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		Olivia was gone. Natasha had watched her downfall with both fascination and fear. The speed with which Olivia failed, with which she transformed, was scary to all of the women taking part in Bimbo Island.

		But it was not just Olivia who had failed now. Jodie had as well. The sassy redhead, once a defiant and almost bratty contestant, had given into her primal urges.

		Everyone had been hanging out at the pool. Jodie was wearing a little bikini. Most of the women had opted for more revealing outfits as the days progressed. Only the two nerds, Rebecca and Phoebe were still wearing relatively normal clothes, bundled up in the corner with books open in their laps. All they ever seemed to do was sit there and read all day.

		But it was Jodie who suddenly jumped up with a frantic look in her eyes. "I can't take it anymore," she shouted, sounding crazed. She grabbed two men as she rushed inside. It was only minutes later when the Producer came out to share how Jodie had orgasmed. Another woman was leaving the villa.

		Natasha had arrived at the villa believing she was better than everyone else. She had been born wealthy and that had given her a cane and conceited personality. The decision to join Bimbo Island had been made out of boredom. Natasha was already a good looking woman, but she wanted to raise her public profile and a reality show was just the way to do it. And given who she was, Natasha believed winning was guaranteed.

		Now, however, she was not so sure. The breast growth had been steady. Each day she seemed to add on another inch or so. That was what she figured at least. She had not thought to bring a tape measure. And she had no access to a scale either. The only medical treatment she had was her daily injection of the bimbo serum, the small prick that flooded her body with new instructions for her cells to follow.

		It did not help how it was not just the daily breast growth that made her question whether she really was the superior specimen that she thought she was. Her butt was rounding out, her lips becoming fuller and more pouty, and her blonde hair seemed determined to set new growth records. It was getting so long now.

		And then there were the mental effects. Natasha felt her growing libido. It got stronger within a couple hours of every dose of the bimbo serum. And once it spiked, that became her new baseline. It was becoming difficult to keep her hands away from her pussy. Even her sensitive tits were becoming difficult to keep her hands from.

		Natasha would be sitting out by the pool, wearing a cute, red bikini. It was not as sexy as what Sophie wore. Her bikini was clearly meant to make herself look as attractive as possible. And with her figure that could have made her a super model when they arrived, was now filling out to the point any modeling she did would more likely be of the fetish variety, with a heavy emphasis on big boobs.

		But Natasha also felt the dulling of her mind. She looked at the nerds with their heads buried in books. She had once been a woman who liked to read. Now, the idea of reading more than a few lines of text gave her a preemptive headache. Natasha wondered if she would even be able to read when this was over. The one saving grace was how the winner of Bimbo Island also got the antidote to the bimbo serum. She would get her life back.

		Of course, Natasha was not under any delusion that she could completely go back to normal when the show was over. She assumed after her breasts returned to her normal size, she would want to be bigger. But with her family's wealth, she knew she could afford the surgeries necessary to get her perfect body.

		That was all assuming she won, which Natasha had begun to doubt. Her money could purchase the antidote, but it was complicated. It might not be fully reversible with a private doctor handling the details. So it was imperative that Natasha win.

		Except, she had growing doubts. She looked at the other women. Sophie seemed like the next candidate who might fail. She was getting a lot of attention from the men and she seemed to be enjoying it. Phoebe seemed to be the least affected by it all. She was still wearing a bulky hoodie and had her legs wrapped in a blanket. Rebecca was not quite as bundled up, but the towel over her legs hid a lot of her body. Her T-shirt was tight, showing off her expanded bust, but that was the only change Natasha could see in her. And their books seemed to chase the men away. and maybe Rebecca's glasses did, too.

		However, Natasha found herself trying to come up with a plan to cope. She had expected her competition to fall like flies. Or she had at least expected to feel stronger than she did. The bimbo serum was affecting her far more than she had assumed it would. And with only two women to get interest from six men, Natasha knew she could not keep the status quo. Her libido made it difficult not to think about cocks.

		And then it came to her. The triggering event for a loss was cumming. It was the orgasm that mattered. But what if she had sex without the possibility of climax? Oral would make the men cum, but not her. And Natasha considered herself pretty kinky, having tried a plethora of sex acts. She had never cum from anal sex before. That seemed like another safe activity. She just had to make sure the men stayed away from her pussy, but that seemed more than possible. Natasha believed herself to be a strong and willful woman. She could do this.

		When Natasha got up from her lounge chair, she made a big show of swinging her hips back and forth as she walked into the villa.

		"Can I join you?" Ryan asked, hopeful to get a chance with her.

		"I'm just making a wardrobe change," she cooed sexily. "I'll be back soon."

		Natasha walked inside and made a beeline for her bedroom. She had a plan to differentiate herself from her competition. Sophie was all about her bikinis. Natasha decided lingerie would be better.

		Red was definitely her color, she decided as she sorted through her closet and dresser. All of the clothes had been provided by the show. And everything came in multiple sizes, accounting for the constantly growing busts of the female contestants.

		Natasha pulled out a red and black corset top that looked adventurous. It was not actually meant to squeeze down her waist. It ended just below the bottom of her ribs. But it looked pretty and that was what she wanted. Plus, it came with a matching pair of panties. It all looked deliciously sinful, especially once she had slipped it on.

		The lingerie hugged Natasha's body like a glove. And her breasts spilled out over the top, her nipples barely covered. However, despite the potentially small size, Natasha loved it. It was so slutty. It was perfect for what she had in mind.

		And as she slipped her feet into a pair of red and black high-heeled sandals, Natasha knew she was ready. The plan was simple. She needed to keep sucking and to keep letting men fuck her ass until they were too tired to even think about using her pussy. Plus, once they grew tired of all of that, it would place the other girls in the men's crosshairs. The whole idea seemed fool proof.

		When Natasha walked back out to the pool, she zeroed in on Ryan and immediately dropped to her knees next to him. He was reclining on one of the loungers, wearing only a pair of shorts. Natasha pulled at his waistband and was rewarded with his cock springing free, already hard and ready for her.

		Everyone stared at Natasha as she lowered her lips, her tongue darting out to tickle the head of Ryan's cock. Even the nerds looked up from their books. Before this moment, all the sex had happened in private. Not that the screams of ecstasy went unheard. The walls within the villa were thin and the windows were almost perpetually open.

		Ryan sat back, still in shock from Natasha's actions. They were so unexpected.

		But the moment Natasha lowered herself down, wrapping her plump lips around Ryan's cock, he let out a long, low groan. Pleasure flowed through him. When the premise of the show had first been told to him, this was what he had imagined: hot and sexy women throwing themselves at the men. And here was Natasha, breaking all the normal rules of decorum, sucking his cock, almost worshiping it.

		For Natasha, she could scarcely believe she had waited this long. She had given a few blowjobs in the past, but she hated them. They made her feel so inferior, which was a feeling she hated. But here, with Ryan's cock in her mouth, her tongue working the underside of his shaft, it felt right. It felt good. A wave of submission flowed through her, giving her goosebumps.

		"Yes, just like that," Ryan groaned as he patted Natasha's head. "Such a good girl."

		Natasha moaned around his dick, wanting nothing more than to please him. This was what she wanted. To serve as a willing slave for these men. And she had no doubt they would use her. Her mouth and her ass was theirs for the taking. She just had to keep them out of her pussy. Although, with her body flooded with arousal, it was getting harder and harder to remember why.

		As Ryan continued stroking Natasha's hair and talking softly, he started to growl. His hand gripped her head tighter. Natasha began to gag on his cock as he thrust forward, driving himself deeper into her throat. Natasha struggled against the force, but Ryan held firm, forcing his way further and further down her throat.

		She gagged again and tears ran down her face. Then suddenly, Ryan pulled out of her mouth. She was left gasping for air, but more turned on than ever.

		"You are such a dirty little whore," he said.

		"Yes, sir," Natasha agreed. But she did not wait for more. She dove back onto his cock, eager to get her reward for a job well done. She wanted to taste his cum, to drink it down in front of everyone like the naughty slut she was.

		Natasha sucked Ryan's cock eagerly, bobbing her head up and down on the length. She used her hand to stroke his balls as she worked him over. And her efforts were soon rewarded.

		Ryan held Natasha's head steady as the tip of his cock sat in her mouth, her cheeks hollowed as she sucked him. Her fingers wrapped around his shaft, using her saliva as lubrication as she kept him right on the edge, his cock twitching with the need to shoot his load.

		A roar escaped from Ryan's throat as his cock surged with his cum. He shot it into Natasha's mouth, coating her tongue. She relished the flavors before she swallowed it down, making sure not to spill a single drop. This was her reward for all that work, the gagging and the tears. It made it all worth it.

		"Holy fuck," Ryan said as he sat back, finally spent.

		But Natasha was not done. She had a goal. She wanted to wear out all the men.

		"Okay, boys," she said. "Who's next?"

		Natasha spent the rest of the day sucking cock. One after another. And by the time she had worked her way through all of them, Ryan was ready to go again.

		Of course, Natasha had no idea how the men were being drugged, too. While the women were all given bimbo serum, the men were given an aphrodisiac that would help them keep their cocks hard and keep them focused on the prize. Sex without consent was not allowed, but given how both the men and the women were stewing in strong sex hormones, it was a small miracle for them not all to be rutting in one giant orgy.

		But by the end of the day, Natasha's jaw was sore and she had one more man to take. She needed to complete the cycle. That seemed more important than anything else. She was so lost in this new role, to be the sex toy of the men to prevent them from making any of the women cum. And her body craved it.

		"My jaw hurts," Natasha complained to Liam. "I want you to fuck me in the ass."

		Liam raised his eyebrows, surprised by Natasha's solution. Not that he was complaining. His cock was hard again, loving what a sexy and naughty slut Natasha had turned into.

		"You ever have a man fuck your ass before?" Liam asked.

		"No, but I want you to," Natasha said. She still sounded so eager. And she could not understand why she had never given a man her ass before. It was such a sexy gift. And thanks to the bimbo serum, she had a very sexy ass. "I want you to pop my anal cherry."

		Liam needed no further prompting. He pushed Natasha down, pressing her big tits into the lounge chair. Her ass stuck up in the air, her back arched to further highlight her backside. Liam pulled down her panties, revealing both of her lower holes. He wanted to use Natasha's pussy, but he knew the rules. And there was a certain delight he could take from fucking her ass.

		The Producer kept a ready stock of lube everywhere around the villa. The goal was to make sure there was never any reason not to engage in sexual activity. And for Liam, there was a tube within arms reach. He started by covering his cock, making it ready to slide into Natasha's tight hole.

		Natasha looked over her shoulder, only able to see a little of what Liam did, her own hips and ass getting in the way. She wiggled her butt, trying to entice him to hurry up.

		But Natasha's eyes opened wide when Liam pushed a lube covered finger into her ass. He moved the finger around, making sure she was ready for him.

		"I want your cock," Natasha begged.

		"You want this?" Liam teased. But before she could answer, he grabbed hold of Natasha's hips and pressed the head of his cock against her hole.

		"Fuck," Natasha moaned as she felt herself split open on his cock, drawing it out.

		Then Liam slammed into her, pushing deep inside her. Natasha screamed out loud, the sound muffled by her hands over her ears. It hurt at first, but then pleasure took control.

		"Oh god," Natasha cried as Liam fucked her. "So good!"

		It was the best she had ever felt. As Liam pounded away at Natasha's ass, she closed her eyes and tried to enjoy the sensations coursing through her body. She reached back, grabbing on to the side of the lounge chair, digging her nails into its wood. The pain was quickly replaced with pure bliss as Liam slid his cock in and out of her asshole.

		"God yes! Fuck me harder!" Natasha shouted.

		Liam complied, slamming his cock into Natasha's ass faster and harder. None of this would have been possible without the bimbo serum. A woman's ass was not made for such treatment, but the shots she received each morning had made it possible. And Natasha quickly discovered the pleasure was almost enough to make her cum. Almost.

		Even as she got fucked hard from behind, Natasha found herself pushing back against the pleasure. She had to fight not to cum, to will herself not to climax. But her body was so full of lustful energy, she couldn't stop. And yet, despite how close she felt herself from going over the edge, she concentrated on keeping Liam hard, pumping her ass back onto his cock.

		And it didn't take long before Liam was close to release. His breathing grew heavier as he pumped his cock into Natasha's ass, unable to contain himself.

		"Here it comes," he grunted, pulling out until only the tip remained inside her. Then he plunged back in, shooting his cum directly into Natasha's bowels.

		Natasha felt him fill her, his hot seed flowing into her stomach. She moaned loudly, letting him know how much she loved his gift. She had managed not to cum, but it had been close. It had all felt so good. And with her mind already under the effects of the bimbo serum, there was a part of her that knew, even after she won, anal sex was going to become a regular part of her repertoire. It was too good to ignore.

		And it was with cum leaking out of her asshole, pooling in her panties, that Natasha staggered to her bedroom, barely able to walk, but with a smile on her face. It was one day down and what felt like a lifetime of blowjobs and anal sex ahead of her.

		When Natasha woke up the next morning, a smile immediately appeared on her face. She felt wonderful, her body practically singing to her with erotic energy. She reached up and ran her hands over her big tits. They were even bigger than they had been the night before. The big and round melons on her chest were capped by little nipples that were now constantly hard, signaling Natasha's constant arousal.

		Just playing with her nipples was enough to get her juices flowing. And with Natasha so turned on and enjoying a happy pink fog that was now a permanent part of her mind, a hand traveled south, beneath the bed covers, across her taut midriff to the honeypot that was her pussy.

		"Oh, yes," Natasha moaned as she played with herself, enjoying her body fully. The daily bimbo serum had repurposed it, giving her a figure that was built for sex. And she loved it, with nothing floating around in her mind to distract her from this new purpose.

		That was until there was a knock on the door. Everything came back to her, it's Natasha remembering why she was there. Her hand pulled back from her pussy. She knew how close she had come to losing, to cumming.

		"Come in," Natasha cooed. Her voice sounded different this morning. It had lost its edge, its judgmental nature. She could no longer imagine looking down on others. Even as a wealthy bimbo, she knew her place. The only way she could look down upon anyone was by wearing extremely tall heels. Her vanity remained, always wanting to look her sexy best, but her superiority had vanished, pushed out by the fluffy, pink fog that had invaded her mind.

		The door opened and the doctor walked in with the Producer. Natasha sat up, letting the covers drop away from her chest, her impressive titties on full display. She pulled her shoulders back, pushing out her chest, making her already big tits look even bigger. She had no qualms with being on such display. Being nude in front of men just felt natural to her now. It felt proper.

		"Good morning, Natasha," the Producer said. He was certainly enjoying his morning rounds, although there were now only four women he got to look in on now. "Are you ready for your shot?"

		"Of course, sir," Natasha answered with a giggle.

		She held out her arm as the doctor used the auto-injector on her, giving her another dose of the bimbo serum. She giggled again in response to the tiny burst of pain.

		"Thank you, Doctor," Natasha said, even though she knew there would be no response. She had no idea that both men had been serviced already this morning by the two losers thus far, Jodie and Olivia. Part of Natasha wanted the two men to stay, to use her body as it was meant to be used. But when they left her room, she was reminded of her purpose, her goal. Today was all about sucking cocks and getting fucked in the ass.

		After her shower, Natasha spent nearly half an hour in front of the mirror, applying thick coats of makeup and styling her hair to look as sexy as possible. It was particularly important to make sure her plump lips were perfectly painted to attract as many cocks to her mouth as possible.

		Once her hair and makeup looked appropriately slutty, Natasha found a lingerie set similar to the one she had worn the day before. The cup sizes on the corset top were bigger, but the panties were actually smaller, choosing a thong instead of something with a fuller cut. And then she slipped her feet into a pair of tall heels with a thick platform sole.

		By the time Natasha made it out to the breakfast buffet, everyone else was already there. She swallowed down her fake bimbo pill and then walked straight to the table, skipping the food. Her breakfast was available under the table.

		The men all silently cheered as she crawled under the table. Natasha worked her way down the line, sucking each cock in turn. She had half a mind to lick the available pussies as well, but she had convinced herself she needed to stick to the cocks.

		Six loads of cum was not a large breakfast, but it gave Natasha immense satisfaction, acting like such a cum slut. And cum was so tasty now.

		However, once breakfast was over, Natasha found herself following the men out to the pool area. She was like a moth drawn to a flame, mindlessly following them, mincing along in her high heels, her body swaying and jiggling with each step.

		"Hey, Brad," Natasha cooed as she sidled up next to one of the men, pressing her big tits into his side.

		"I'm Chad," he said as he reached up and squeezed one of her tits.

		"Oh gosh, I'm such a bimbo," Natasha said. Except she did not say it like it was a bad thing. She was still coming to terms with her foggy mind, but it somehow complemented her sexy body, making her all boobs and no brain. It was the bimbo way.

		"You are a bimbo," Chad said. "And I think I need to punish you by fucking your ass."

		"Oh, would you?" Natasha said eagerly. "I'm such a naughty bimbo. I need to be punished."

		"Brad, get over here and help me punish this fucking bimbo," Chad said, calling over the man Natasha had mistaken him with. Not that she could really tell them apart. They were both equally hot, with similar hair and bodies. Their faces were only slightly different. But she was going to get fucked in the ass and that was what really mattered.

		"How are we doing this?" Brad asked as he rubbed his hands together.

		"I was thinking I fuck her ass and you fuck her mouth," Chad said.

		Natasha nearly swooned. The two men talking about her like she was an object was such a turn on. She never would have allowed them to talk about her like this before the bimbo serum was flowing through her veins, but now that it was, she loved being treated like a sex object.

		"Sounds good to me," Brad said. "I'm all for tag teaming this bimbo bitch."

		And just like that, Natasha found herself getting bent over at the waist. She stuck her bubble butt out and even moaned when Chad gave it a slap.

		"Fuck yes," Natasha cried out, her body aching for penetration. She needed cock. She had never needed something so much before. It was impossible for her to even think with her need overriding every other thought in her bimbofied brain.

		Chad pulled down Natasha's itty bitty thong, practically ripping it off of her, exposing her puckered hole and her dripping pussy. And as much as Chad wanted to dip his cock into her pussy, he wanted to hear Natasha beg for it before he did it. He wanted her to beg to get kicked out of the villa just so she could feel his cock in her pussy.

		"Please, fuck my ass," Natasha begged as she pushed back against Chad, trying to get to his cock. But Chad only gave her ass another slap, triggering another moan from her lips.

		"Shut her up, will you Brad?" Chad said.

		Before Natasha could say anything else, Brad pulled down his shorts, revealing his hard cock. Natasha went cross-eyed as she zeroed in on the cock in front of her, unable to even consider looking away.

		A moment later, she had her lips wrapped around Brad's cock. She purred happily, loving the taste. Even though she had only sucked Brad's cock a few minutes earlier, when she was serving as the breakfast entertainment, she still relished this moment, feeling at peace with herself.

		And if there had been any question about names before, now Natasha was certain. She knew this was Brad's cock. It tasted like him. She might not be able to tell the studs in the villa apart by sight, but she certainly could by taste. And there was no doubt that this was Brad's cock. It was like she could taste his name tag. Natasha vaguely wondered why the men did not just walk around with their cocks hanging out all the time. It was easier to tell them apart that way.

		But while Natasha was beginning her blowjob with Brad, Chad stood behind her, preparing himself to take her ass. The nearby lube was already in his hands. He coated his cock liberally, wanting to make sure there was nothing to slow his thrusting. Then, with a dollop of lube on his finger, he applied it to Natasha’s ass.

		If she showed any signs of being penetrated, Brad remained oblivious. He had his eyes closed and his head thrown back, enjoying the slutty Natasha sucking on his cock.

		"It's time to roast this bimbo," Chad said as he grabbed Natasha by the hips.

		Brad returned to his senses, grabbing onto Natasha's head. Her participation was a mere formality now. They were going to fuck her from both ends.

		Natasha moaned through a mouthful of cock as Chad pushed his cock into her ass. As soon as her tight little asshole was filled, Chad started pumping in and out. His cock was big and thick. It was a wonder could fit at all as he pounded her harder and faster.

		Natasha tried to focus on pleasing Brad, but her attention kept drifting back toward Chad and how well he was taking advantage of her. When Chad began slamming into her ass, Natasha couldn't keep her thoughts focused enough to suck on Brad properly. But that did not matter. Brad held her head and fucked her mouth, leaving her to do nothing but keep herself precariously balanced on her tall heels, letting herself get fucked from both ends like the naughty slut she was.

		As Chad pumped into her ass, Natasha finally realized what was happening. She wasn't supposed to orgasm yet! This whole process was designed so she could go without climaxing until the end of the game, when she would be rewarded with a nice fat paycheck. She had gone beyond the point where she should have stopped. If she didn't stop now, she would lose the entire competition.

		Natasha felt an orgasm building. She had never imagined herself being able to cum from anal sex before. She did not think it was possible. But the pleasure continued to build. She felt her body continue to react, getting more and more turned on from the depravity of getting spit roasted by two hot studs, men who were only there to fuck the stupid little bimbos.

		But Natasha was a bimbo, she reminded herself. This was exactly what she was supposed to be doing. Her body was built for this. She was little more than a sex object: three holes and a set of tits, eye candy that could be turned into cock candy at the drop of a hat.

		And as Natasha's body built toward orgasm, she realized just how much she wanted it. The idea of winning the competition grew more and more distant in her mind. The need to cum kept growing and growing. And as a bimbo, she no longer had the willpower to hold herself back. She needed the gratification of orgasm. She needed to cum. It was her reward for being such a naughty piece of ass, for being the bimbo everyone now saw her as.

		Chad and Brad kept pumping their cocks into her, treating her like a piece of meat, there only for their pleasure. But that only made it worse. This new Natasha, the bimbo who had been growing inside of her since her first dose of the bimbo serum, loved the debasement. She loved the hot and raw sex. Life had become a giant party, with Natasha ready and willing to just live a life unencumbered with thoughts or worries. Instead, she could just live her life in complete blissful ignorance, jumping from cock to cock, letting men guide her way.

		And just as Natasha made up her mind not to let the standards of the competition get in her way from what she needed, both Brad and Chad came together. She felt their cocks explode inside of her. Brad came down her throat, completely buried inside of her. And Chad was filling her bowels, painting her insides with his hot, sticky cum.

		But it was not just the men who came. Natasha was cumming, too. Her orgasm raced through her like a cascading wave, building and building until her vision turned white and there was a ringing in her ears that kept her from hearing the two men high five each other over her bent over body.

		Natasha just remained planted there, her mouth still full of cock, silencing what would have been orgasmic screams of ecstasy. But instead, she just shook, still impaled by the two massive cocks, her big tits jiggling as they hung beneath her, barely contained within the confines of her tiny top.

		There was still the tiniest part of Natasha that was sad, knowing she had lost the competition. She had cum. She had ended her chance to earn the million dollars. But that tiny voice was like one in a million. All the others were whooping and hollering, screaming in her ears, celebrating her first bimbo orgasm. And it was a doozy. It made every other orgasm in her life pale in comparison. It was as if her sex had been hooked up to a jet engine, filled with powerful vibrations that simply could not be matched from anything that had happened to her before.

		"Fuck, dude, that was awesome," Brad said as he pulled out of Natasha's mouth.

		She said nothing, still gasping for air.

		"Fuck yeah, it was," Chad agreed. "And I'm pretty sure she came. How awesome is that? Our naughty Natasha orgasmed with my cock in her ass. She's such a fucking slut."

		Natasha's sight and hearing eventually returned to her. She heard the two men talking about her. And the other men had come over, congratulating Chad. He had made her cum. And even though Natasha knew she had lost the competition, she could not be sad.

		Instead, she saw this as a gift. No matter what had come before, she could not imagine returning to that old life. She was a sexy bimbo now. She was meant to be dumb and sexy. That was what the men really wanted from her. That was who she wanted to be for them. Yes, she had lost a lot of her past agency, but the sex more than made up for that.

		Eventually, Natasha was called back into the villa by the Producer. She had half expected for men to rush into the villa and usher her out, picking her up, still half naked, carrying her away from there. Instead, it was just the Producer. He called her back to her bedroom, giving time to sort out feelings.

		"You came," the Producer said. "It was a valiant effort, but there was no way you could go against your bimbo nature."

		Natasha now knew how stupid she had been. Even if she had managed not to let men use her ass, her body probably would have reached the point where she would be able to cum from having a man fuck her throat. And orgasm would have been inevitable.

		"Yes, sir," Natasha said, smiling. "Can I suck your cock now? Or would you rather fuck my pussy? No one has fucked my bimbo pussy yet."

		The Producer looked strained. His desire was etched onto his face.

		"Not here," he finally said. "But, you can choose to stay here at the resort during the remainder of filming. That's what Olivia and Jodie chose. They fuck the crew every night and during breaks. They seem to love it. If you want that, too, I can arrange for you to stay. And then I can fuck you back in my room."

		"Ooh, I love it," Natasha said. "Just tell me where to go and I'll be there. I'm a bimbo who loves to fuck."

		The Producer laughed. They all were. That was the joy of the bimbo serum. It made all these women stunningly beautiful, dumb as a rock, but with a libido that kept them spreading their legs and opening their mouths for cock almost nonstop. Even if Bimbo Island failed to get the viewership needed for a second season, he had no doubt a private businessman would create a different type competition for the future, helping more women find their bimbo selves.

		"Of course you are," the Producer said. "Now let's get out of here. If you want me to fuck you, we don't have much time."

		The Producer and a still half naked Natasha walked out of the villa. Natasha had no doubt that this was all for the best. She felt horny and the Producer seemed like such a smart man. As long as he kept fucking her or finding other men for her to fuck, she would do what he said. Nothing could go wrong with that.

		Natasha might not have known what she was getting into at the beginning, but she had reached a transcendental moment. Being a bimbo was definitely better than her life before. And she wished she could share that message with the three remaining women in the competition, telling them that they should just let go and fuck, because that was where the true joy of being a bimbo was.
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