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Debbie's Conversion into a Fuck Slut
	Susan gasped as the handler pulled the new slave to her feet.  She felt so strange, so oddly natural as another leather clad man sprayed down the other slav- no girls!  Damn it, Susan thought as the professor looked back at her students.  She felt a sudden rush as she looked at the naked splendor of the coeds.  Nothing was right about this moment, and Susan’s head was spinning as she tried to make sense of it all.  She tried to focus by checking on her students, her concerns for them seemed to be one of the only things that could cut through the confusion.
	The closest was Justine, when last Susan had seen her, she had been rather plain, now she was every man’s wet dream.  Justine’s formerly modest chest was now large and round, nearly defying gravity.  Her dark blond hair was full and long, cascading over the tops of her now heaving breasts.  Susan flushed as she looked down to see the new slave’s throbbing cunt already red and eager.  
	She’s such a hot slut!  Susan couldn’t help but think that as she looked over her student.  A quick survey of the other girls only served to make Susan grow even more aroused.  Their hot pussies and bouncing breasts were so appealing that the professor could barely contain herself.  
	“Slave!” Susan gasped as a handler slapped her soft ass.  The need to serve this man overwhelmed her and she tried to kneel, even as he held her up.  She didn’t know where these thoughts had come from, only that they were burned deep into her mind.  One moment she’d been in her classroom in front of her students and the next thing she knew she was naked, reshaped and seething with the need to submit and obey.
	“Slave, attend me.” He grunted, and let Susan drop down to her knees.
	Susan’s hands flew to his codpiece as all of her students watched.  She barely registered their presence as her fingers unsnapped the leather straps that held everything together.
	“Oh Master, you’re so big!” Susan gasped in surprise as she reached out to stroke the massive manhood that had sprung out before her.  Even as she ran her hands over his shaft, she dropped her lips to take him into her mouth.  She’d never been so brazen before, but the heat between her legs just blazed as she knew her students were watching their slut professor attend her new master.
	Debbie watched from behind as Miss Lewison dove down on the powerful man before her.  Oh god, that’s hot!  Debbie squirmed as she watched her professor eagerly sucking on that man’s cock.  She’d never imagined it would be so hot to watch a woman going down on a man, but her pussy only grew wetter as she watched.
	Debbie tried to settle herself as she felt her breasts heaving with her deep aroused breaths.  She looked down to see two large pointed nipples stabbing into the air atop two massive breasts.  Slavetits, the word slid through her mind.  She could feel the imprint on her mind as she stared at the impossibly large and perky breasts that heaved on her chest.  She didn’t need to look up to know that her professor had a pair of slave tits as well, large and perky.  
	Debbie looked up to one of the handlers.  “What have you done to this slave?”
	Debbie shuddered as she heard her own voice, so much more submissive and higher than it used to be.  She sounded like a slut!  Debbie felt an eager tingle run up her spine at the thought.  She could feel the imprint again, telling her how good it was to be a slut, to be a slave.  The depth of it surprised her, even as she recognized it was false.  
	“Just making improvements, slut.” The handler laughed as he reached down and squeezed one of Debbie’s new slave tits.  
	“Oh Master, Yes!” Debbie squealed as he sank his fingers into her amazingly sensitive slave flesh.  She realized she had called him ‘master’ and her spine tingled again.  The imprint said that all men were masters, and Debbie shuddered as this master rolled the hardened tip of her nipple beneath his fingers.  The feeling was unreal, she’d been felt up before, but it had never felt so good.  
	“See, improvements, slut.” The handler smiled and pulled his hand away from Debbie’s eager breast.  She thrust her chest out to follow his hand until it was clear he wasn’t going to continue.  Debbie shuddered as she fought back against the deep influence of her imprinting.
	“This slave didn’t need to be improved, Master.” Debbie stated as firmly as she could in her light, girlish new voice.  She realized she was still kneeling with her legs split wide and her pussy on display as well as her chest thrust out.  Debbie knew this was Slave Position 1, a pose that a slave at rest should take to advertise her assets to any Master who cared to look.  
	The Master looked down in surprise as Debbie pulled her legs together slowly, then he smiled.  “Slave Position 1, slut.”
	“Yes, Master.” Debbie squealed and then eagerly threw her legs open again and thrust out her chest.  Her slave cunt quivered as she obeyed, her imprint told her how good it was to do what masters told her to do.  As she thrust out her chest, she finally managed to fight back against the imprint and she slid her legs closed again, this time more forcefully.
	“Interesting, you’re a rather strong willed slut.” The handler smiled as he looked down at Debbie’s quivering naked flesh as she continued to kneel with her legs closed.
	“Yes, Master, this slave is not a slave.” Debbie squealed proudly as she thrust out her large slave tits defiantly as she squirmed with her legs closed.  
	“Really?  Position three slut!” The handler stated firmly and Debbie felt the same thrill of being ordered again.  She crawled away from the other girls and then turned her back to the handler.  Debbie shuddered as she fell onto her hands and knees and spread her legs and thrust up her soft round ass.  The imprint told her that Position Three was for when a Master wanted to enjoy his slave doggy style.  She flushed at the thought of being used like that, in front of her fellow students.  Her imprint flooded her with arousal at the thought even as her own humiliation was washed away.
	“This… this slave… this slave wants to be used!” Debbie stammered as she tried to fight down the imprint’s push for her to debase herself.  She didn’t want to say such things, but the imprint’s push was too strong.  “Please, please fuck this slave, Master.”
	“Oh, Yes, Master!” Debbie squealed again as the handler came up behind her and slid a finger deep into her pussy.  She squirmed back against his invading finger as he slid into her slave cunt.  
	“So what are you slut?” He asked as he slid his finger over Debbie’s slave clit and filled the room with her echoes of pleasure.
	“This… this slave… this slave is a slave.” Debbie whimpered as she tried to fight back again.  Then it was as if something snapped in her, all of the tension slid aside and something new came into her being.  “Oh god, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!”
	Her handler hadn’t noticed the change, but Debbie did as she felt him slide his massive shaft between her open legs.  She felt herself back in control, but the imprint was a part of her now, she spread her legs open wider and shuddered as she felt the thick tip of his shaft sliding against her wet slave lips.  There was no more fighting, she wanted to feel her slave cunt stuffed full of cock and she shuddered in anticipation as he grabbed onto her ass and thrust.
	“Oh god, Yes!” Debbie cried out as she felt a Master slide his cock into her slave cunt for the first time.  He was massive, impossibly big, she thought, even as her pussy easily took in every amazing inch of his long thick manhood.  She squeezed down on him as he slid in.  “Oh yes master, oh god yes.”
	“You like that this slut?” He asked as Debbie felt his balls slap between her legs, and she shuddered at the thought that her slave flesh had taken in such a long thick cock.  
	“Oh yes, Master, I love it!  Oh god, fuck me, please fuck me hard!” Debbie moaned as she squirmed her tight behind back against him as he throbbed deep inside her.  
	“What was that?” Her handler stopped slightly stunned.
	“I want you to fuck me, Master!  Please, fuck me!” Debbie whimpered as she felt such a strange wave of confidence rolling through her.  
	Her handler laughed and then drove into her again.  Debbie squealed out in raw pleasure as her slave tits bounced beneath her.  The former dean’s list student started to thrust back against her Master.  It wasn’t long before she’d coaxed a huge blast of cum from his cock.
	“Oh god that was so hot.” Debbie giggled as she slid off of his cock and then crawled around to face his still wet and sticky cock.  The imprint told her that slaves cleaned their Master’s after being used, and Debbie shivered lustfully.  “May I clean you, Master?”
	“Of course, slut.” The handler replied, still showing a slightly surprised look as Debbie dived down onto his cock.  She’d never sucked on a cock before, but now she was eager to try out the techniques that had been imprinted into her.
	The taste was amazing.  Debbie knew that she’d been imprinted to love the taste of cum and pussy juice, but it didn’t lessen the pure ecstasy of tasting it.  She slid her mouth up and down as she stroked his balls, hoping to coax him back to strength.  
	“Enough, slut.  Stand.” Her handler commanded, and Debbie gave one last suck before she stood up before him.
	“What are you slut?” He asked as Debbie held herself in slave position 2, with her legs spread slightly and her chest thrust out.  
	“I am a slave, Master.” Debbie smiled as she enjoyed having this man look over her curvy slave flesh.
	“What is your purpose, slut?” He asked as he watched her massive chest heaving and her recently used pussy dripping.
	“I live to be used Master, to pleasure any Master that wants to use me.” Debbie stated proudly with her new girlish lilt.  She reached up and slid her hands under her large new slave tits and weighed them in her hands.  “Isn’t that what you wanted when you gave me these huge slave tits, Master?  Or my slutty new voice, or my deep tight slave cunt?”
	“Indeed, and how do you feel about it?” The handler asked, growing amused with this new slut’s behavior.
	“I love it.  It feels so good, and I’m so hot!  God, look at my rack!” Debbie giggled as she jiggled her new slave tits.  “My tit’s are huge and I loved getting fucked by that huge cock of yours, Master.”
	“Interesting, I think I have a new bitch.” The handler laughed as he slapped her on the ass.  “Position 5, slut, and follow me.”
	Debbie blushed as she fell to her hands and knees and then crawled after her new Master.  Her pussy dripped with excitement.  
	“What is Master going to do with me?” Debbie asked as she felt her slave tits jiggling beneath her as she struggled to keep up with him.
	“I’m going to brand you as my slut, and then I’ll enjoy you.” He laughed as he looked back at the eager slut crawling after him.
	Debbie looked up and shuddered at the reality of the feelings coursing through her.  Her skin was tingling from head to toe, aching to be touched, fondled, squeezed or slapped.  Her slave tits felt amazing as they jiggled beneath her.  She’d never thought it would feel like this to have such big tits, and every swing just made her that much hotter. 
	She still didn’t know how this had happened.  It didn’t matter now or probably ever again.  Debbie knew there was only one important thing for her know, to serve, and to know the full pleasure of being a slave slut.
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