and growing all the way to her ass.

		And it was an ass worthy of the name. Charlotte had always owned a nice, muscular ass. It came from years spent working out as a cheerleader. And before this, it was probably her best feature, what she was most proud about on her body. But now, Charlotte's ass grew bigger, counterbalancing the added weight of her breasts.

		Physically, Charlotte transformed into what most men would call an eleven out of ten, but with such drastic proportions that it brought sex to the mind of anyone who saw her.

		Not that Charlotte could compare herself to Paige. The ultra femininity of Charlotte still paled in comparison to the outright perfection of Paige. Where one had the budding body of a bimbo, the other was an actual goddess.

		But it was not just Charlotte's physical form that was changing. Even as her breasts swelled into a size that would make finding a fitting bra difficult, because J-cup bras could be hard to find, her mind went through massive changes. All that work she had done on her school assignment simply evaporated into the aether, leaving behind a gap that could only be filled by arousal and adoration.

		A wholesale cleaning of Charlotte's mind took place, removing all those pesky and unwanted thoughts and worries. In their place rose simplicity itself, a sense of serving that not even Paige had fully accounted for.

		"Mistress?" Charlotte said, suddenly unsure of herself. She looked down into her impressive cleavage, putting a smile on her face, helping remind her that all was ultimately well.

		"Goddess," Paige corrected. "I am your Goddess now. It is how you will always refer to me from now on."

		"Yes, Goddess," Charlotte said. "But I don't understand."

		"What don't you understand, my little bimbo?" Paige's voice was caring now that Charlotte had been brought so low.

		"Um," Charlotte said, trying to think. "I don't remember what my question was anymore."

		Paige stepped forward and reached up, patting Charlotte on the head, almost as if she was a puppy. And Charlotte ate it up. She looked up at Paige, who was taller with her high heels, with love and adoration in her eyes.

		"Of course you don't," Paige said. "You're going to be a good, dumb bimbo for me. Now gather up your things. You're following me."

		Charlotte moved quickly, picking up her books and papers and then shoved them into her backpack. Paige looked at the whole scene, finding the idea of wearing a backpack to be quaint. She had moved so far beyond that, no longer needing to carry anything with her. It was such a joy to be unencumbered by such matters now.

		Paige led Charlotte back to her dorm room. It was a different room from the one they had lived in together as freshmen. Paige now lived alone, giving her additional privacy. And the Goddess magic had given her even more space.

		Charlotte walked behind Paige, unable to even consider herself an equal anymore. And the idea of her being superior to Paige in any way was laughable, even if she had believed herself to be while she bullied the nerd. But Paige was no longer the nerd she had once been. Where there had once been shyness, now there was only confidence. Paige was completely at peace with the new her, enjoying every moment, and even more so since Charlotte had transformed.

		"How may I serve you, Goddess?" Charlotte asked as soon as the door to Paige's room closed. She dropped to her knees, dropping her backpack onto the floor, discarding it permanently. There was no returning to studiousness while she remained a bimbo. Charlotte's priorities had changed. She lived for sex and servitude.

		Paige reclined on her bed, posing her body. Not that posing was necessary. She was so attractive, highlighting further was unnecessary. But just because it was unnecessary, Paige did it, because that was what came naturally to her now.

		"How would you react if I asked you to eat me out?" Paige asked, curious. She had to admit, there were good reasons to have a bimbo like Charlotte around. The bimbo spell was supposed to turn Charlotte into a willing slut, but it was always possible something went wrong, that Paige had miscast the spell.

		Charlotte said nothing as she scooted toward Paige on her knees, crawling toward the woman who had become a goddess personified.

		And other than pushing a bit of silky fabric out of the way, Charlotte soon found herself looking at Paige's pussy. She licked her lips, eager to find out what her Goddess tasted like.

		Charlotte's eyes darted up, seeking permission. Paige gave a subtle nod of her head, but that was all the permission that was needed. Charlotte leaned forward and pushed her tongue out from behind her plump bimbo lips.

		"Oh, that's divine," Paige moaned as the first waves of pleasure washed through her body, spreading out from her pussy and clit.

		The sensations only grew stronger from there as Charlotte grew more accustomed to her new purpose and gained in confidence. She had her own experiences, with boyfriends who had gone down on her. She could use that to her advantage, somehow still in her memory bank, knowing what felt good for her so she could emulate it for Paige.

		As Paige sat back, letting Charlotte work between her legs, she released her own breasts from her skimpy dress and kneaded them with her fingers, driving herself even more wild than Charlotte was able to do on her own.

		"Yes, that's it, bimbo," Paige moaned as she kept going.

		Charlotte heard the encouragement and pushed herself to even greater efforts. It was not enough just to make Paige cum. She wanted it to be the best orgasm her Goddess had ever had.

		The sapphic actions of them both only grew more and more brazen. Paige released one of her breasts and grabbed hold of Charlotte's hair. She pushed the cheerleader’s face hard against her pussy, rubbing herself on Charlotte's nose and lips.

		And Charlotte moaned, too. It was a different sort of pleasure than she had received from past boyfriends. This was deeper, more intimate. She loved feeling Paige's pussy on her face. And she especially enjoyed watching Paige writhe and moan above her, desperate for release.

		Charlotte had never been a woman who liked giving pleasure, but now that she was here, on her knees, giving Paige as much sexual pleasure as she could provide, Charlotte's heart swelled with pride. It was as if her purpose for being had finally been revealed to her.

		She could feel the pressure building inside her. It was not just the desire to give pleasure. That was a part of it. But this was more than simple lust or even arousal. This was bigger. This was love.

		And then it all snapped into place for Charlotte. She knew the reason why she had been such a terrible bitch to Paige for the past three years. It was because, despite everything she had said and done, she was in love with Paige. The feelings had always been there, but now they were left exposed. Her bimbo transformation had stripped away all that kept her feelings hidden from view. She no longer possessed the inhibitions to keep her feelings a secret.

		But before Charlotte could voice this discovery, Paige thrashed on her bed. Pleasure surged through Paige's body like an explosive lightning bolt. It was powerful enough that it even spread into Charlotte. Not even a goddess could contain such ecstasy as the two women came together, their bodies shaking as pleasurable energy passed back and forth between them like bouncing waves.

		"Holy..." Paige said, but she was unable to finish the sentence. She struggled to find the right words.

		Paige had long known she was attracted to women, but she remained relatively inexperienced. What little she had done, usually while home from school during summer breaks, paled in comparison to what she now felt. This was all about making up for lost time.

		Collapsing back onto the bed, Paige looked up at the ceiling with a contented smile on her lips. Charlotte climbed up onto the bed beside Paige, not touching her, but still basking in her glow.

		"Wow," Paige said, still unable to believe what had just happened.

		"You are amazing, Goddess," Charlotte said. "You're, like, totally the best."

		Paige smiled as she turned her head to look at Charlotte. The cheerleader was curled up beside her, looking at Paige with eyes filled with love and adoration.

		"You were amazing, Charlotte," Paige said with a smile.

		"I'm sorry it took this long to, like, do something like this," Charlotte said. "I, like, totally would have done this before if I wasn't such a stupid girl. I'm dumb now, but I was stupid before. I totally ignored my, like, true feelings and stuff."

		It was hard following Charlotte's words as she used so many filler words to give her slow mind a chance to keep up in the conversation.

		"Are you trying to apologize?" Paige asked.

		Charlotte nodded her head. "I was mean, but even before this, before you became a Goddess and you turned me into a bimbo, I loved you. I just couldn't handle the truth. Looking at you was almost like looking in a nerd mirror. But now everything has changed. I'm, like, a total bimbo now and you're the sexiest woman who ever lived. I'm, like, totally happy right now."

		Paige considered the cheerleader's words. Charlotte still wore her cheerleader uniform, but it fit her differently now. Her breasts were bigger. It appeared as if the magic spell had made Charlotte's top bigger to accommodate her expanded bust, but only so much, forcing her big boobs to strain against the fabric and nearly spill out of the low neckline, putting her cleavage on incredible display.

		The truth was, there had once been love for Charlotte. Paige had fallen in love with her roommate freshman year. It had been inevitable. But Charlotte was not ready. When Paige revealed her truth, Charlotte took it poorly. But now it was all different. And with a transformed Charlotte at her beck and call, that warmth, that love, was building once again.

		But it was too early to make such declarations when there was something else on Charlotte's mind.

		"Goddess, I think you should, like, cast the bimbo spell on the other cheerleaders."

		"Wait, you do?" Paige asked, suddenly surprised.

		Charlotte nodded her head enthusiastically. "I do. Madison would totally make a great bimbo and stuff. Don't you think so?"

		Paige laid back and imagined Madison in a similar position to Charlotte. Charlotte may have been the ringleader, but all six of the cheerleaders in the group had been culprits. Charlotte had been in charge, but Madison and the other cheerleaders followed through with it. Paige could have handled Charlotte alone, but six against one made for horrible odds. It took magical intervention to put an end to the cycle of torment. And now Paige not only had a path to achieve revenge at hand, but she had a new friend to help her carry out her plans.
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		"I want to give Madison to you, Goddess," Charlotte said. She was on her knees, looking up at Paige.

		Paige knew Madison was not Charlotte's to give. And yet, the idea of Charlotte recruiting the other cheerleaders to serve her was not something Paige could easily pass up. At the very least, Charlotte's eagerness to serve and create a harem for Paige made her hot, made liquid heat gather behind her belly-button, turning her on and preparing her for the idea of creating a sex harem for herself.

		"Where is she right now?" Paige asked, a devious smile on her face. Just the thought of bringing another of the bitchy cheerleaders to heel was enough to make her agree. But to see Charlotte turn so quickly away from her clique, betraying them, made it all the better. It was not just that Charlotte was now a bimbo. She was Paige's bimbo and it felt delicious to have such ownership of a willing woman.

		"Let me text her," Charlotte said. She pulled out her phone and looked at the blank screen. It took her a moment to remember what she needed to do to activate it. Even with the knowledge and memories that Charlotte had kept, she was still slow to access them. It made her feel even more like a bimbo, which was now a sense of pride for her.

		Once the cobwebs were cleared from the memories of how to operate her phone, Charlotte tapped out a quick message to her second in command on the cheerleading squad. She had to fight the urge to dumb down her texting language, hiding the fact she was now a bimbo. It felt so wrong to try to pass herself off as a smart woman, but she knew it was necessary to keep Madison from suspecting her true motives.

		"We can, like, meet her in her dorm room as soon as you're ready, Goddess," Charlotte finally said after Madison answered the text.

		"Perfect," Paige said. "Just let me change into something fun. I can't wait to surprise her."

		Paige could not be rushed as she pulled off her sexy blue dress that now smelled of sex. She then stood in front of her closet, wondering what she wanted to wear. There were so many choices. And while Charlotte would have been overwhelmed by the many choices in front of her, Paige simply accepted it and took her time.

		"I like this white one," she finally said, pulling out a flowing white dress that looked a bit like a toga. It really played up the goddess angle, which was something she wanted to embrace, but was still coming to terms with.

		"Totally a good choice," Charlotte said. "I, like, love it."

		Paige smiled, but she knew Charlotte would love whatever she wore. It was how the head cheerleader was hardwired now. The bimbo that she had become found it easier to agree with Paige, but the love that bonded them together now made sure of it. Charlotte adored Paige and believed she could do no wrong.

		Even though Charlotte was the only one of the two who knew where Madison lived, it was Paige that was out front, leading as the pair walked across campus to one of the other dorms. It took Charlotte several times to give proper directions, such was the state of her mind, but Paige turned out to be a patient mistress. She recognized Charlotte's natural faults as a bimbo and did not chastise her for them. After all, Charlotte was this way because Paige cast the bimbo spell.

		Along the way, Paige considered how far she wanted to take this. If it had only ever been Charlotte who caused her problems, with Madison and the cheerleader clique simply looking on, tacitly approving, but never getting involved, Paige probably would have stopped. But because Madison had become just as cruel as Charlotte, the desire to punish remained present, even as Paige had moved beyond such pettiness. Revenge would continue.

		When they reached Madison's dorm room, Paige took the lead. There was no sense in surprising her when seeing Paige would be surprise enough. Charlotte stood back, knowing her longer hair, bigger lips, and expanded bust would cause enough problems. Madison would not understand. She would not understand until she was a bimbo, too.

		"What the fuck do you want?" Madison said, glaring at Paige. She seemed angry, but also confused. Something about her appearance threw her for a loop. However, she still knew it was Paige.

		Paige just smiled. It was Charlotte who spoke first. "I want you to join our harem."

		"What the fuck, Charlotte?" Madison said. "You're hanging around with the lesbian now? And what the fuck happened to your tits? They're huge."

		Charlotte giggled. "Thanks for, like, noticing."

		Madison just stared, unable to understand why her friend was like this and why she was hanging out with Paige. And, for that matter, she did not understand what had happened to Paige. She was gorgeous now, which made no sense, even as it seemed completely natural to her.

		"If you want your questions answered, you will need to invite us in," Paige said, her demeanor calm and cool. She felt completely in control of the situation and felt assured that Madison would let them into her room.

		Madison narrowed her eyes at Paige, but then her shoulders slumped. She opened the door wider and stepped aside, giving Paige and Charlotte the opportunity to enter.

		Paige stepped into the room first. Charlotte followed her, mincing on her toes, letting her big tits bounce. She had never imagined her life before as a lesbian bimbo, or maybe a bisexual bimbo. She still was not clear on that distinction. But here she was, trying to show off, acting with peak femininity, even if only for Paige and Madison.

		Paige was much more imposing. She did not feel the need to highlight her femininity. She was already wearing a skimpy dress. She was gorgeous, perfect in nearly every way. But that just meant she could be her newly confident self, enjoying every moment of her life, knowing she really was better than every other person she met. She was a goddess personified.

		Even Madison found herself submissively following Paige, and that was before Paige cast the bimbo spell. Paige sat down in Madison's desk chair, leaving Madison to sit on the edge of her bed. Charlotte kneeled at Paige's feet, gazing up at her with reverence and adoration.

		"This is weird," Madison said. She found herself able to voice her confusion, but not come up with a solution to the oddity before her.

		"It's going to get weirder," Paige said. "But first things first. Charlotte has become my bimbo and she wants you to join her in her bimbo servitude. Do you accept my rule over you?"

		Madison sat there, feeling like something still was not how it was supposed to be. And she did not understand why this was even happening. She had spent three years teasing and belittling Paige, but that was when she was still a nerd. She had changed and now Madison did not know what to think or to do.

		"Please, Maddie," Charlotte begged. "Join me. It's so nice. I love being a bimbo. And Goddess is so good to me. I love her."

		If Madison had been drinking anything, she would have pulled a spit take. Goddess? Charlotte loving Paige? it should not have been possible.

		"This is a joke, right?" Madison said. "You're pulling my leg or something. You don't mean it."

		"Maddie, please," Charlotte pleaded. "I'm begging you. Join us."

		The words hit Madison like a ton of bricks falling on top of her, making everything go dark inside. Everything went black except for the image of Paige sitting in her chair, smiling at her, waiting patiently for Madison to respond.

		"I need more information before I agree to anything," Madison said. She felt as if her brain was on the verge of shutting down. This was not real. None of it was. It must be some sort of prank. If Madison was rushing a sorority, this was the sort of initiation she might expect. Or perhaps it was part of one of those stupid online games she had heard about. But this could not be real.

		"After years of Charlotte and the rest of you tormenting me for being attracted to women, I finally had life go my way. There was a spell that aligned me with a goddess. It gave me this body and a better life. But there is also a spell to give me revenge. I turned Charlotte into a bimbo and she has chosen to serve me. She loves me and I'm finding that I love her, too. And I was almost ready to let bygones be bygones and end my crusade there, but Charlotte, in an effort to serve me better, suggested that you join us, that I turn you into a bimbo as well."

		Madison's jaw dropped as Paige's words sunk in. None of that should have been possible, but the proof was sitting and kneeling before her. And seeing Charlotte dressed in her sexy cheerleader outfit, with her big tits straining the top, made her long to maintain a connection with her best friend. Seeing Charlotte turn away from her in favor of Paige was almost sickening. The idea that Charlotte would join the enemy was shocking, but deep down, it all made sense.

		The whole reason Charlotte had turned on Paige three years ago was out of a strange reaction to a love she wanted to deny herself. Charlotte reacted badly to her own feelings, disgusted with herself for liking another woman. And she took it out on Paige. Madison had enjoyed the teasing and torment, but she knew they had all gone beyond what was necessary. They had been cruel.

		"And if I don't want to submit?" Madison asked, wanting to know all of her options.

		"That won't matter," Paige replied. "I will be casting the spell whether you are a willing participant or not. Just know that your position within my harem will be dependent on the choices you make now."

		That was not something Madison wanted to hear. She had spent the last three years sucking up to Charlotte, knowing her friend was the heir apparent for head cheerleader. Madison did everything she could to position herself as Charlotte's second in command. It was not a position she was willing to give up. She wanted to remain second in command. Without Charlotte, she could have become head cheerleader, but that was no longer an option, at least in the traditional sense. Paige was going to work her magic. There was no stopping her.

		"Fine," Madison said. "I'll submit. But I want to keep my place as Charlotte's second in command."

		"Yippee," Charlotte cheered, clapping as she bounced on her heels, making her tits jiggle and bounce. And the way Paige patted Charlotte's head made it all hotter. It was like Charlotte was a pet and Madison was about to join her.

		"As long as you please me, I will allow that," Paige said. "But it will always be my decision. If you step out of line, you will be punished and lose your privileges."

		"I understand," Madison said, bowing her head slightly, showing deference to the woman she would soon be calling Goddess.

		Paige rose from her seat, standing tall as she held out her hands and began to chant the spell.

		Madison did not know what to expect. She was still not entirely convinced this was real. A part of her wondered if she had fallen asleep and was dreaming. But when a bright light began to shine from Paige's outstretched hands, she knew this was real. This was happening.

		Madison looked down and watched as her breasts began to grow. Her cheerleader top expanded to make room for her bulging chest, new mass building up as her cleavage became more prominent. She shimmied her shoulders, enjoying how her breasts jiggled and swayed in front of her. A giggle escaped her lips.

		"O-M-G," Charlotte said. "That's, like, so sexy."

		Paige ignored her bimbo's response. She kept chanting, wanting to make sure the spell worked completely. Her revenge was to turn Madison into a complete bimbo. There were no half measures. She needed to complete the spell now or it was not worth doing at all.

		Madison felt her brown hair lengthening, sending a tingle along her scalp before the ends of her hair were long enough to reach her ass. And it was an ass that was growing, pushing her up and pushing out, giving her a cushion to sit on that would forever give her a bubble butt.

		Even Madison's lips were growing, plumping up to the point she could see them at the bottom of her vision without pushing them out. And when she did, giving a duck face, she looked every bit like the bimbo she was turning into.

		And just like with Charlotte before her, Madison also felt her mind shifting and changing. Thoughts and worries disappeared from her brain, unknowingly leaving her head forever. Everything between her ears simplified, giving her an easy going attitude that made it easier to follow than to lead. And it prevented her from using willpower or fortitude to ignore the arousal of her body, the things that turned her on.

		When Paige finally finished her chant, the Madison that looked up at her had reverence her in her eyes. Her tits had grown to the point where they were straining against her expanded cheerleading top. She sported a deep valley of cleavage as her top was pushed away from her chest, unencumbered by a bra that would need at least a J-cup to fit her.

		But it was the smile on Madison's face that told the real story. She seemed so much happier now that her mind had been washed, her thoughts taken away, and her worries removed.

		"Mistress?" Madison asked, unsure what she should call the wonderful woman before her. She went with the first word that came to mind.

		"Goddess," Paige corrected, much as she had done with Charlotte earlier.

		"How may I serve you, Goddess?" Madison asked as a smile came to her plump lips. She felt so good. She felt so submissive. And she could not imagine someone more deserving of her servitude than Paige. She really was a goddess. She was beauty personified and ever so smart. As a bimbo, Madison knew it was her place to serve those who were smarter than her. And with the beauty that even her bimbo body could not match, just being in Paige's presence cast her in a better light.

		"I want you both to come back to my room with me," Paige said. "I think we need to get to know each other better, in the biblical sense."

		Charlotte and Madison both looked up at Paige without any understanding on their faces.

		"We're going to have lots of sex," Paige added, dismissing their confusion.

		Both bimbos grinned. "We live to serve you, Goddess," they said in unison.
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		"S tand at attention," Paige said as soon as she returned to her dorm room with Charlotte and Madison in tow.

		"Yes, Goddess," the two bimbos said in unison as they snapped to attention. The sudden movement made their tits jiggle in their too tight tops.

		Paige surveyed her charges, the first two women in her lesbian harem. She never would have guessed this was where her life would end up when she found that open door in the basement of the library. But there was no way Paige would complain with the outcome. She was smart and stunningly beautiful. And she had two feminine bimbos at her beck and call, both of them choosing to serve her and begin a harem.

		The idea of a harem had never occurred to Paige before. When she was just the shy nerd she used to be, she sometimes wondered what it might be like to serve in a lesbian harem, to be one of many submissive women serving a mistress. But now it felt like second nature to have these two women serving her. The goddess spell had not only made her beautiful, but it had made her dominant as well. As a goddess, she could not be submissive to anyone but another like her. And if the spell book was accurate, there were no others like her.

		"Strip off those uniforms," Paige ordered. "Show your Goddess your bodies in all your naked glory."

		"Yes, Goddess," they said as they each started pulling at their uniforms. They pulled off their tops, revealing their large tits and hard nipples underneath. Their taut midsections flexed as they struggled to look over the tops of their tits to see their short skirts below. And while neither woman wore panties under their uniform skirts, they quickly peeled those away, exposing themselves to Paige fully.

		"You little sluts," Paige said. "Neither of you were wearing panties. And here I thought the spell turned you into bimbos. You were bimbos before this, exposing yourself to the world like that."

		Paige chastised them, but they both knew she was just playing. They could sense it in her voice. She was teasing them, a small amount of payback for the torment they had given her. But it was true. The cheerleaders, when walking around campus, did not wear panties. They only ever covered themselves when they were practicing or when they were cheering at a game. It was a tradition that had started before either of them had joined the squad, a kind of initiation. They had grown so used to being exposed, it felt weird to wear panties at all.

		They stood naked before Paige, looking up at her with worshipful expressions. It was clear that Paige was their superior in every way imaginable. That knowledge filled them with confidence and made them feel empowered. And it excited Paige watching them stand naked before her, waiting for her next orders.

		"Now bend over and spread your legs," Paige commanded.

		The bimbos did as they were instructed, turning and bending over and spreading their legs wide apart. Each of their asses pointed toward Paige, along with their hairless pussies. That was not something Paige had seen happen during the spell, but it had been a result, leaving them just as hairless as she was.

		Paige stepped forward, taking close examination of her new charges. It appeared that Charlotte was the wetter of the two, her pussy practically leaking with arousal. Madison was plenty turned on, too, but she had not spent as long as a bimbo. She needed more time to build up to the same level of arousal.

		"Good girls," Paige praised, reaching out to touch both of their pussies. "It appears I am going to enjoy having you two around."

		She rubbed their clits gently, feeling them twitch in anticipation of pleasure. Both bimbos moaned softly, but neither one spoke. They were too busy concentrating on their clit stimulation to talk.

		"Oh yeah," Paige continued, rubbing harder and faster. "This is exactly what I wanted. Two pretty lesbian bimbos ready and willing to do anything I say."

		She slipped two fingers inside Charlotte's pussy and pumped them in and out. She reached in front of Madison and grabbed hold of her nipple, twisting and tugging it lightly. The combination caused the blonde to moan loudly, her hips buckling slightly from the intensity of the sensations.

		"Do you like pleasing me?" Paige asked.

		"Yes, Goddess!" both women answered in unison.

		"Then let's see if you can keep it up."

		Paige withdrew her hand from Charlotte's pussy and moved it behind Madison, grabbing her tit again. She twisted it roughly, causing the brunette to gasp and arch her back. Paige gave her nipple a sharp pinch, eliciting a loud cry from her.

		"Yes, Goddess," Madison gasped as she tried to calm herself.

		With the bimbos still bent over, Paige stood above them. She took a moment to admire the sight before her. They were so incredibly beautiful, especially since becoming bimbos. They were her bimbos. Paige loved seeing them together like this. Their bodies fit perfectly, almost like they were meant to be together. One blonde and one brunette. Otherwise, they were almost like mirror up images of each other. They had tight bodies, except for where they were soft and voluptuous, their asses firm, but their titties soft and pliant.

		"Kiss each other," Paige ordered. "Entertain me with a sapphic display of lust."

		Paige sat down in her chair. It was more like a throne; another change that had occurred thanks to the goddess spell.

		Charlotte and Madison immediately stood up straight and turned toward each other. They wrapped each other in an embrace as their plump and sensual lips met. But this was no chaste kiss. This was hot and passionate. Their limbs intertwined as they pushed their tits together. Their tongues danced in each other's mouths, putting on a show for Paige.

		And Paige sat there, enjoying the view. Her pussy twitched in desire at the display. It was everything she hoped for and more. These two women were perfect for her. Beautiful beyond belief. Only smart enough to know how to please her, and otherwise dumb as a bag of rocks. And eager to give in to her desires. All of which served to make Paige hotter than hell.

		Her pussy was dripping wet. She couldn't wait until she got her hands on them.

		As Paige watched, she leaned forward in her seat and began fingering herself. It was so easy to push the fabric of her flimsy dress out of the way. And then once she had her fingers nice and wet, she brought her fingers to her mouth and tasted her own juices, savoring the sweet flavor of herself on her tongue. That was how a goddess was supposed to taste. And there was no reason why Charlotte and Madison would be the only two to taste such sweet nectar.

		The bimbos moaned as they continued to kiss. Their hands roamed over each other's bodies, finding every inch of pliant flesh. A slight sheen developed on their skin, their arousal and perspiration becoming evident.

		Paige was so turned on by the display they were giving her. She wanted to fuck these two so bad. There was nothing better than making love to a woman. Nothing.

		"Enough kissing," Paige finally said, breaking the kiss between Charlotte and Madison. "Time to get serious."

		The bimbos broke apart and stared at Paige in surprise, unsure about what she wanted next.

		"Spread your legs," Paige ordered, pointing at the floor directly beneath her feet.

		Both bimbos complied, leaning forward and stretching their arms out beside them, knees spread wide open. Paige admired the view, the sight of their pussies completely bare.

		"So wet. So ready. Now crawl to me."

		Charlotte and Madison followed Paige's instructions wordlessly. They crawled slowly across the carpet, using their hands to guide themselves instead of their eyes. Their eyes were locked on Paige, unable to look away from her. She was their Goddess. She was their everything.

		"Now remove my dress," Paige said as she rose from her throne.

		Again, without hesitation, the bimbos obeyed. They worked together to remove the toga style dress, unwrapping Paige and revealing her bronzed skin fully. Both bimbos gasped at the full sight of her. Charlotte had seen her as she dressed before, but now it somehow felt different. It was almost as if Paige glowed with power. Maybe the difference was having a second bimbo to serve her. Madison truly made a great addition.

		Paige slipped out of her high heels, although her heels never touched the ground as she swayed her sexy hips over to her king-sized bed. It was another addition to her dorm room that no other student could claim. And it was a shame to have to call it king-sized, because no man would ever step foot near it, at least while Paige lived there. It should have been called a goddess-sized bed.

		"Join me, sluts," Paige said. Her words were harsh, but the love with which she spoke to them made clear her intentions.

		As the lead bimbo, Charlotte climbed up onto the bed first. She curled up next to Paige, pressing her tits into her Goddess's arm. She then leaned forward, bringing a hand up to Paige's breast and lowering her lips. The kiss they shared was unlike anything Charlotte had ever felt before. And it was wonderful for Paige as well: so sensual and sexy.

		Madison climbed up next, but her only goal was Paige's honey box. She climbed between Paige's legs, rubbing her tits against Paige's thighs. And when Madison lowered her head and took a tentative lick of the wet and waiting pussy, Paige let out a long breathy moan. She arched her back in response to her bimbos' ministrations, their efforts not going unnoticed.

		"Yes," Paige moaned, muffled by Charlotte's lips. "That feels good. Keep doing that."

		Madison licked and sucked on Paige's pussy, relishing every single sensation. And all the while, Paige writhed in ecstasy. It wasn't just the fact that someone else was pleasuring her body that sent her spiraling into bliss. No, it was the thought that these two bimbos were worshiping her as their Goddess.

		When Madison pulled back to take a breather, Charlotte replaced her, licking and sucking at Paige's slit. Madison took Charlotte's place, kissing her Goddess, letting Paige taste herself on her bimbo's lips. When Paige kissed back, it was with passion. It was obvious she enjoyed being worshiped. She loved it. She loved them. Her plot for revenge had become so much more, bringing out unknown feelings in all of them.

		And they kept going, with Charlotte and Madison trading off, back and forth, as they pleasured Paige, driving her wild with arousal and lust.

		Eventually, though, the pleasure became too much. Paige came hard, crying out as she shuddered through her orgasm. It felt as if a nuclear explosion had gone off inside her body, spreading erotic pleasure everywhere inside of her. She writhed and convulsed, her limbs reacting to the pleasure, overloaded with stimulations. It was glorious.

		And she didn't stop there. As soon as her climax subsided, Paige rolled over onto her side and started humping her bimbos, riding them like horses, rubbing her clit against them. It was amazing to watch. Paige knew how to work her body. And she was taking pleasure from her little harem. How could she not? They were here to serve her. To worship her. And Paige loved every minute of it.

		As Paige rode them both to a second orgasm, she finally felt satisfied, at least for now. She sat back, her chest still heaving, enjoying her sexy little bimbos, still so eager to please.

		"Make each other cum," Paige ordered. "I want to watch."

		Paige reached between her legs and gently fingered herself as Charlotte and Madison practically leaped onto each other. They kissed and groped each other until they finally fell to the bed, finding themselves in a sixty-nine position, with each of them able to lick each other's pussies, with Charlotte, as the head bimbo, on top.

		It was wonderfully erotic watching these two bimbos, her bimbos, pleasure themselves for her entertainment. Paige knew she could ask anything of them and they would do it, without question or complaint. But Paige was no cruel goddess. She was not evil. Despite all the misdeeds of Charlotte and Madison, they were now hers. And they were paying their debt to her through their service. There was no need to do more to them. Paige's revenge was complete.

		Paige continued to finger herself as she watched the two bimbos lose themselves in a sapphic display. They still had such amazing energy, but after what felt like hours watching them, Paige realized something important. Neither of them could cum without her.

		With renewed vigor, Paige brought herself to orgasm. And simultaneously, Charlotte and Madison cried out as a cascade of erotic pleasure flowed through them. If there had been any lingering doubts of what they had become or their decision to serve Paige, they were washed away by the orgasms.

		They rolled off each other, their chests heaving and their skin covered in a sheen of perspiration. They looked up at Paige, at their Goddess, with complete devotion and adoration. They looked up at her with all the love the two bimbos could generate. They were happy. All of them were happy. But there remained one lingering question. Could they add more bimbos to Paige's harem?
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		"P lease, Goddess," Charlotte begged. She was on her knees, naked, looking up at Paige, her eyes pleading.

		"Yes, Goddess," Madison added, kneeling next to her friend, also naked. "We, like, want more bimbos to serve you. The other cheerleaders totally need to be punished for being mean to you and stuff."

		Paige was not sure if Charlotte and Madison even knew what they were atoning for anymore, other than a general sense of being mean in the past. But that was no longer important, not when they were such lovely bimbos, sexy and completely devoted to her. She had never expected this, but she really did find love for them.

		"I don't know," Paige said warily. She needed to make certain that she was not leading these girls down a dangerous path. "Are you sure?"

		"You can, like, totally trust us, Goddess," Charlotte insisted.

		Paige laughed. She loved her two bimbos, but them being trustworthy was not high on their list of accolades. Not that she doubted their sincerity, but they were bimbos. They had proved themselves to be simple women, great at following directions, but awful at thinking for themselves. But Paige loved them for their simplicity. They had no thoughts or worries that got in the way of their worship for her. They always did what she wanted, or at least what they thought she wanted, which was not always the same thing.

		"If I turn the other four cheerleaders into bimbos, how should I do it?" Paige asked. This was a test. She wanted to see just how far they had fallen. For while Paige had come to love her bimbos, she also still remembered who they had been before, how they had tormented her for three years. Her revenge might feel complete, but she needed to remind herself why she was now so lucky.

		"Um," Madison said, putting a finger to her plump lips. Her eyes lost focus as she stared at nothing.

		Charlotte was thinking, too. She furrowed her brow, as if screwing up her face would help her think. Neither were having much success, but they looked cute this way. And it turned Paige on to see these women try to do what came naturally to other women, but no longer for them. These were sexy girls, but they were not designed to be smart or to think. They were designed to smile and bounce their sexy bodies around, making men and women alike want to fuck them.

		"What if you, like, got them into a room and used the bimbo spell on them?" Charlotte asked. "That would, like, totally work, right?"

		The way Charlotte asked her questions made it clear she had no idea. But Paige was just as much in the dark as her bimbos. Despite successfully casting three spells, she did not know how the magic worked. And she did not know if she could cast the bimbo revenge spell on more than one woman at a time. But it was worth a try, she supposed. As long as the four cheerleaders remained contained, Paige could always go back and focus on one of them at a time.

		"Charlotte, I want you to gather the girls together," Paige ordered. "All four need to be in the same place at the same time."

		"Yes, Goddess," Charlotte said. She reached over to her phone which was nearby and immediately started texting the squad. As head cheerleader, she had the ability to call impromptu team meetings. They even had a small room in the athletics building for them to meet, although they often chose other locations around campus. But those other places usually needed booking in advance and there was no time for that.

		"Done, Goddess," Charlotte said when the text had been sent. "We have, like, an hour."

		Paige smiled, finding happiness in her deviousness. She was willing to let bygones be bygones, but this opportunity was just too good to pass up. She loved having two bimbos at her beck and call, worshiping her as the goddess she was. But having six of them was even better. Paige would never be left wanting ever again.

		"That's perfect," Paige said. "And here's what I want you to do. When you meet with them, I want you two to take charge. I have straps for you to use. Call it a new initiation. You cheerleaders like that sort of thing. You're going to bind their hands and ankles, either with them sitting down or with them standing. Once they are restrained so they can't go anywhere, I will enter. I will cast the spell, turn them into bimbos, and then we can go somewhere fun to celebrate."

		"Yes, Goddess," Charlotte and Madison said in unison. They had big smiles on their faces. They not only were about to have four more bimbo friends, but they were serving their Goddess, doing her bidding. And there was nothing that felt better to them than that.

		"Now get dressed," Paige ordered. "We have work to do."

		Paige watched from the shadows as Charlotte and Madison walked into the cheerleader meeting room. They had waited, making sure the other four women were already present. They did not want to arrive early and give away the game. The others might not be amenable to what Paige had planned.

		For Paige, the idea of standing in the shadows felt foreign and wrong to her. Her body craved attention. As a goddess personified, she needed to be on display. She needed to be seen. But for this to work, she knew she had to go against her nature, to hide until it was finally time to reveal herself.

		Inside the room, the four cheerleaders had been chatting about school and boys until Charlotte and Madison walked in. The changes to their bodies left the girls speechless. It should not have been possible, although all four cheerleaders recognized just how hot the other two were.

		"Listen up, girls," Charlotte said, barely able to stifle a giggle. She could not wait until they were all sexy bimbos. "We've got a special initiation planned." Charlotte had practiced that line for the last hour, wanting to make sure she said initiation correctly. Paige had needed to coach her, because the word felt so foreign in her mouth now. She needed to fight against her bimbo urges and mannerisms until the spell was complete.

		It had always been surprising how Charlotte was the only blonde on the squad this year. Blonde and cheerleading just went together, at least according to the stereotypes. India was brunette, like Madison, but the other three girls, Amelia, Bethany, and Georgia were redheads. And it seemed like the redheads were their own sub-clique. Even now, India stood slightly to the side, with the three redheads gathered together, shoulder to shoulder.

		"What's this about?" Amelia asked. Charlotte always thought she would end up being head cheerleader in the future. She had leader written all over her.

		"Shush," Madison said, holding her finger to her lips. "No talking."

		"We've got to tie you up for this," Charlotte said.

		Madison pulled out a set of nylon straps. They had appeared in Paige's room at some point, designed for a little light bondage. No one knew where they came from exactly, but now they had a perfect use. And there were just enough for this, straps to bind the girls wrists and their ankles.

		"I don't understand," India said as Madison stepped forward.

		"You don't need to understand yet," Madison said as she tied India's wrists behind her back.

		Charlotte started work on the redheads, beginning with Amelia. She knew that once Amelia was subdued, the others would not put up a fight. They were followers.

		It was only when all four women were standing next to each other at the front of the room, facing the door, ready for the next step, that Paige entered.

		"What the fuck is she doing here?" Amelia asked. The vitriol she felt toward Paige had been instilled from years of Charlotte's manipulations. Even after Charlotte graduated, she would have happily continued tormenting Paige, if that had been a possibility. She relished in the cruelty.

		"She is about to give you an opportunity," Paige said, taking over the situation. "Charlotte, Madison, thank you for preparing your friends. You have served me well."

		Amelia's jaw dropped as she looked from Charlotte to Madison. There was hurt in her eyes, betrayal. She felt betrayed. Charlotte had instilled a culture of teasing against Paige for the whole squad and now it seemed as if it was now really Paige who was calling the shots.

		"Before we begin," Paige said, "I want you all to know that this meeting was the collective idea of Charlotte and Madison. They want you to be here. They want you to be like they now are."

		"Get the fuck out of here," Amelia cried out. She tried to hop toward the door, that being the only way she could move.

		Paige did not even need to give an order. Charlotte and Madison immediately moved to intervene. They held Amelia back, keeping her in place. And Charlotte even pulled out a strip of fabric from her purse. She used it as a gag, silencing Amelia.

		"That's better," Paige said. "I'll lay it all out for you. The six of you have made my life awful for the past three years. Yes, I am a lesbian. I am attracted to women. So are many others here on campus, but you have only ever seen fit to torment me. It's been personal. But now I have the ability to fight back."

		Paige went on to explain about the spell book, assuring them that she was the only one who could access it. Paige was not entirely sure if that was true, but as long as they believed it, the truth did not actually matter.

		"I turned Charlotte and Madison into bimbos and they have chosen to serve me as their Goddess," Paige continued. "And they have requested that I do the same to you. This was not my original plan, but I have grown rather attached to these girls and I am willing to bestow the same gifts I gave them upon all of you. But that will require you serving me as they do."

		The four cheerleaders looked to each other, trying to figure out what they would do. In a situation like this, they would have looked to Amelia, but she remained silenced by her gag. But the four women kept looking at Charlotte and Madison, trying to decide if the promise of serving Paige, who clearly was a goddess personified based on her appearance alone, was a worthwhile price for the overt sexiness that the two bimbos now exuded.

		Even Amelia was questioning herself, wondering if such a life was worth it. She knew the reason why she had leaned so hard into the cruelty. It was because she was dissatisfied with the way she looked. She compensated for being below her standard, even though she was a beautiful young woman, by acting like a bitch toward Paige and a few others on campus. She tore them down so she could feel better about herself.

		But this was a chance at beauty beyond what she had ever dreamed of before. Amelia had always figured she would get a boob job after college. Her measly A cups were just too small. But she feared that her first surgery would lead to more, an addiction she would never be able to kick. The last thing she wanted was to turn into someone who no longer looked fully human, who looked like a doll who risked life and limb to chase a beauty standard that was not possible to achieve.

		Amelia mumbled into her gag, nodding her head.

		"Let her speak," Paige said.

		Charlotte reached up and untied that gag. Even though it had only been a few minutes, Amelia flexed her jaw, stretching the muscles that had been restrained by the gag.

		"I volunteer," Amelia said. "I don't care about the serving thing, but I want the body. I want those beautiful boobs."

		The other girls looked at Amelia with surprise. She seemed like the last person who would go for Paige's plan. But they did not know the inner turmoil that had driven her cruelty all this time. They did not know how much Amelia feared for her future. They did not know that Paige actually offered her a solution to her inner struggles.

		"I volunteer, too," Bethany and Georgia said in near unison. They followed their redheaded mini-clique leader.

		"It's just down to you, India?" Paige said. "Are you in or are you out?"

		Even with her ankles tied together, India shifted her weight from one foot to the other. She looked around, trying to figure out what to do, what to say. She could see the happiness on the faces of Charlotte and Madison. They seemed truly happy with being sexy bimbos in the service of Paige. And she could also see Paige as a benevolent goddess. And India had no doubts that Paige really was a goddess now. She had a glow about her that radiated power and beauty.

		"Okay, I'll do it," India finally said. The fact she would have been the only one of the cheerleaders to turn her back on this was what eventually made her agree to do it. She did not want to be alone. Her only real friends were the cheerleaders. And she did feel bad for tormenting Paige all these years. If her penance was serving Paige as a bimbo, she was willing to do it.

		"Fantastic," Paige said as she clapped her hands together. Charlotte and Madison both gave little happy dances, eager to have more bimbos serving their Goddess.

		"Charlotte, Madison, get behind me. I'm about to begin the spell."

		The two bimbo cheerleaders minced back, hiding behind Paige's flowing dress. Paige then held out her hands and began to chant. The restraints on the other girls would be dealt with after the spell was complete.

		All the four future bimbos could do was stand there and watch as their bodies were transformed. They looked down at their growing cleavage, their cheerleader uniform tops expanding to fit their growing breasts. And they could all look at each other, seeing how their hair grew, their asses bubbled out, their lips plumped, and their eyes slowly drain of intelligence.

		But it was Amelia who kept her eyes on her cleavage. She smiled as she looked down, seeing her tiny breasts grow bigger and bigger. Even as her mind slowed down and her worries disappeared, her memory of wanting bigger tits remained, helping her adjust to her new life better than anyone would have thought possible, including herself. Those little A-cups were no more, moving through the alphabet until she matched her bimbos friends.

		And when it was all done, when Paige dropped her hands and stopped her chanting, she had four bound and smiling bimbos looking up at her.
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		Paige was in the mood to celebrate. She had just added four more bimbos to her harem. That alone was reason to celebrate. But finding the right spot to celebrate was tricky. Food and drink was a requirement, but so too was a place where they could have sex out in the open, without society's fears getting in the way.

		"Goddess," Georgia said after Paige had shared how she wanted to celebrate with her harem. "I know of a place. An old friend owns a restaurant. She is, like, discreet and stuff."

		"Call her," Paige said, excited to finally celebrate. The idea that they could hold an orgy was more than she could have imagined.

		It did not take long for Georgia to secure the restaurant. There was a back room. There were pillows. It was private. And Georgia's friend was not asking questions. It was perfect.

		Paige led the way with her bimbos flanking her, three on each side. They stopped traffic as they walked, but no one seemed to mind. They were all in awe of Paige and her bimbo cheerleader harem.

		The dress Paige wore was nearly see through. And the way the fabric of her skirt blew in the wind, she was constantly at risk of exposing herself. But Paige was not bothered by that. More and more, she was growing into her goddess role. She had it all. She was beautiful. She was confident. She was powerful. No one could deny her anything.

		The restaurant served Moroccan food. There were low tables and pillows for seats. Although Paige knew not all those pillows would be used for sitting. They would make a great bed for the fucking that she had planned.

		There was never any question about how the food would be paid for. Somehow Paige knew she now had money, an unlimited supply. It was another perk from the spell that changed her life.

		They were all soon eating and drinking, enjoying each other's company. Paige settled into a nest of pillows. She had Charlotte and Madison feeding her. Paige only had to open her mouth and chew. And it was not just her two first bimbos tending to her. Georgia sat between Paige's legs, pleasuring her Goddess, a reward for suggesting the restaurant for their fun.

		"You're such a good bimbo, Georgia," Paige said in praise.

		"Thank you, Goddess," Georgia replied. Then she dove back in, continuing her ministrations.

		She did not need to ask permission to touch Paige. Not anymore. She took advantage of her position, using her tongue to pleasure Paige's pussy while her hand played with one of Paige's breasts.

		Paige moaned. She was surrounded by naked women, pleasured by them. Charlotte, by herself, had been nice. Adding Madison to the group had been wonderful. But having six sexy bimbos was the definition of divine. And with Paige making it seven women total, Paige felt luckier than ever.

		And while Paige had three women directly caring for her needs, the other three, Amelia, India, and Bethany, were providing the entertainment, losing themselves in a sapphic display of arms and legs. Each girl was touching the other. Some were kissing, some were licking pussies, others were fingering assholes. All were moaning loudly. None were silent. Every moan and sigh sounded like music to Paige's ears.

		However, while pleasure was abundant, moans and cries of sexual ecstasy were everywhere, no one came. Paige was holding herself back, just barely able to keep from cumming. And the others were forced to do the same, left panting as they waited for their Goddess. They all refused to cum until Paige did.

		And considering their heightened libidos, bodies designed for sex and a usual inability to restrain themselves, they were forced to rely on Paige's fortitude, her propping each one of them up. It was a struggle for all of the bimbos, their bodies primed to cum, holding right on the edge of orgasm. They had been close to climax the moment the clothes came off.

		It became harder and harder as they continued to pleasure each other. Even Charlotte and Madison had a hand in their pussies, pleasuring themselves as they fed and pleasured Paige.

		But the Goddess could not hold out forever. Eventually her body cracked, an orgasm racing through her, a gasp and a squeal escaping her plump lips.

		And as if on cue, the six bimbos came at once, their bodies writing, their limbs spasming, as they felt their own orgasms race through their bodies. The cascade of pleasure flowed through them in waves, almost traveling between them in addition to through them. Orgasmic screams sounded through the room, even loud enough to be heard in the kitchen where the next course of their meal was being cooked.

		For the four new bimbos, their orgasms were eye opening. Never before had they experienced such pleasure. They were magically connected to Paige, her enhanced ability to feel such pleasure heightened their own. Even if they had not already agreed to being her bimbos, they would have sought her out after experiencing the connection they shared with her now. Nothing could compare.

		After that first group orgasm, the bimbos were free to climax at will. Places changed, some focusing on Paige, others focusing on each other, but all were having the time of their lives. Orgasm after orgasm, the sapphic orgy continued long into the night. The darkness outside was no hindrance. It was nothing but sex and pleasure, with all six bimbos giving into their libidos and lust.

		Paige enjoyed herself fully. Never before had she experienced such joy. And with each passing moment, each orgasm that washed through her body, it became harder and harder to remember the trauma these women had once inflicted upon her. More and more, she could only see them as her bimbos, her harem. She loved them, each and every one of them. And it was a love that could not be eroded with time. They were her bimbos. They were no longer the women who had hurt her. Those women were gone. They had been replaced by happy and sexy bimbos who were eager to serve their Goddess.

		The orgy kept going until dawn when light began to pour in through the windows. The kitchen staff had long since closed down. It was just them, staying up until early morning, reveling in the pleasure of sex. When the sun rose, the last orgasm rang out, signaling the end of a magical night.

		Paige woke up in her bed much later, still clothed, although covered in sweat. A quick glance around told her everything was exactly as she remembered it. This was her home, her dorm room, her sanctuary. It was where she belonged. She needed nothing else. She was content here, with her harem.

		Around her were the sleeping forms of six busty women: a blonde, two brunettes, and three redheads. They were all bimbos. Their heads had been carved out, worry and complex thought removed. All that was left in their sexy forms was an uncontrollably lusty libido and a desire to please. It was a desire to please her, to please their Goddess.

		Paige smiled as she laid back down among her bimbos. While she remained dressed, wearing a dress that barely covered her golden tanned skin, they were nude. Paige did not remember if they had walked home in the nude or if they had torn off their skimpy cheerleader uniforms before they climbed into her giant bed to sleep beside her. Paige did not care either. All that mattered was that she was here with them. Paige had hoped to find a special woman someday. Thanks to the spell book, she had found six special women, all willing to share her and each other. It was more than she had ever imagined.
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		Life with a harem was complicated. Paige quickly found that out, even with her life as a goddess simplified so much for her. She had to care for six women who were not always the best at taking care of themselves.

		Her bimbos were easily distracted. They were good at following direct orders, but they were less skilled at anticipating Paige's needs or performing repetitive tasks. Paige had to keep on them constantly, reminding them what they needed to do. It almost felt as if their collective IQ was lower than each of them individually. As a whole, they were dumber than when they were alone.

		Paige found herself significantly changed, too. There had been a time when such an idea, a collective drop in IQ like that, would have been something she would want to study. Paige was still curious, but she no longer felt the same drive to follow through on that curiosity. Her supreme confidence as a goddess overrode much of her past nerdy behaviors and interests.

		There was also a massive effort to move students and bimbos around campus. Paige decided she wanted all six girls to live near her. The dorm room she occupied, while magically made bigger, was not designed to accommodate six bimbos and herself. Paige needed auxiliary rooms for them to store their clothes and even sleep in when Paige wanted a more intimate night, with just one or two of her bimbos.

		Some of the affected students grumbled as they were forced by the college to move so late in the semester. It had been remarkably easy to persuade the powers that be to allow the changes in living arrangements. It was difficult for anyone to say no to Paige. Everyone recognized her as an authority now, even if she would have otherwise been in way over her head. Her beauty and confidence changed everything.

		Paige still attended her classes, although her workload was much smaller than it was before. It seemed her professors were not particularly interested in having her put her name to anything. The project that she had been ahead of schedule on never got finished. The professor never asked her for it and it did not affect her grade. But Paige still learned plenty, listening to the lectures she attended.

		Usually, Paige attended the lectures alone. But there were times when she brought one of her bimbos along. Often the bimbo just served as an assistant, making sure Paige had everything she needed, like carrying her books for her. Paige never carried anything anymore. Her hands were always free. She did not even carry a purse or keep a phone on her. She either went without or had one of her bimbos handle that.

		But there were also times when Paige needed more than just an assistant. And there were times when she needed sexual relief even when the professor was speaking. And on those occasions, Paige directed the bimbo with her to get under the table or desk and pleasure her between her legs. Paige had the ability to stifle the noises she usually made, her moans and even orgasmic squeals. And her outfits always kept her pussy easily accessible.

		No one ever complained when Paige was being serviced. She could get away with so much without people complaining or, even sometimes, noticing. Paige was on top of the world, still growing into her role as a goddess, but it got easier every day. The worries of a normal female college student washed away as she more and more embraced her new reality.

		And the bimbos were happy with their new lives as well. They each had a unique personality, even though they wore identical uniforms. The tops were all low-cut, ensuring their cleavage was constantly on display. And they only went down to just below their tits, leaving their taut midriffs bare.

		Paige had considered getting them all matching piercings, belly-buttons and tongue. The former was purely aesthetic. The latter for her and everyone else's pleasure. But she remained undecided. It was a big commitment and it would require them all doing it in stages. Paige was not going to go without a couple tongues being available to pleasure her clit and pussy.

		Each of the bimbos had become expert pussy lickers. They could do so much with their plump lips and their prowess with their tongues. All of them could make Paige squirm in orgasmic delight without the use of their hands, only their mouths.

		And it was a good thing that they had such talented tongues, because there was not much else of substance that came out of their mouths. The more time they all spent together, the more they seemed to perfect a mindless bimbo babble. Half the time, Paige was not even aware of what they were saying, even as her ability to understand foreign languages increased from simple exposure.

		There were occasional times when Paige was reminded of her bimbos' past misdeeds against her. It happened less and less, but every once in a while an old memory would flicker through her mind. It usually happened when she was with Charlotte, and often when Charlotte was in the middle of pleasing her. Paige was reminded of the day she discovered the spell book. Charlotte had pushed her down and called her a pussy licker. But now it was Charlotte who was on her knees. And it was Charlotte who was licking Paige's pussy. It was such a drastic change, but Paige understood how everyone was the better for it. Paige was definitely happier and Charlotte seemed infinitely happier as well.

		But as the school year neared its end, with Paige set to graduate, which by itself was an almost funny concept, given what she represented, Paige was left trying to figure out what she was going to do next. It was impossible for her to turn away even one of her bimbos. Whatever she did next, her bimbos would be coming with her. She could not even think to part from them, even if she gave them jobs to do.

		A part of Paige wondered if she should turn their overactive libidos over to the internet, having them earn their keep with social media influencing and paid accounts for fans. But it was not like Paige was hurting for money and in some ways, using them for horny men to get off to seemed like a step too far. None of them showed even the slightest interest in men anymore. They were all lesbians, just like her.

		But Paige disliked the idea of letting her bimbos remain idle. They served her with gusto, pushing themselves for her in whichever way she wanted or needed. But there were still six of them and Paige rotated them regularly, giving them the ability to take a break. Not that any of them wanted or needed a break. They constantly professed their love for her and their desire to serve her.

		The redheads had a tendency to pose themselves like statues or living dolls. They would place themselves in sexy positions and just freeze, acting as living artwork, as if Paige's home was an art gallery. And in a way, it was. Paige might have only lived in a dorm room, but between her incredible beauty and the bimbo beauty of her harem, there was always femininity on display. There were people who would pay just to see them in their day to day lives. Not that Paige was interested in such attention.

		However, when the school year ended, when Paige walked across the stage at her graduation, receiving her degree and finishing her college education, at least officially, she had six bimbos cheering for her. They surrounded her after the ceremony, hugging her and kissing her, lavishing her with attention. Beneath her graduation gown, Paige wore a strapless dress that hugged her curves and left her impressive cleavage on display. The bimbos finally switched out of their cheerleader uniforms, since the school year was over and they were no longer enrolled with the college.

		And Paige could not have been happier. She had the six women she cared about most with her, her harem. Just one look at them and no one would think they were college material. Collectively, they used to have a B-average for their grades. Now, they could barely manage to count beyond ten and that was only before they realized they could get to twenty with their toes.

		But Paige loved them. Each and every one of her bimbos was special to her. And they loved her as well as each other. Every day was filled with happiness. There was constant sex to be had. Charlotte made sure each of the bimbos was willing and they rotated regularly, making sure there was always someone to serve Paige's sexual needs. And usually they were all willing to volunteer.

		Paige had never had so much sex in her life. Her needs were always taken care of, but it was more than that. With such easy access to sex, her body came to expect. If she did not orgasm every few hours, she grew irritable and grumpy. It was her harem that kept her on an even keel. They made sure to keep their Goddess sexually sated, knowing that while she was a benevolent goddess, she could also bring her wrath down upon them if they displeased her.

		Not that Paige had actually ever reached that point. She truly was benevolent, but the power still lurked beneath the surface, the power to be bad. It was actually good that Paige had her harem of lesbian bimbos, because they kept her in check. They kept her sexually satisfied, preventing her demons from coming to the forefront.

		Once Paige officially graduated, she moved her harem off campus, staying nearby. She liked the location and she remained on the lookout for other women who might want to join her harem of bimbos. She moved them into a large house that had once belonged to the mayor. It had many rooms, including space for expanding her harem.

		Paige gave herself the master bedroom, a large room that gave her plenty of space to have her sexy fun. Charlotte, as de facto head of the harem via her role as head cheerleader, was given the next door room. It was also the second largest and also had its own bathroom. Not that Charlotte slept in her bedroom often. She was the one most called upon by Paige to sleep with the Goddess. But having her room close by was important, just in case she was needed on a moment's notice.

		Not that Charlotte was the only bimbo who regularly graced Paige's bed. She made sure to include all of her bimbos on at least a weekly basis. And they were always happy to perform. They loved Paige just as she loved them. It was a mutually beneficial relationship.

		Nonetheless, Paige and her harem certainly caught people's attention. Whenever Paige left the house, which she tried to do at least once per day, she attracted attention. People stopped and stared at her. They were awestruck by her beauty. And Paige was never alone. There was always at least one of her bimbos with her.

		And now that they were all finished with school, the cheerleader uniforms had given way to more normal clothing, although still plenty revealing. Paige always looked stunning, wearing dresses that flowed around her body, whipping in the wind, and constantly threatening to reveal the more private areas of her body. The bimbos, however, were dressed more conventionally.

		It was Madison who kept their outfits consistent and themed. Sometimes the only way to tell them apart was by the colors of their eyes and their hair. The combination was needed, especially for the redheads, who each had different colored eyes. But for someone who did not know them, it would have been able to tell them apart.

		All six bimbos had similar bust sizes and with their plump lips, even their faces looked similar. It was the hair and eye colors that made all the difference. Not that Paige or the bimbos struggled with such matters. They could tell everyone apart without issue. But when they were so intimately involved, it was easier to make such determinations.

		Paige eventually found herself in a routine that involved frequent sex with her harem girls and attending events around town that put her on display. It was important to not just be a goddess for her harem, but to be seen by the general public. And Paige always kept her eye out for other additions to her harem. Now that she had six girls living with her, she was more discerning, careful about who she might want to have join them. But with additional rooms in the house available for more harem bimbos, Paige remained vigilant, looking out for either that shy girl who had once been like herself or the bully who needed a change in perspective.

		But what mattered was Paige and her harem of bimbos were all happy. Charlotte, Madison, and the others had not planned for this eventuality, but none were in a position to argue with the results. They were happy and horny, just as bimbos should be. They were constantly playing with themselves and each other, plus pleasuring Paige. There was nothing they wanted that could improve upon their lives now. Yes, none of the bimbos graduated, but they were uninterested in schooling anymore. Their one goal was to please their Goddess.

		As for Paige, she never needed to return to the secret room in the library basement. The two spells she had learned were all she needed. She had turned herself into a goddess. That alone was worth more than she had ever imagined. Paige wanted for nothing now. The world was her oyster and she had seized it all for herself.

		As for her bimbos, Paige had never realized how much better it was to turn her enemies into lovers. And all six bimbos were her lovers. That was how she saw them. Charlotte had come first, with Madison following shortly after. Then she added India, Amelia, Georgia, and Bethany. But they were all important to her. All of them were equal, even if she gave Charlotte and Madison additional responsibilities to keep all six of them in line.

		Paige was living her best life now and as much as she wanted to say it was because she had used a spell that turned her into a goddess, it was really her harem of lesbian bimbos that made each and every day special to her. This was a better experience than anything else she could imagine. And that was how she wanted it to stay. Paige was no bimbo, but she loved her bimbo lovers with all of her heart.
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