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		The filming for Bimbo Island was almost set to begin. Olivia was one of the female contestants, willingly taking bimbofication drugs and trying to avoid having sex with one of the surely to be handsome men who would also be taking part. It was a new concept for a reality television show, but Olivia was eager to take a swing at winning the million dollar grand prize.

		It was a long flight. Olivia had not been paying attention to the time. She actually had no idea where they were going. Tropical island resort was the only description she had been given. It was all part of the contract she had signed.

		There were five other women on the flight, a private jet chartered to take them to their destination. There had been someone to introduce each of them when they boarded. Olivia looked around the plane as it slowly descended for a landing.

		There were three other blondes: Rebecca, Phoebe, and Natasha. It was not the most diverse group that way, but Olivia knew the producers were trying to cast an attractive group of women. And as Olivia herself worked in fashion, she understood how powerful blonde hair was and how much it was prized. Of the three, Olivia felt most worried about Natasha. She had a haughty expression almost constantly painted on her face.

		The other two women were Sophie, a brunette, and Jodie, a redhead. Sophie was tall and could have been a super model if she wanted. Jodie was harder to read.

		Rebecca and Phoebe were also hard to read. They were both reasonably pretty. Rebecca wore a t-shirt with some nerdy reference that Olivia did not understand, but it was tight, showing off her body even when it covered her body. Her glasses made it difficult to know exactly how pretty her face was, but Olivia was certain there was potential there. The producers would not have chosen her otherwise.

		Phoebe had a pretty face, but that was all Olivia could see of her. She wore bulky clothing that completely hid her frame. But she barely made eye contact with anyone since she arrived, making it hard to get a read on her.

		Olivia had shown up for the flight wearing designer everything. It was a perk of her job. Olivia lacked the artistic skills to actually design anything, but she had a knack for knowing what looked good and what would catch fire. She managed a whole team of designers, but now she got a break.

		Not that Olivia was going to treat her time away from work as a vacation. She fully expected the whole time away to be a lot of work. Inning was not going to be easy.

		When the plane finally landed at the small airstrip adjacent to the resort where all six women would be spending their time during their stay, they were told by the pilot to remain seated. The Producer would greet them onboard and explain a few last minute details of how everything was going to work.

		"Hello and welcome to Bimbo Island," the Producer said as soon as he stepped aboard the plane. He was dressed in a suit and had slicked back hair. Olivia thought his smile looked a bit devious, like he was enjoying all of this more than he should have been.

		"You've signed all the paperwork, including your non disclosure agreements. Leaking anything about all of this would not go well for you. We've got more lawyers than you can imagine. Trust me. I'm pretty sure they want to kill me for some of the ideas I come up with."

		I read every page of the contract and other agreements before I signed them. I was nowhere close to being a lawyer. The legalese was all over my head. I probably should have had a lawyer actually read them, but I decided to sign anyway. The chance at the million dollar prize was too much for me to pass up.

		"First of all," the Producer said, "once you get off this plane, there are only twelve people who will talk to you. There is myself, of course, the rest of you, and the six gentlemen who will be joining you for your stay. Anyone else you see will not speak to you. You may speak to them, but unless there is a medical emergency, they have been instructed to remain silent. Additionally, we will only be using first names here. And as for me, simply calling me Producer or the Producer is all that's needed."

		That had never been spelled out specifically, but it made sense to Olivia. It was to encourage the six men and six women to mingle with each other, because once mingling started, the sparks might fly. Or the sex could happen. That was key and the whole purpose of this little game.

		"Next, even though we will be giving you capsules to swallow every morning to represent the bimbo pill, we will actually be giving you injections off camera. That way our medical staff can ensure you get the proper dosage and to make sure no one is cheating."

		Olivia squirmed a little at the thought. She was reasonably comfortable with needles, as long as she did not need to see it. She had needed to look away during her medical physical when they drew blood. It had all gone fine and Olivia was certain that it had been a test to see how people handled them.

		"And remember that you will be monitored at all times," the Producer continued. "If you cum, you are out. The bimbo serum will enhance your body, dull your mind, and raise your libido. And there will be six horny men who will all want to fuck you, but orgasms at your own hands will also equal a loss. I have to say, the odds aren't in your favor, but we'll see who has the resolve necessary to be the winning bimbo of Bimbo Island."

		After that, the women were led off the plane and toward the resort where filming would take place. The men and women taking part in the show were all given rooms in a massive villa that had recently been built. Every part of it was state of the art levels of luxury. There was ample shared living space and a large pool area. There was technically access to a nearby beach, but access was limited. The staff had to clear the beach before any of the contestants could go out there.

		Olivia liked the room she was given. It was spacious and the bed was big and soft. The closet was filled with clothing, all of it good, although not as expensive as her usual tastes. And Olivia noted there were outfits for different body sizes. She looked down at her budding cleavage, nothing dramatic in size, but knowing her girls were about to get a lot bigger. That was part of the bimbo serum. Breast growth, butt growth and supposedly even some lip growth. She had no idea what her future held.

		Not that Olivia had much time to get settled. A doctor arrived for the first injection. It was sooner than she expected, but she was not one to argue. But, as it turned out, it was not a big needle. It was an auto-injector that Olivia barely felt as it was administered. And she felt nothing afterward, no immediate symptoms from the bimbo serum.

		Olivia was not sure when she was supposed to feel anything. How fast did the serum work? And even if the doctor had been permitted to speak to her, he left her room as soon as he had finished. There was no chance for her to ask questions.

		"Fifteen minutes," the Producer said over some sort of intercom system. "I need everyone out by the pool in fifteen minutes. Be ready for the camera, because all the ladies are taking their bimbo pills as the first scene we're shooting.

		Olivia hurried to get ready, pulling out an outfit she thought would fit her. Fifteen minutes was not a lot of time, but she was an expert when it came to fashion. If there was anyone who could make herself look presentable for a camera in such a short amount of time, it was her.

		She found a purple halter top with stripes that would barely cover her chest. It was more like a bikini top or a sports bra, but Olivia liked it because it was stretchy. Not knowing how long it would take for the bimbo serum to kick in, she decided it was best to wear stretchy fabrics, just in case she experienced a sudden surge in breast growth.

		Olivia paired the halter top with a short skirt. She wore a pair of bikini bottoms beneath it, just to preserve her modesty. The last thing she needed was to be known for flashing her pussy on camera on the very first day of filming.

		The last step was slipping her feet into a pair of wedge slides. Olivia was fully aware of how she needed to look good for the camera. Admittedly, unlike other shows, this was not a matter of getting voted off. There was no audience input. Nor did the other women have a say in who got booted off first. It was all down to how long each of the women could hold off having sex.

		Despite Olivia's fast change, it turned out she was actually the only one of the women to change their clothing from the plane. But that also meant she actually looked like she was ready to spend some time by the pool, alongside the six shirtless men.

		Olivia bit her lip as soon as she saw them. Each and every one of them was muscular and beyond handsome. They were hot and Olivia felt a coiling heat building in her belly. She did not even know their names yet, but her body already ached to feel their hands on her sensitive skin.

		"Gather around everyone," the Producer said. "In a moment, we're going to hand out the bimbo pills. I will be off camera for that. The audience will never see or hear me, even if you all will. And once the empty capsules are swallowed, it's game on. Men, you are here to seduce, but it is the women who must initiate sex."

		There was a collective nod from the six studs. That was all Olivia could think of them as. They were studs, each and every one of them, built to fuck sexy women like Olivia. Or so she found herself thinking.

		Once the Producer was out of the way, the women stepped forward and each one of them grabbed a little cup with a pink capsule in it. Olivia tossed it into her mouth and swallowed it dry, not needing a glass of water like Rebecca and Phoebe did. They seemed like such nerds, now more than ever. Olivia could not wait to see them fall, to get big tits and turn into dumb and horny bimbos, begging to be fucked. She knew it would be beyond hot to watch it happen, making her want to rub her pussy to it all, cumming over and over again as the two girls thoroughly debased themselves.

		"Whoa, get a hold of yourself," Olivia chastised herself as she realized where her thoughts were going.

		Wanting to get away from the nerdy and shy girls that had clearly gotten her motor going, Olivia walked over to one of the lounge chairs by the pool. She draped herself across it, posing, looking as sexy as possible. She looked down, into her cleavage, liking what she saw.

		"Wait, am I bigger already?" Olivia asked herself in a whisper.

		Fear raced through her as she looked around the pool area. The other women seemed unfazed by the drugs now coursing through their systems. They spread out, gathering in a group of two and a group of three. Natasha, Jodie, and Sophie sat together, chatting. Phoebe and Rebecca gathered together, although it was unclear if they were actually chatting or if they were just using each other for support against the men.

		But before Olivia had an opportunity to consider the fact she was alone, she suddenly found herself flanked by two of the hottest men she had ever seen. They seemed even hotter than they had only moments before.

		"Hey, I'm Ryan," one of them said.

		"And I'm Chad," the other added.

		"Mind if we sit with you? You seem like a cool chick."

		Olivia had never liked being called a chick before, but she found herself tongue tied. She merely nodded and the two men sat on either side of her, posing their muscular bodies for her.

		Swallowing hard, Olivia suddenly realized how difficult this whole task would be. And somehow she knew that none of these men would wear a shirt the entire time they were here. They were going for maximum seduction and when it came to bimbos, hard torsos and muscular arms was where it was at.

		"I'm Olivia," she said, trying to use her manners while keeping her libido in check. It was not easy.

		After that, Olivia barely managed to keep track of the conversation. She knew they were talking, and she seemed to nod along at various points, but she was left relatively speechless with these two men who resembled Adonis. Thankfully, none of them seemed to push Olivia away from the pool, because she was not sure what she would do if she was alone with these two men. She had a hard time believing she could lose on the very first day.

		Somehow, Olivia managed. She made it through the introductions, meeting all six of the men. In addition to Ryan and Chad, there was also Brad, Liam, Shaun, and Nick. Not that she would possibly be able to remember how to tell them apart. They all looked so similar, but all of them were equally hot. It was like they had been cut from the same mold. They almost could have been related, but there were just enough differences between them for that not to be the case.

		Olivia also made it through their first meal. It was catered, as all their meals were set to be. And there was plenty of alcohol, hoping to loosen people's inhibitions. Olivia had a single drink with dinner, not wanting to risk more. She wanted to fit in and look like she was having fun, but to also keep her wits about her. Olivia had no idea how any of the other women were handling the situation and she was afraid to ask, not wanting to make any enemies on the first day.

		And as soon as dinner was finished, as soon as it was acceptable to retreat to her room, Olivia did so, not knowing what was happening to her. She had never felt this turned on by just being around hot guys. And even though she was turned on, she knew she could not relieve herself. Even alone, she could not masturbate. Any orgasm would send her home. It was all so maddening.

		It did not help that several men tried to pay her a visit. They knocked on her door and called out her name. Olivia hugged her bedding and remained silent, pretending to be asleep. She was afraid that even telling them to go away would somehow result in her inviting them in. And once that happened, she knew that would be the end of it. At this rate, Olivia figured all the girls would cum within a week.

		At some point, Olivia fell asleep. She had managed to change into a loose-fitting nightshirt that fell down to her mid thigh. Olivia did not bother with wearing anything else and when she woke up the next morning, she was glad of that.

		"Holy shit, I've got tits," Olivia cried out as she looked down on the new mounds sticking up off her chest.

		She immediately jumped up and ripped off her nightshirt so that she could see herself in the mirror. And if she had not already been aware, the small breasts that had once barely puffed up off her chest now stuck out visibly, well more than doubling in size.

		Olivia bounced on her toes, watching as her boobs jiggled in a way they never had before. Her eyes were locked onto her tits, unable to look away. As much as such a drastic change should have scared her, she actually found herself smiling, as if the size of her tits gave her worth as a woman.

		"Get a hold of yourself," Olivia finally managed to chastise herself, pulling her eyes away from her reflection's chest. But she could not completely look away. Instead, she observed the rest of her body in the mirror, noting how her ass seemed a bit rounder, her lips a bit plumper, and her blonde hair a bit longer. The whole picture made her look more feminine. She would have to buy new clothes, but the prize for winning would more than cover that.

		Olivia smiled as she got ready for the day, showering and spending time on making her face and hair look good. She knew she needed to continue playing to the cameras and not hide away.

		But when it came to deciding what to wear, Olivia found herself standing in front of her closet for longer than she would have liked, indecisive about what to wear. There were a lot of skimpy outfits calling out to her. She had a burning desire to show off her body, enticing men to fuck her, even though that was the exact opposite of what she needed to do to win.

		Eventually, Olivia chose an outfit similar to yesterday, a halter top that could almost serve as a sports bra. She paired that with a pair of shorts, wanting to keep a barrier between her pussy and any cocks she might come across. But it was only after she had pulled on the pair of booty shorts that she realized she forgot to wear panties.

		However, before she could deal with that, there was a knock at the door. "Injection time," called out the Producer. A moment later, the door opened and a doctor walked in holding the injector pen, followed by the Producer.

		"Oh ho ho," the Producer said. "It looks like we might have a super responder on our hands. How fun?"

		"Super responder?" Olivia asked as she gave the doctor her arm.

		"Nothing to worry about, but you might figure it out when you see the other girls."

		Olivia was about to ask further questions, finding it difficult to find the right words, but the doctor used that moment to inject Olivia with the bimbo serum. It was not painful enough for her to cry out in pain, but it still chased away the thoughts she had collected, silencing her before she could formulate her question.

		"Um, okay," she said instead, adding in a giggle. Olivia had never giggled, but she found it came so much more naturally now.

		"And now you're free to go out," the Producer said. "There's a breakfast bar and the pool looks especially enticing. Enjoy your day and do what comes naturally to you."

		"Thanks, I'll do that," Olivia said before she slipped her feet into a pair of high heels and then practically skipped out of her bedroom, leaving the Producer and the doctor behind.

		Olivia took her fake bimbo pill before she grabbed a plate to load with food. She was hungry. So much of what she ate last night seemed to have gone straight to her boobs. Not that she was complaining. It was nice to have something more on her chest than the little bumps she had before. But such growth required fuel and that was where food came in.

		As it turned out, Olivia was the first of the women to leave the bedrooms and enter the common areas. But there were already two of the men there, sitting at the long table, eating.

		"Olivia," one of them shouted. "Come join us."

		Olivia giggled as she followed their lead. They made room for her to sit between them. She knew she should not do something like that, but she could not help herself. It just felt so good to be in their presence.

		The two men were Shaun and Liam, Olivia eventually learned.

		"You should really wear name tags or something," Olivia said with a giggle.

		"Where would we put them?" Liam asked.

		Olivia found herself looking at the two men's exposed chests. They continued to not wear shirts, leaving their muscular chests and six-pack abs on full display. It would have been appalling if they had not been so hot.

		"Um, good point," Olivia conceded.

		"You up for spending time with us by the pool today?" Shaun asked. "If you ask me, you're probably the coolest chick here."

		"Gosh, that sounds, like, amazing," Olivia practically cooed. She found herself almost tongue tied among these two men. Her pussy was wet and definitely aching for attention. It made it so hard to think.

		And just like that, Olivia found herself lost among handsome men. She giggled and cooed around them, happy to have the other four men join her as the morning wore on. She felt a willingness to do almost anything they suggested. The only thing that kept her from going all the way, from letting one of them actually have sex with her, was how they almost seemed to fight over her, each of them wanting to be the one who fucked her, keeping each other from enjoying such an easy target.

		The reason why they focused on Olivia would be apparent to the viewers at home, when the show was finally cut and edited. While all the women had experienced some growth, it was Olivia who had changed the most. She was a super responder to the bimbo serum, making her transformation more acute. And as none of the other women were showing such drastic changes, moving heavily onto the bimbo spectrum, the men all wanted to be the first man to fuck Olivia, wanting to earn the bonus for making a girl cum.

		The other women seemed to either give Olivia dirty looks, judging her for succumbing to her bimbo instincts, or they looked at her with pity, feeling sorry for her and knowing they would eventually look similar to her. She was paving the way, demonstrating what they all had to look forward to eventually.

		But Olivia paid little attention to the other women. Why would she when she had six sexy studs fawning attention upon her? Although Olivia found herself liking the idea of sex with sexy women too, she somehow understood the other girls were not there yet. If she managed to hold on, she could potentially be the one to make one of them cum, but for the moment, she was happy to be surrounded by what she was pretty sure were six big cocks.

		Somehow, despite the fact Olivia was eager to fuck, the men kept canceling each other out, preventing her from scratching the itch that she was certain only a hard cock deep inside her pussy could solve. And when the group finally gathered for dinner, Olivia could not hold herself back. She drank liberally, sucking down booze faster than she put food in her mouth.

		"Hey, wash you name?" Olivia slurred, asking the man beside her at the table.

		"Nick," he answered as he wrapped a hand around her waist. "Do you want to go back to your room for some fun?"

		Olivia did not exactly answer, but she let herself get lifted up from the table, Nick leading her toward the bedrooms.

		"Hold up," the Producer said, meeting the pair in the hallway. His appearance would not be included in the final edit, but there were times when he needed to intervene.

		"What?" Nick said. "Olivia wants me to fuck her. Don't you, babe?"

		Except Olivia was too drunk. She looked from Nick to the Producer and back again, smiling the whole time, but not really knowing what was happening.

		"She can't consent in this state," the Producer said. "If you fuck her now, you'll be ruining the reputation of yourself and the show. Plus, given how far gone she is, she might not even cum, so you'll look like an ass and still not get anything from it. So here's what you're going to do. You're going to put Olivia to bed. And then tomorrow, I'll arrange for you to get her alone. If you can fuck her when she's sober, then you get the bonus and you can send the bimbo home."

		"Fine," Nick grumbled.

		The Producer stepped aside and let the pair continue down the hall toward Olivia's room.

		"Wash that about?" Olivia asked, her words still significantly slurred.

		"You're drunk and need to go to bed," Nick said as he opened the door to her room. "Now let's get those clothes off so you can sleep."

		Nick had to do most of the work, getting Olivia's outfit off. She was little help with how uncoordinated she was. And as much as he wanted to fuck her, he was glad the Producer had waved him off.

		It took time, but eventually a nude Olivia was tucked into bed, already passed out. And Nick left her there, already smiling, knowing he would have his chance with her, and by waiting, she would be even hotter.

		For Olivia, she slept through the night, only waking when sunlight streamed in through her bedroom window. She stretched lazily, enjoying the warm light on her face as the silk sheets slid across her smooth and sensitive skin. She let out a happy sigh, a smile coming to her face. There was no hint of a hangover, an advantage of the bimbo serum coursing through her blood.

		A knock came at the door and Olivia sat up. The doctor and the Producer walked in, but Olivia did not even think to cover herself. She was completely at peace with her body, actually enjoying having men look at her bare tits.

		She looked down to find her tits big and round, blocking her view of part of her lap. They were a proper set of bimbo tits. And Olivia knew the guys would just love them.

		"It's time for your shot," the Producer said.

		Olivia held out her arm and the doctor professionally gave her the injection. She hoped for more, but they quickly filed out. After all, there were five other shots to be given.

		But now that Olivia was awake, she decided to start her day. She showered and then spent an age applying makeup and fixing her hair. In addition to her tits growing to huge proportions, Olivia's ass had further expanded and her lips and plumped up to the point it was obvious what they were best used for. Her hair was longer too, giving her more to style, but that only made it better in her mind.

		And along with the physical changes, there came mental changes. Olivia's libido was through the roof. She was already wet, her pussy aching to be filled. She felt immensely hot, with a throbbing deep inside of her. Sex was no longer just a fun activity. It was a necessity.

		But then there was also Olivia's mind. She was vaguely aware that she had once been filled with responsibility and worry, but all that was gone. She felt free, her mind mostly empty. And not even the knowledge that she might have to return to the real world or that she seemed likely to lose the game bothered her. It was just so much more fun to go with the flow and let life play out in front of her. A sexy girl like her had nothing to worry about.

		Once she was satisfied with her makeup and had pulled her blonde hair up into a high ponytail, Olivia stood in front of her closet, looking for a sexy outfit to wear. Despite the goal of the show being not to have sex, Olivia could not imagine holding herself back. She wanted to look sexy and to fuck as many hot guys as she could. Her former goal to win the grand prize no longer mattered with more important necessities in front of her.

		A purple halter top and a tiny skirt made up her outfit. Olivia did not bother with underwear. She wanted her pussy to feel the open air and to be readily available for a cock. Her only goal was to have as much hot sex as she could. That was all that mattered now.

		Olivia's last addition to her outfit was a pair of heels so high they made her look like she had stepped off of a stripper stage. But with the shoes in place, she was able to put on a confident smile and walk out of her room, ready for what the day had in store for her.

		And it only took moments for her day to take a sexy turn. As soon as Olivia swallowed down her fake bimbo pill, Nick approached her.

		"Olivia, how about you and I eat breakfast together? I'd love to finish what we started last night."

		"Ooh, I'd love to," Olivia said cheerfully and with a devious smile on her face. "I'd love to eat breakfast from you."

		Olivia grabbed Nick's hand and dragged him back to her bedroom, eager and ready. Her mouth salivated at the mere thought of wrapping her inflated lips around his cock and sucking down every drop of his yummy cum that she could manage.

		"Whoa, you're a horny little bimbo, aren't you?" Nick said as she pulled him into her bedroom.

		"I'm not so little," Olivia said as she reached up and grabbed her tits. "But if you don't feed me right away, I'm gonna get hungry, and I won't be nice anymore."

		"Okay, okay, calm down," Nick said. "I've got what you need."

		Nick pulled down his shorts and his massive cock flopped out. Olivia gasped in surprise, having no idea her new friend was so well hung. She licked her lips, although remained unsure what she should do next.

		"Take off your top," Nick said. "I want to see those tits in all their glory before you drain my balls."

		"Yes, sir!" Olivia jumped into action, which only served to make her tits bounce and jiggle, barely restrained in her little top. She ripped off the top and tossed it aside.

		As soon as Olivia's tits were exposed, Nick wasted no time pulling her close, burying his face between her enormous breasts, licking and kissing. She had never had someone treat her breasts this way before. But they had never been this big either. Olivia could not help but giggle as Nick spent his time motor-boating her.

		"That tickles," she eventually said. "But I like it."

		"Oh yeah, these are great tits," Nick said. "They deserve a lot of attention. But I guess you're hungry for my cock. Take off that little skirt you're wearing and then lay down on the bed with your head hanging off the end. I've always wanted to have a chick suck my cock like that."

		Olivia shimmied out of her skirt, letting it fall to the floor. She left it there as she stepped out of the flimsy fabric and then climbed up onto the bed. She did just as Nick said, laying back, her head and her long ponytail hanging off the edge.

		"Fuck, you're a hot piece of ass," Nick said as she stepped forward, his cock bobbing slightly, matching the beating of his heart. He was an Adonis, but Olivia was a goddess herself. Her body was built for sex, with the big, sexy tits, the plump lips, the small waist, the bubble butt, and the brain that would trip over itself if she was forced to think too hard. She was the complete package now, a total bimbo, inside and out.

		"You say the nicest things," Olivia said, giggling all the while. "Now get that man meat over here and stick it in my mouth. I'm hungry for cock."

		There was nothing Nick could say to that. He stepped forward, placing the head of his cock on Olivia's lips. She wrapped them around his shaft with an eagerness he had never seen from a woman before. His dick slipped easily into her mouth, and she began slurping and sucking like mad.

		He had expected some resistance, but Olivia simply sucked his cock as if born to do such a thing. It was hard to believe she had been a normal and successful woman a few days ago. If he had seen this version of Olivia side by side with the old one, he would have assumed they were only distantly related, such were the changes she had gone through.

		"Now let's see how far you can take it," Nick said as he slid his cock deeper into Olivia's mouth. With her on her back, her head hanging over the edge of the bed, she had no control. It was all up to Nick to fuck her mouth, but he wanted to take it easy to begin, not wanting to push his luck too much.

		But with each little thrust, Olivia took him eagerly, showing now signs of distress. Even when he pushed his cock up against the back of her throat, she did not even hesitate. She kept sucking, as if this was her sole worth as a woman, to be a human cock sleeve, just a set of holes for a man to cum into.

		And Olivia's apparent permission, he kept pushing. Her tight throat proved to have no resistance against him. He watched as her neck bulged around his cock as she took him fully into her throat.

		"Fuck, I've never had a girl take me so deep before," Nick said in surprise.

		Olivia hummed in satisfaction, her vocal cords buzzing with additional simulation for Nick's shaft. She could not have been happier. She had Nick's balls resting on her face as he filled her mouth and throat. She could not breathe at the moment, but if she had been able to, she would have breathed in his heady scent.

		As he had finally reached balls deep into Olivia's throat, Nick decided he could enjoy himself. He pulled back, clearing her airway. Olivia gasped for air, but there was a purring that made it clear she was turned on and happy. Nick then grabbed onto her big tits and used them for leverage as he pushed his cock back into her mouth.

		Olivia gagged and choked, but she took his cock as he slid it in and out of her throat. She was happy, taking the rough treatment with pride, fully enjoying being treated like a sex object. That was how she viewed herself. It was all Olivia wanted to be. She had fully embraced her new bimbo nature, all thanks to the bimbo serum. There was nothing else she wanted to be.

		Nick's balls kept slapping against Olivia's face as he fucked her mouth. Each smack sent a wave of pleasure through him, and he knew she felt it too. They both moaned loudly as they went at it, Olivia's voice muffled by his cock.

		The pace became faster and more frantic as they continued fucking. Nick remained in charge and Olivia was just happy to be along for the ride, getting pleasure from giving pleasure.

		She had taken so much cock that her jaw ached. And yet she still managed to keep going until Nick finally blew his load into her mouth, coating it with thick, white cum. Olivia lapped it up, keeping it from leaking from her puffy lips. She wanted every drop for herself, to enjoy the salty flavor before she swallowed it down. After all, this was her breakfast.

		"Holy fuck," Nick grunted with his orgasm. "I've never had a slut take my cock like that before."

		Once he pulled out of Olivia's mouth, she looked up at him, fluttering her eyelashes at him. "There's more fun for you, because I want you to, like, fuck me. I want another load. This time in my pussy."

		"Fuck," Nick said, his muscular body glistening with sweat. And yet, his cock was making a fast recovery. He had fucked plenty of hot sluts before. It was how he had auditioned for the show. The Producer needed to know he could be a fuck machine. But he had never recovered this fast. Just looking down at Olivia with her wet and eager body, his cock was ready to tackle the neck challenge.

		"How do you want me, stud?" Olivia asked as she climbed up and repositioned herself on the bed, posing to highlight her big tits and big ass, making sure both were working for her. Even though Olivia was incapable of serving in her old job, managing a fashion design team, she had spent enough time around models to pick up a few things. The way she arched her back and turned her body just so, complete with a come hither look in her eyes, was enough to make any man hard and ready to fuck her. She was a natural bimbo. All she needed was the right motivation. And even with the prospect of being the first woman to fail on the show, all she cared about was getting Nick's cock inside of her.

		Nick merely grunted as he climbed up on the bed. He grabbed Olivia by the hips and flipped her around, putting her on her hands and knees. He pushed her shoulders down, pressing the mouth he had just cum in into the bedspread. Then he grabbed hold of Olivia's hips and lined himself up with her pussy.

		"Yes," Olivia called out as he pushed his cock into her, splitting her open. "Fuck me! Fuck my tight cunt!"

		It was not the most eloquent speech, but it worked nonetheless. Nick leaned forward, grabbing onto her hips again, and started pounding her pussy.

		"Mmm," Olivia moaned as she rocked her body back and forth to match his thrusts. "Faster, baby, give me that dick. Fill my womb with your seed."

		With each thrust, Nick drove his cock further into her pussy, stretching it wider than ever before. Her inner walls clung to him tightly, squeezing him, urging him to go faster, deeper.

		"Fuck," Nick groaned, unable to stop himself from driving his cock into her tight hole. "This bimbo is amazing."

		Olivia giggled happily, feeling her insides burn with sensation. She loved this part best: being full of cock. Nothing else mattered. Not work or money. Only sex. That was what life should be about. Sex. Pleasure. A perfect day.

		"Keep pumping that cock into me," Olivia encouraged him. "Fill me up. Fuck me like a porn star."

		Nick chuckled softly as he picked up the pace. He slammed his cock into Olivia's pussy as hard as he could. He was surprised at how much stamina he had managed, but he had no idea the men were being drugged. Nick had been too caught up in the idea of hooking up with sexy bimbos for him to read the fine print of his contract. The drinks he consumed were all laced with a drug to both push him to think with his dick and to give him added stamina so he could last for hours if needed.

		So far, it seemed to be doing its job. Nick pounded Olivia relentlessly, ramming his cock in and out of her pussy.

		"Oh god yes," Olivia cried out. "Harder! Give me that cock! Make me cum!"

		Her words spurred Nick on, his balls tautly contracting as he rammed his cock in and out of Olivia's pussy. And finally he came. His cock surged with his hot, white seed. He painted Olivia's insides with it.

		And then Olivia was cumming, too. Her vision turned white as her first bimbo orgasm raced through her body like an out of control wildfire. It burned through her, lighting her nerves on fire with every pleasurable sensation possible. Every inch of her lit up as the cascading pleasure swept through her body on wave after wave.

		Olivia screamed out, her calls of orgasm echoing throughout the Bimbo Island villa. Every person there, even the contestants out by the pool, knew Olivia was cumming her brains out. She had lost the battle, but she had found relief.

		When Nick finally pulled out of her pussy, he collapsed on the bed beside her, spent. She rolled onto her side, her pussy dripping with his cum. Olivia's chest heaved with exertion.

		And then the Producer walked in.

		Olivia simply looked up at him, barely able to focus her eyes. Her brain was still foggy from her intense orgasm, and she could hardly remember where she was. She blinked several times, trying to clear away the remnants of her blissful high. But then she just gave up, realizing as a bimbo, she would somehow end up on her feet. Or, she would end up on her knees, but that was just as good.

		"Congratulations to the both of you," the Producer said, clapping his hands together. "Olivia, you're the first bimbo to cum on Bimbo Island. You won't be winning the grand prize, but I'm guessing you don't care about that anymore. And Nick, you get the bonus for making Olivia cum. Why don't you put those shorts back on and go get congratulated by the other guys? I need to talk to Olivia here."

		Nick managed to get up and pull his shorts back on. Then she shuffled out of the bedroom, unsure what kind of reception he would get when he rejoined the others.

		For Olivia, she just kept laying there, knowing she looked sexy, even as she had cum leaking out of her. The Producer would talk to her and she would move if he ordered her to.

		"I know we told you that you would be sent home after cumming, but that wasn't entirely true. I can put you on a plane and have you back home by tonight, if you want. Or, we can remove you from the villa, but let you stay here at the resort during the remainder of filming. You could have as much sex as you want with anyone. We've got lots of staff staying in here and there are other guests, too. What do you say?"

		Olivia smiled. "More sex." It was a statement. It was her purpose.

		"Great," the Producer said. "Just give me a few minutes to get everything organized and we can move your wardrobe to a room elsewhere in the resort. Stay here for now and we'll get all of this sorted."

		"You're the boss," Olivia said with a giggle.

		She continued to lay there on the bed, enjoying the remaining high from her orgasm. She could not imagine a better feeling. Yes, she knew she had lost, but now that she was a bimbo, it felt more like a win. She was free. She was free to be the dumb and sexy girl she now was. And she was free to have as much sex as she could manage. To her, it felt like she had won the lottery. It was one of the joys of being a super responder to the bimbo serum. And it was all thanks to her participation in Bimbo Island.
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