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Bimbo Academy: Breaking Her In

Chapter 1

Clara is petty above all else.

She was meant to start Harvard law school. Instead, she’s here at Bimbo Academy, dressed in the most humiliating and skimpy uniform. It’s obnoxiously pink and girlish: a tank top with a miniskirt to match. And of course, heels that she can barely walk in.

But it’s all part of the long game, she tells herself. All just to get back at Brad.

She enters the Academy grounds, which look no different than any other university campus. Except, all the women here are…

Clara tries her best not to judge. Truthfully, and unsurprisingly, all the women here look like wannabe Barbie-dolls. And Clara isn’t in a position to look down on them either — she feels so ugly in comparison.

She can’t help but think: no wonder Brad left me, when he can date women like this.

Clara hurries to her first class. She tries not to laugh when she sees the course title in her schedule: “Bimbo Principles”

At first, it doesn’t feel all that different from any other university class. It’s in a decently sized lecture hall, and the professor starts by going through some slides explaining the structure of the semester.

But that professor is dressed in a latex minidress, and teeny tiny hot pink heels. And the slides now have pictures — pictures of porn stars with their tits out and legs spread. Clara feels her entire body flush red with embarassment.

“A bimbo is NOT just an attractive, slutty woman,” the professor says, pulling up another image of a porn star, this time wearing nothing at all. “Can anyone tell me what is wrong with this image?”

The lecture hall falls silent. After a heavy pause, Clara looks around, and someone — the only other brunette here — raises her hand tentatively.

“I don’t understand. Is it because we can’t tell if she’s dumb or something?”

The professor laughs. “What’s your name, darling?”

“Madison…” the brunette answers back, her voice trailing like she’s not even sure.

“Madison,” the professor says, giving them a dramatic pause. “Intelligence is almost irrelevant for a bimbo. It’s a common assumption, yes, that bimbos are dumb. But cleverness, or dumbness, has little to do with the true principles of being a bimbo.”

Madison’s brows crinkle a little, and Clara purses her lips to hold back her smile. Wasn’t this a bit pretentious?

“Well, anyway,” the professor continues, “You’ll come to understand the nuances. A bimbo is more than just a pretty thing. She is the epitome of femininity. Everything about her is carefully constructed. Artificial. Unnatural, even. But that’s precisely why she is so perfect.”

Clara holds back a snort, struggling not to openly roll her eyes. Why is she here again? Is she really going to brainwash herself with this poorly-disguised propaganda? Why should she try to be some perfect, living-breathing-Barbie doll? Just so the men who fund this academy can jerk themselves off?

“Let’s see if we can figure out what a bimbo is ourselves,” the professor says, wheeling out a whiteboard. She turns and smiles at the class. “What are some feminine qualities?”

This time a few hands shoot up.

“Beautiful.”

“Soft.”

“Sexual.”

“Demure.”

Oh for fuck’s sake. Clara just can’t contain herself anymore.

“Aren’t these all a bit outdated?” Clara blurts out.

The lecture hall falls deathly silent. The professor’s eyes drift towards Clara’s, but there was no hint of surprise in them at all.

“Outdated? How so?”

Clara chuckles nervously. “I mean, surely we all know that personality traits aren’t “boy” or “girl” traits. A woman can be stoic and strong the same way a man can be soft and demure. The categories at best don’t make sense. At worst, it’s just plain sexis —”

“Clara, right?” the professor says, smiling at Clara like she was a small child who had said something ignorant. “Women can have any trait, masculine or feminine, I’ll give you that. Just now, you’ve given in to your masculine side to speak up and correct me. But here at the academy, we value femininity above all else. Our job is to help you reach your full potential as the ultimate feminine woman. Since you’re here, I assume that is what you want, isn’t it?”

Clara swallows, her throat going dry with how all the eyes in the lecture hall were on her now. Even Madison, though Clara likes to think her expression is one of sympathy.

The thing is, what the professor said was true. Even though Clara looks down on the ditzy, plastic-y women Brad goes after, if that’s what it takes to make him look twice, to regret his stupid decision to dump her — wasn’t it worth wanting?

Clara stays quiet for the rest of the lecture, letting the professor’s words ring endlessly in her mind.


Chapter 2

The first few days at Bimbo Academy are nothing short of bizarre for Clara.

One of her classes, “Bimbo Presentation”, takes place in what looks like a filming studio, with hair and make up stations set up next door. Their instructor, Stanislav, bores on and on about lipstick and contouring.

Madison and Clara glance at each other, both thinking the same thing: is this half-shaven scruffy guy really going to lecture US on how to look?

“Alright, ladies,” the instructor says, the barest hint of a smile now on his stoic face. “It’s time for a pop-quiz. Or exam, I should say. You each have ten minutes to get yourselves ready, making sure to put into practice the principles I’ve taught you today. Now go!”

Although Clara never considered herself an expert, doing her make-up and clothing was the dead-easy part of her day. She’s sure she’ll ace the activity today, hurrying to a make-up station and going on auto-pilot. Of course, she packs it on a little heavier than normal, and chooses the skimpiest, most school-girlish outfit she can wear.

All the girls line up, each one standing in front of the camera and lights while Stanislav appraises them. Clara looks to Madison, trying to hide her nervousness. Madison flashes a smile — her lips way too overlined and swollen-looking. Clara doesn’t know if she should say anything. The way Madison has done herself up is garish, not pretty at all. Clara has at least tried to make herself look slutty in a way that is still publically presentable.

To her surprise, when it comes to Madison’s turn, Stanislav gives her an approving nod.

“You’ll be a knockout once you get those implants. Keep practicing!”

Clara barely has time to understand why Stanislav thought Madison looks good like that. She steps up into the spotlight, fingers toying with the edge of her miniskirt as Stanislav narrows his eyes.

“You’re bare faced.”

Clara blinks. “What do you mean?”

“You’re barely wearing anything. You look the same. Did you even listen to the instructions?”

Clara feels her face grow hot. “Of course I did.”

“And are those black stockings?”

“Y-Yes…” Clara swallows, barely stopping herself from blurting: so what?

The instructor pulls Clara in front of the entire class, her legs now trembling a little. Oh god, has she fucked up that badly? How?

“Everyone, Clara here has been kind enough to show us exactly what not to do. Who can tell me what she did wrong?”

Everyone’s hands go up. Clara feels mortified, she wants to die on the spot right then and there as she hears her classmates pick apart her appearance.

Is she not slutty enough? She’s never worn a mini-skirt before, never even shown this much cleavage. Her makeup is pink, girly, obvious — at least she had thought it was. But everyone has something to say about how tame she looks. Even Madison.

“Let me show you how it’s done,” the instructor says, bending down to unroll the stockings off her feet.

Clara flinches.

“H-Here?!” she squeaks.

“You better get used to it. A bimbo has no qualms getting naked in front of other people.”

Clara purses her lips and says nothing, face bright red while the instructor undresses her. Stockings, then her skirt, then her tube top.

She’s eventually left in nothing but her white panties.

The instructor hums appreciatively. “Well. Looks like you did something right, at least.”

Clara folds her arms around her breasts to cover them up, but no one, not even the instructor, seem even remotely interested in them. She guesses that in an academy full of double D’s and bigger, her breasts aren’t all that remarkable.

The thought makes her want to shrink away even more.

“Let’s go with a slutty secretary kind of look for you,” the instructor says, eyes running skeptically up and down her body. He disappears into the store room and comes back with a bundle of clothing, which he tosses into her arms. “Put these on.”

Clara fumbles to get dressed, nervous even though most of the class is bored and chatting amongst themselves by now. She slides on a high-waisted pencil skirt, tight around her ass, and clasps up a lacy pink push-up bra. She tucks in a white shirt, which the instructor immediately rips open.

“No. Keep your tits exposed.”

“O-Okay…” Clara says, her voice tiny. She then slides on her stiletto heels, and messily puts her hair up into a bun with the scrunchie she was given.

“You see, Clara,” the instructor says, using his hands to adjust her pose — hips tilted, toes pointed, chest out. Lastly, he squeezes her tits together, probably imagining them at least three times bigger. “It’s about being the perfect fantasy. It’s not enough to show your body. Men can find a hot body just about anywhere. You need to show that you’re more than that. You’re a fuck doll. Eager to please. Ready to submit. Do you understand? Everything about your appearance has to communicate that.”

The instructor’s hand is cupping Clara’s chin now, thumb and index finger pushing her cheeks in a little.

Clara can only nod.

“Good. Now since you failed the assignment — which you did, let’s be real here — you’ll need to do some extra credit work.”

Her heart beats a little faster now, feet fidgeting. Did he mean —?

“Get down on your knees, Clara. I’ll show you how to use those lips.”

Clara does as she is told, her heels clunking awkwardly against the wooden floor. The instructor squeezes his thumb and index finger together, forcing her mouth open.

“Now normally, you’d have overlined those lips at the very least to give them that perfect ‘O’ shape. But my dick will do that for you, too,” the instructor chuckles to himself, unbuckling his belt and tugging his half-hard cock out.

Clara watches as he teases the shaft of his cock against her lips, rubbing it up and down her face.

This is so degrading, she thinks, even as her panties started to get damp. No, they’re getting damp precisely because she’s being degraded, because her body has been dressed and painted and manipulated just to please Stanislav’s cock.

“Use your hand now,” the instructor orders, and Clara reaches up to massage his cock as it grows thicker and harder. It’s a bit bigger than what she is used to — bigger than Brad’s.

She guides the tip to her open mouth, lapping at it timidly with her tongue.

“That’s it…” the instructor says, thrusting his hips to push the cock in deeper, grazing against the roof of her mouth. “Now take it all in.”

Clara half-chokes when it reaches the back of her throat, it’s thickness almost too much for her. The instructor grabs the back of her messy bun and starts fucking her mouth like it’s a fleshlight — something he could just use.

And meanwhile the entire class is still watching. Stanislav’s assistants are jerking themselves off in their pathetic, shadowy corners. The girls are watching Clara quietly, like they’re learning by example.

Clara’s eyes flutter as her throat gets used to the fullness. She’s never been fucked like this before, never thought she’d want to cum just by having her mouth used like this.

“Tighten your lips,” Stanislav grunts. “Relax your throat. Good… you like it, don’t you? I can see the way your eyes are rolling back. Can’t wait to see your face when you start Basic Training. So many of our students are like you — stubborn… until they get a cock shoved up their cunt.”

Clara moans, the sound of it muffled by his cock. Her pussy is throbbing now, aching to be touched. Drool and pre-cum is dripping down her chin, her mascara surely streaking down her face by now.

She slips her hand under the hem of her panties, wanting so badly to touch herself, but feeling too ashamed to admit it, to give away the last shred of her pride to this academy.

The instructor slides his cock out of her wet mouth with a sloppy wet noise, his hand furiously rubbing the shaft. With his other hand he pulls Clara’s head back, exposing her chest to him.

He cums on her cleavage, leaving white streaks on her tits. Clara is panting, still catching her breath. She feels so dirty, but in a way that excites her — and that is what makes her reach up to wipe away at her chest.

Stanislav slaps her hand away.

“Don’t wipe it away,” he says, pulling his phone out. Stanislav is smirking, chuckling to himself. “We should document your progress.”


Chapter 3

Basic Training starts out as a physical education class of sorts. Running, push-ups, squats… Basic physical fitness is ground zero for a bimbo.

Clara thinks she has this down easily, at the very least. She won’t be humiliated like she was the other day.

“Today, ladies,” the instructor Stanislav starts, his annoying smarmy smile briefly directed at Clara, “we’re going to cover one of the most basic positions a bimbo must learn.”

The girls around Clara mutter excitedly around her.

“Most of you know it as ‘doggy style’, but some of you may know that bimbos give it an extra special something. Would anyone like to demonstrate?”

One of the girls, Anna, is the first of many to shoot her hand up.

Sometimes Clara wonders if some of the girls deliberately fail their yearly exams.

“I will!” Anna giggles, jogging up to the front. She gets down on all fours, her knees and palms to the floor. Then she lowers and arches her back, her breasts pressed down and her ass all the way up.

“Excellent, Anna,” the instructor says. He nudges her feet with his shoe. “Spread your legs a little more… that’s it…”

He stares for a moment at her before licking his lips and facing the class. “A bimbo must present herself. If she’s not readily available — and obvious about it — then why should any man give her that pleasure? The key aspect here is the arched back. If it isn’t arched like this, but straight or even worse, hunched over, then you’ve already lost his interest.”

“Are we gonna demonstrate how this looks in practice?” Anna asks, her cheek pressed to the floor. “With my back arched like this I mean… What would a man do…?”

Clara resists the urge to roll her eyes. After all, she is supposed to be learning.

“Well…” the instructor laughs darkly. He yanks Anna’s shorts and panties down, revealing her ass and perfectly shaved pussy. She is already glistening, clearly waiting for it.

The instructor pushes his cock in, sliding easily into Anna. He doesn’t waste any time — he thrusts fast and rough, Anna’s back arching even more and her neck craning as she moans.

Clara unwittingly feels it between her legs watching this, imagining herself in Anna’s position. Would she really look like that though? Her tits would hardly squish up lewdly against the floor like that, and she isn’t sure she’d be able to let a man fuck her like that. Let alone the instructor, who is a smug bastard who clearly likes how Clara’s pride is being chipped away with every lesson.

The instructor pulls out and cums on Anna’s ass. She is drooling on the floor with her mouth hanging open, flushed and dopey looking.

“Now everyone pair up with a demonstrator and try to do the same, though I doubt you can do it as beautifully as Anna.”

Clara purses her lips and looks nervously around at the different demonstrators. They’re always grinning — of course, they’re getting paid to fuck gorgeous women. They are gorgeous themselves obviously, with impossibly chiselled abs and their boxers bulging already.

One comes up to Clara. Introduces himself as Steve.

She gets down on her knees and palms, spreading her legs a little further apart. She tentatively lowers herself down, pressing her chest to the floor.

“L-Like this?” she asks, hating how timid she sounds.

Steve hums, probably not even listening. She pulls her shorts and panties down, leaving them tight and bunched up around her thighs.

Clara gasps softly when she feels the head of his cock prod at her pussy.

“Arch your back more,” Steve says, pressing his hand at the small of her back.

Clara arches a little. Just then she feels his cock push in, the head thick and hot as it spreads her pussy open. She bites her moan down.

“A-Am I doing it, right?” Clara asks shakily, Steve making short, forceful thrusts, his cock getting deeper inside her each time.

Steve grunts. “M-More.”

“More what?”

“Arch your back.”

“I am.”

“Not like Anna’s.”

Deep hot shame runs through Clara’s body. Not like Anna’s. Even as he is fucking her, Steve — this guy she only just met — is complaining she isn’t enough. As if she isn’t humiliating herself enough as she is, as if she isn’t already bent over and spreading her pussy open like a cock-hungry whore. What more does he want?

“He’s right, Clara,” the instructor, the last person Clara wants to hear right now, says. “You’re really not making a flattering shape here. What even is that angle?”

“I told her to arch her back,” Steve adds.

“No. This won’t do,” the instructor says sharply. “Pull out. Good little bimbos present themselves. If she won’t offer herself up, then she doesn’t get any.”

Steve pulls out, leaving Clara’s pussy feeling empty. Then, a sharp sting across her ass. She yelps.

“Get up on your elbows. Push your ass up.”

Clara does just that, only to get spanked again. The pain sears across her ass cheek, burning more with humiliation than anything else. Everyone else is watching now.

“Ass. Up.”

Clara squeezes her eyes shut in embarassment as she lifts her ass up, her pussy even more exposed now. The pose is straining, her limbs trembling.

“That’s it…”

Steve’s cock re-enters her, the angle now allowing it in even deeper. Clara can’t stop the moan that comes out of her, pleasure and relief running through her. It feels so good inside her like that, hitting at just the right angle, too. And the fact that she is so exposed, like her pussy and ass are up for anyone and everyone to use.

Steve’s thrusts become rougher, harder so that his body slaps against her sore ass each time. Her moans and gasps become louder, higher-pitched, her legs spreading further apart until she can hear the rip of her panties.

“F-Fuck —” she gasps.

She is getting close, itching to reach between her legs and get herself to an orgasm. But just as she is about to do that —

Steve pulls out again. Slap. Her other ass cheek is now stinging.

“Your back is straight again. Do you even want this?”

Clara swallows. “Y-Yes. Obviously I’m here, aren’t I?”

Somehow she can hear both Steve and the instructor roll their eyes.

“We’re wasting our time here.”

The instructor pulls her up — her pussy drenched and drool dribbling down her chin. “This is the second time you’ve been in the bottom of the class, Clara. You need to do better. Bimbos beg for cock. And I don’t see it with you. You’re too prideful. You think men are just gonna fuck you because you’re here with your panties down? Well. Actually, most probably would. But if you really want to impress a man, keep him around? This is what you do.”

Clara says nothing, just bites her trembling lip to keep from bursting into tears. The instructor lets go of her.

“Fail again and we’ll have to talk about whether you really should be here at the Academy.”


Chapter 4

Clara storms back to her room, teary eyed and panting. She whirls around and shuts the door behind her, sinking down shakily to the floor.

This is so stupid… Why was she doing this anyway? Just to make a fool out of herself? Just to degrade herself, and for who?

For fucking Brad? That asshole who left her because she wasn’t enough of a Barbie doll for him? Why was she so hellbent on achieving that impossible ideal anyway? The whole point was that it was impossible. That’s how Brad made sure she stayed in line, stayed loyal and eager to please him. Because she was always chasing that ideal, always ashamed for not having a tiny waist, for not wanting to get those big, fake, plastic tits.

She was ready to start Law school. She had an entire career lying ahead, waiting for her. She didn’t need looks to succeed in life. So why this?

She tiredly picks herself up and sits in front of the dressing table mirror, looking clinically at her mascara-streaked face. She looks like a sad clown, anyway, even when she does try to be that picture-perfect bimbo.

Maybe that’s why it bothers her so much. It is the one thing she can’t just… work hard at, at least not without sacrificing her sense of self. Either you are a gorgeous blonde bombshell, or you’re not. Or you’re a fake.

She wipes off her makeup, dragging the cotton pad across her skin, watching it become bare and irritated. Then she changes out of her skimpy outfit, showers off the cum and sweat from her body, and changes into her nightdress.

She’s ready to pack and prepare herself to leave the Academy first thing in the morning. C;ara didn’t see any point staying here another day longer.

And then her phone buzzes. Somehow, she knows.

Clara picks it up. Presses the notification.

Brad has just put a new story on his page. He’s standing on a boat, smiling broadly, and his arm is wrapped around someone’s tiny, perfect waist. The rest of her is doll-like, too, her body tight and lean except for her chest, which looks painfully heavy with her large breasts. Her thick pink lips were pouting, not even a smile, really, but Clara can oh so easily imagine what Brad did with those lips tonight.

Clara throws her phone across the room. White hot rage pulses through her, her fingernails digging into her palms.

Jealousy isn’t even enough to describe it — vengeful was in there, somewhere, too. Something ugly like that. Rage that Brad had ever made her feel lesser, just because she wasn’t some impossibly perfect fuck-doll.

Is it really enough to go to Law school and live life like Brad was never in it? Isn’t there some lame cliche — the best revenge is a life well lived?

No. Bullshit. Clara can do better than that.

She has to make him feel just as inadequate. He has to feel that very same, stabbing pain in the heart — that shame. And there was only one way she can do it.

“I’ll prove Brad wrong — I’ll become the perfect bimbo he can’t have!”


Chapter 5

For the next few weeks, Clara takes her classes seriously. With the need for vengeance stinging fresh, she doesn’t care how stupid the Bimbo Academy curriculum seems to her. To really get at Brad, to hit him where it hurt most, she has to first embody his perfect fantasy in a way no one else had, or ever could.

So she studies. Practices her makeup. Buys the right clothes. Exercises and rehearses the poses, the positions, the posture. Her class notes are the one thing guiding her day to day life. Nothing else matters.

Eventually, she even surpasses her classmates. Even Madison. She starts noticing things they’re doing wrong, feels tempted to even teach some of these classes herself. That’s how confident she feels.

She has absorbed everything she needs to know about the way a bimbo is supposed to look and carry herself. And that’s enough… right?

That’s what she thinks right up until the day of the mid-year exam.

Clara has never looked more perfect. Her hair is dyed blonde and let down loose around her shoulders. She’s wearing a hot pink mini-dress, almost like latex, sticking close to her skin. No bra, just a flimsy thong underneath. Her breasts aren’t as big as they should be (she will have to book her surgical enhancements next), but they bounce and jiggle as she walks.

She’s wearing nine-inch heels, jingly bracelets, and her face is caked in makeup, her lips overlined to make up for the fact that she hasn’t gotten her lip filler injection yet either.

Clara turns up to the examination hall, feeling the gazes of her classmates, who are probably still doubting her abilities as a bimbo. She’s only been to this academy for a mere few months, after all. But she is determined.

The instructor, Stanislav, is there waiting in the front of the hall, his gaze catching onto Clara as she walks in, her knees wobbling a little with nervousness.

She’s practiced this — even offered herself up to some of the demonstrators outside of academy hours to test her and give her feedback. There is no way she can fail.

The instructor clears his throat and the examination hall quiets down. It’s an empty gym court, but there are yoga mats strewn out for each girl.

“I’m sure some of you are very familiar with this process,” the instructor says, smiling dirtily. “But I’ll explain for the new girls. This exam is a comprehensive one. Judges will score you according to two main qualities: Bimbo Appearance, and Bimbo Behaviour. The first component has already been marked as you walked in just now. And next, we’ll test your abilities to perform the Bimbo’s ultimate duty — pleasuring men.”

Demonstrators enter the room and form into groups — three or four men per bimbo.

“We’ll start with the basic, on all fours position, and from there, we expect you to improvise until every man in this hall has been satisfied. The exam may take longer than two hours. Refreshments, snacks, and breaks will be provided if that is the case.”

Clara can’t help but snort at the sudden formality, clamping her manicured hand over her mouth when she heard it echo loudly in the hall. Almost everyone is too nervous to care. The instructor glances at her though, and gives her a look that almost says: you won’t be laughing for long.

She gets onto her yoga mat, knees and wrists to the floor — ass as high up as possible, and her back arched. The demonstrators around her murmur encouragingly. She glances at the examination hall clock. The timer begins.

“Let’s see if you’ve improved at all since the last time I tried this,” one of the demonstrators, Steve, says. He lifts her dress over her ass, and pulls her thong to the side to expose her pussy. He roughly rubsd with his palm, groping her in a way that makes her shiver with anticipation.

“Are you gonna beg for it, or what?” one of the other demonstrator’s asks, already palming his massive bulge through his boxer trousers. The name on his boxers read ‘Chad’.

“P-Please…” Clara swallows, her voice hitching when Steve’s fingers dip inside her pussy. “Fuck me. Put your cock inside me.”

Steve grunts, pulling his fingers out. “I’m not convinced.”

Clara angles her hips to expose more of her pussy to him. She feels her face flush red with humiliation. “Make me your cocksleeve, s-sir. I need to be fucked, please… I want to feel you cum inside me.”

“That’s more like it,” Steve says, rubbing the head of his cock against her pussy, slowly stretching her pussy lips as he enters her. “You like it raw, don’t you? Whore.”

“Y-Yes!” Clara moans, leaning back into Steve’s cock. She feels so full, so content being fucked, that it feels like it is making her brain melt. “I’m a whore…”

Steve thrusts rhythmically into her, his hips making a slapping noise against her ass. Her entire body jolts each time, his cock reaching in so deep her legs feel like jelly.

“You should have seen her a few months ago,” another demonstrator, Andre, says. Both he and Chad are jerking themselves off watching her getting fucked like this, and it only makes Clara’s pussy tighter. “She was a frigid little bitch. Now look at her. Cum-hungry slut.”

Clara can only moan, her mouth hanging open against the floor. Chad must have seen it as an invitation, because he picks up her upper body and feeds his massive cock into her mouth, sliding in all the way down into her throat. Her eyes water, but she’s practiced this enough to lose her gag reflex, just like a good bimbo should.

“Get underneath her, I want to try out her asshole,” Andre says to Steve.

Steve pulls out, slowly as if to tease Clara, and the three of them reposition her like she is a doll to be fucked however they pleased. Steve is underneath her now, cock sliding into her pussy without wasting any time, and Andre is already spreading her ass and pushing his thick cock inside her at the same time, his intrusion searing and ecstasy-inducing all at once.

Clara has never been double-penetrated like this before, her body shifting and moving between the two men as they mercilessly use her body for their pleasure. Her high-pitched moans are drowned out by Chad’s cock, which is quick to resume fucking her throat. Someone grabs her tits, squeezes them, and she feels her holes grow tighter and tighter with how overwhelmed and used she feels.

“Bimbo slut.”

“Whore.”

“You’ll take any cock, won’t you?”

Yes… Clara’s sex-muddled brain screams, unable to form together any coherent thought, any objections to the things these men are saying as they fuck her, cum inside her, take turns with her holes and use them in every possible combination and angle. Her body siezes with orgasm over, and over again, until she is left dumb and drooling on the floor.

An hour later, she’s left sprawled on the mat — covered in cum, clothes torn, but satisfied.

The instructor peers over at the half-naked, lewd state of her body, and smiles. “Clara, you passed. You can continue onto the next semester.”

Clara can only moan contentedly, running her hands up her tits.

“I can’t wait to see what you become by the end of your time at the Academy,” the instructor says, unzipping his trousers and pulling his cock out.

Even though her body is exhausted, limp with pleasure, she turns over onto her hands and knees. She spreads her legs and arches her back perfectly, happily taking in the instructor’s cock.

She can’t wait to see what she becomes either.
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Gorgeous, no-nonsense CEO Joan Steele arrives at her company’s Free Use branch to set financial records straight — only to find it in complete, slutty, sex-crazed chaos. Joan must resist the temptation to take the miracle drug that will transform her, too, into a fun-loving, blonde, big-breasted bimbo — because once she does, her employees won’t hesitate to degrade, humiliate, and share her as the office sex toy…


About the Author

Stacy loves writing about the corruption of innocent women into mindless, sex-obsessed, fertile bimbos. Her stories are inspired by her own fantasies of transformation and complete, ecstasy-inducing submission to multiple virile men.

BIMBOFICATION | Hypnosis | FREE USE | Submission | GANGBANGS | Bimbo Harems

Find more of her sizzling hot fantasies at author.to/stacypines
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