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		Sophie held out for as long as she could. She arrived on Bimbo Island looking like a supermodel. Weeks of taking the bimbo serum had removed any chance she had at getting that kind of modeling contract. Although she still had a future in modeling. It would just be of a different sort.

		After Natasha came hike getting spit roasted anally, there was a stalemate in further amorous actions. Sophie showed surprising fortitude in denying her body release. And somehow, Rebecca and Phoebe remained untouchable with the men. Higher it was Rebecca's glasses and nerdy shirts or the thick books Phoebe always seemed to have her head buried in, they were largely ignored by the six studs that were the men on Bimbo Island.

		But Sophie remained the weak link and her weakness was eventually discovered. And her downfall started with the simplest request. "Would you mind posing for a photograph?"

		Despite Sophie's modelesque body, she had never broken through into modeling, despite multiple attempts. But with her brain already suffering from the bimbo serum, she finally broke. And one sexy pose led to another. Photograph after photograph was taken, each one getting sexier and sexier.

		Before Sophie even realized what was happening, she was naked and getting her picture taken with one of the men's cocks in her mouth. It was so hot, so sexy. And when someone suggested they take a picture with his cock pushing against her from behind, she was past the point of denying what she so desperately wanted, what she had wanted for days now.

		"Yes, fuck me," Sophie cried out in desperation before the man pushed his cock into her soaking wet pussy. She came within seconds, ending her chance at winning. Just like that, she joined the other girls who had failed, becoming a sex doll for the crew. Not that Sophie was in a state to complain. She smiled with how much cock she got. And when she wasn't getting fucked by the crew, there were three other hot bimbos to play with. Sophie was actually glad she lost, because she could not imagine anything better than becoming a resort slut.

		But that left just Rebecca and Phoebe against the six men: Ryan, Chad, Brad, Liam, Shaun, and Nick. They had all gotten plenty of sex with the women who had been removed. But just as the women were given a daily dose of bimbo serum to transform their bodies and dull their minds, the men were given a daily dose of drugs to keep them focused on their cocks, making sure they were always horny and always capable.

		The problem was, the men had no idea how to approach the remaining two women. It was like the two groups were from two different worlds. And none of them could figure out how to make headway with the shy and nerdy women.

		It was even difficult to see all the changes the two women had undergone. Phoebe always wrapped herself in a bulky hoodie and always kept a blanket on her lap and a book with her. Phoebe's blonde hair had grown longer and more vibrant. Her lips had plumped up. The bimbo serum was working, but she seemed completely uninterested in the men.

		Rebecca's transformation was a little more obvious. Her nerdy tops hid her cleavage, but the various prints now stretched across her voluminous chest. Her tits grew bigger every day, just like all the other women, but the nerd seemed to always be there. Her tops were under such strain that they rode higher, revealing a taut and tanned midriff that every man present wanted to wrap their hands around. She could not hide the physical transformation that had taken place over the course of filming. And there was a small part of her that had even shown that she liked being ogled.

		But the big change for Rebecca came in the form of her glasses. The wide, black frames had once contained thick glass, giving her an almost fish eye appearance. But that had changed. The frames were still there, always perched on her nose. But the glass was gone. They were empty frames and Rebecca had shown no hint that she struggled to see. Her vision had corrected itself with the help of the bimbo serum.

		But despite the obvious changes, there was still something that allowed the pair to resist the men. Even the Producer was beginning to worry, trying to think up alternate plans he could implement to force Rebecca and Phoebe into a more sexual state.

		Little did the Producer or any of them men realize how Phoebe and Rebecca were able to hold out. Their bodies were swimming in arousing hormones, making them ready to beg for sex. It had happened to the rest of the women. Each one had succumbed to their baser instincts, to the bimbo serum.

		It had been Phoebe's idea from the start. She had practiced for months in preparation. As soon as she heard about Bimbo Island, she knew how to beat it. Her exposure to a variety of kinks had helped her make her plan. And the best part was just how simple it was.

		Natasha had not been far off, but she lacked the practice and restraint. She had grown wanton in her desires. Phoebe came in with a much more measured approach. She had been edging for months, preparing her body to operate while supremely aroused. She had built up her willpower, keeping herself from cumming. Phoebe could not actually remember what an orgasm felt like. All she knew was the sexual bliss that was keeping herself right on the edge of climax, keeping herself from enjoying the flood of pleasure that would both feel good, but also ruin all the hard work she had done.

		The problem Phoebe had was Rebecca. It all happened on the flight to the island. Phoebe kept herself wrapped up in her bulky clothes and hoodie, but she snuck a hand down beneath her waistband. She spent the entire flight with her hand down her panties while she read a book. And Rebecca had figured it out. She had caught her.

		Rebecca could not believe what Phoebe was doing, believing it was folly. How could making oneself hornier make it easier to win? It defied logic.

		But then came Rebecca's questions. Phoebe did not know why she told Rebecca anything. She could have just kept her mouth shut. But the two women were not that different. Rebecca wore glasses and nerdy tops, but they both had a natural shyness about them. They figured they were the most intelligent two women participating. They were the token nerds for the show.

		When Rebecca started edging that first day, she did not know what to expect. She certainly had not trained herself on orgasm denial for months as Phoebe had. But even getting a late start had helped. By the time Olivia failed, Rebecca was already a convert to edging. She could not believe how making herself hornier could be good, but each passing day proved Phoebe to be a genius.

		But now that it was down to Rebecca and Phoebe, the state of the game had changed. The books and quiet demeanor had kept the men at bay until then, but now things were changing. Even with the nerdy artifices helping to keep the men away, they were losing their potency.

		The way Rebecca's breasts had grown did not help matters. She could feel their weight on her chest. They were already so big, making it difficult to see her feet when she stood up. She had to sit further back from the table during meals so she could see her plate.

		Every inch of Rebecca was now a nerdy bimbo. There was no hiding her transformation. One day she woke up and could see almost perfectly without her glasses. But she wanted to still wear them, hoping just the presence of the frames would be enough to throw off the men. It had worked at first. But now that Sophie was gone, they no longer had anyone else to pay attention to.

		Even though Rebecca spent her days looking at a book in her lap, over the curves of her breasts, she had not actually read anything. She randomly turned pages, but only when she thought someone was looking at her. She pretended to read while she kept a set of fingers beneath the waistband of her shorts, teasing her clit and pussy, keeping herself on edge, with no help of ever cumming.

		Phoebe was in a similar predicament. She sat there, eyes glued to the book in her lap. She had used her old baggy clothing to hide the bodily changes she had undergone thus far. It was a wonder no one had openly questioned her growth yet. But as she had not been seen by any of the six men before this, they had no idea just how much Phoebe had grown since her arrival.

		But the real clincher, telling Phoebe that the bimbo serum was doing far more to her than predicted, was how her eyes simply glossed over at the sight of the words on the page. Phoebe already knew the truth. She had known it for a couple days, but she still kept it a secret, afraid how it could be used against her by Rebecca or the Producer. Phoebe could no longer read. The book was just a prop.

		Not that Rebecca had an easier time of trying to read, but the words on the page could still be understood. She could translate them into proper sentences and statements in her head, even if it required more focus than she wanted to expend. But Phoebe could not even decipher the easiest of words on the page. They were all just scribbles and gibberish to her now. The bimbo serum was rotting away her brain.

		Phoebe had no idea when she had actually become illiterate. It happened slowly. And she did not know if it was related to her edging or if the bimbo serum was directly at fault. It was probably some combination of the two, something that had likely never been tested for this long.

		Rebecca was on the same path, but the way she began edging made it all different. They were not the same, no matter how much it might seem that way. Not to mention the way the bimbo serum affected each of the women differently. Olivia had been a super responder. Her body and mind fell to her bimbo desires before anyone else. It had been sad in a way, but it gave the other women valuable intelligence about what they had in store for themselves still.

		It was impossible to know how long Rebecca would have lasted without Phoebe's help. The fact they were the final two women left made it seem more likely that the edging helped. But who was to say for sure? There were no studies done on it. It had just been Phoebe's crazy idea.

		As the two women sat next to each other on lounge chairs by the pool, the men had split up. Three paid attention to Rebecca while the others tried to catch Phoebe's attention. But Phoebe somehow remained completely focused on her book, intently looking at it, even if the letters on the page simply swam before her eyes, allowing her no help in making sense of it.

		Rebecca pushed her glasses back up her nose, something that happened often, especially after she took out the lenses. They slipped down her nose far too easily now, although Rebecca knew some guys liked the sexy librarian look, which was not that far off from what she now was.

		The men, Ryan, Chad, and Brad, were all focused on Rebecca. One sat there, petting her blonde hair. She practically cooed in response. And yet none of them had figured out that she was actively masturbating right in front of them, under a towel that covered her lower body.

		However, it was Brad who reached out and touched Rebecca's bare hip that pushed her over the edge. There was something indescribable about the gentle caress of his fingers against her sensitive skin. It felt like a lightning bolt that directly connected Rebecca's brain to her pussy, an electrical circuit that had finally been completed.

		"I can't take it anymore," Rebecca shouted. "Please!"

		She grabbed onto the armrests of the chair, pulling herself closer to Brad, desperately needing him to touch her again. His hands went around her hips and pulled her towards him. Then he moved forward, pushing the towel aside and exposing little shorts, with the waistband open and her lack of panties almost completely on display.

		"Whoa," Brad said in surprise.

		"Shut up, man," Ryan said. "She's ready for us."

		Rebecca's book fell to the pool deck, along with her towel. She jumped up, her fingers still slick with her fluids. She put her hands on Brad's shoulders and pushed him down into the neighboring lounge chair.

		"Damn, girl," Brad said.

		"Rip these shorts off me," Rebecca begged.

		This time it was Chad who stepped up. He got behind Rebecca and grabbed hold of her shorts. The fabric was already strained, trying to hold in her expanded ass. It did not take much.

		The ripping sound of Rebecca's shorts coming apart joined the sound of Brad's shorts getting pulled down. His cock sprang to attention..

		"Fucking hell," Brad said as she rose up on her knees and repositioned herself so she could take his throbbing member inside of her.

		"Yes," Rebecca moaned as she sank down onto the thick shaft. His cock split her open, filling her unlike any cock had ever filled her before.

		"Oh, I am so getting in on this," Ryan said as she stepped forward, pulling his shorts down and placing the head of his cock near Rebecca's lips.

		She opened her mouth without even thinking about it, her plump lips wrapping around Ryan's shaft, sucking him in as if she had been built for it, a blowjob machine.

		"Fucking hell," Brad said, complaining about the way Ryan was distracting her. But as soon as she started to buck her hips, riding him while also sucking Ryan, he gave up complaining. He could enjoy this.

		Chad was not to be left out. Even while Brad and Ryan were enjoying the latest woman to succumb to her bimbo desires for sex, he was happy to keep Rebecca's mind on sex. He came up behind her and wrapped his arms around her. He grabbed onto her tits. They were braless beneath her top, large playthings to keep him occupied until he had his turn to fuck the little slut.

		"You've wanted this from the beginning," Chad whispered in Rebecca's ear. "You wanted all this cock. You were just denying yourself. You were denying yourself the pleasure. You were denying yourself that all you've ever wanted to be was a cock-obsessed bimbo.

		And if Rebecca had been able to speak, if she had been able to do more than suck and buck, she would have agreed with Chad. Not because he spoke the truth, but because he was a man and whatever he said must be true. She could no longer imagine herself as a woman with independent thought. She was a horny bimbo, her mind completely subsumed by lust. She needed to fuck. She needed to cum. That was all that mattered to her now. She finally broke. She had been broken.

		Rebecca let out an unintelligible moan as she continue fucking and sucking. Brad just sat there, his hands on her hips, guiding her as she bounced on top of him, keeping her rhythm steady as he thrust his cock up into her wet little pussy.

		Ryan took hold of Rebecca's head and started to fuck her mouth with earnest. He took all the work out of it for her, using her like a fleshlight. But even with his hands on approach, she still had her tongue. Rebecca still did everything she could to keep the cock in her mouth satisfied.

		And all the while, Chad was there, keeping her body pinned between the men. He had not felt the need to fuck Rebecca in the ass. He was certain he would get his turn soon enough. They were coming down to the end. As soon as Rebecca came, Phoebe would be declared the winner and this whole contest could be over. But the sooner she came, the sooner he could have his way with her. Chad had no problem with claiming sloppy seconds. His cock was rock hard, but he would wait.

		"I can't believe we finally cracked the nerd," Brad said between heavy breaths.

		"Fuck yeah," Ryan added. "Finally someone who knows how to handle this dick."

		Rebecca was panting heavily as she continued bouncing on top of Brad. She could feel him swelling within her, reaching his climax.

		"Cumming," Brad groaned.

		It was such a surprise. Brad came first. His cock erupted inside of Rebecca, shooting a load of jizz inside of her, painting her insides white.

		And a moment later, Ryan was shooting his load down Rebecca's throat. He did not even give her a chance to taste it. He kept his cock buried in her throat as it surged with cum.

		"What the fuck?" Ryan groaned, surprised with how Rebecca was still there, still functioning. She had not cum yet.

		"Move over, boys," Chad said. "It's time to let the master work.

		Chad picked Rebecca up off of Brad. His softening cock came free from her pussy and Ryan's cock popped free from her lips. She whined, feeling empty. He placed her back on her lounge chair, but he did not let her pick up her towel or book.

		"Spread those legs for me," Chad said.

		And Rebecca did exactly as she was told. She could not even contemplate disobeying a man. Her brain was practically fried. She could only obey.

		When Chad sank his cock into Rebecca's already used pussy, she cried out in ecstasy. Chad gave Ryan and Brad a knowing smirk, loving how her reaction to his cock was so much stronger to their own. It was just as much a competition between the men as it was a competition between the women.

		Rebecca writhed beneath Chad as he impaled her with his cock, thrusting in and out of her like a piston. He started slow at first, but he picked up his pace and effort, loving how Rebecca moved beneath him, squealing as the pleasure mounted.

		"So hot," Chad groaned. "Can't stand it."

		He fucked her harder. Harder than anyone else had. Rebecca could tell he was going to make her cum, that he was close himself. But Rebecca no longer cared about the contest. Her one and only desire was to cum. She was desperate to let Chad fuck her into orgasmic oblivion. It was all she wanted. It was all she thought she needed. Her body had finally reached its point of no return. She could no longer hold back against the bimbo influences. She could no longer keep her pussy wet and aching when there were actual cocks for her.

		"Make me cum," Rebecca called out, desperation in her voice. She could barely stand it. The need for sexual release was burning away at what was left of her mind. "Come on, Chad! Cum inside of my pussy. Fill me up."

		Chad looked at her with satisfaction. He loved the fact that she had finally given in, fully embracing being a bimbo whore who craved nothing more than to be taken advantage of by men. This was the life she always wanted, the one thing she had never known. And before now, she had never known it either. It dawned on her suddenly, as if the entire world clicked into place, leaving her in awe of its power and beauty, but also making her understand what her role was supposed to be. She was never supposed to be the nerd she had been before. She was supposed to be a sexy bimbo. She was supposed to fuck and suck anyone who would have her. And if she could do it while wearing nerdy T-shirts or cosplay, all the better.

		But where the others came too soon, Chad kept going. He pounded Rebecca, thrusting harder each and every time. And he showed no hint of tiring.

		"That's right, bitch," Chad grunted. "Take it. Take all of my cock."

		His words echoed through Rebecca's brain, causing her to lose control of herself entirely. She was so close. Her body was right there on the precipice, ready to cum. She just needed to get pushed over the edge. She needed Chad to cum in her so she could cum as well.

		"Please," Rebecca begged. "Give me your cum. Please."

		"Yeah, bitch," Chad replied. "Gonna fill you up with my seed."

		As Rebecca screamed, begging for Chad's cum, Chad slammed deep inside of her, bottoming out with a grunt. Rebecca's eyes rolled into the back of her head as the pressure to cum mounted. She threw her head back as Chad continued pumping into her, pushing deeper and faster with each stroke.

		"Holy shit!" Ryan shouted, shocked by how fast Chad was fucking Rebecca.

		Brad watched as Rebecca began thrashing beneath Chad. Her face went bright red with excitement. Her nipples were erect, poking out from underneath her shirt. Her breasts shook violently as she writhed and nearly convulsed beneath Chad.

		"Oh god," Rebecca gasped. "I'm gonna..."

		Her sentence cut off as she came. Her body tensed, squeezing Chad's cock tight around his girth. Chad filled in the gap of silence with an animalistic roar. His cock surged with cum, shooting deep inside of Rebecca. They came together, their bodies cumming together. Their orgasms triggered each other, amplifying the pleasure.

		Orgasmic ecstasy washed through Rebecca like a cascading wave. It felt like she was laying out in a torrential downpour of erotic sensations, her body awash in pleasure unlike anything she had ever felt before. All those hours she had spent with her finger buried between her legs now made sense. She had been preparing herself for this moment. And it exceeded every possible expectation she had ever had.

		Rebecca lay there, spent and dazed, unable to move. Her mind was hazy from the orgasmic high. All she knew was that it felt so good. She loved every sensation of her body. She looked up at Chad, smiling. She turned her head and found Phoebe watching her, frantically rubbing herself. And even though Rebecca had lost, she felt like she had won. She had cum. She had cummed her brains out. She was a bimbo now and there was no going back.

		"Wait," Phoebe said as she watched the heaving of her friend's prodigious chest. "Does this mean I won?"

		But Phoebe did not wait for an answer. She threw away the blanket covering her legs. The book, too. Phoebe could not even read anymore. It had merely become a prop, just like the blanket. It had been a way to hide what she was doing. But now it no longer mattered. Phoebe had won. She was the biggest bimbo of Bimbo Island. And now that she had won, she never had to go without an orgasm again. She could cum what remained of her bimbo brain, letting it leak right out of her pussy.

		Phoebe opened her bulky hoodie, revealing a bimbo body and a blue bikini underneath. Her big tits were barely contained, her nipples barely covered. The bikini bottoms did not even try to cover her ass. The bit of fabric in the back split between her two cheeks, turning into a thong.

		Every man there looked at Phoebe, surprised at what she had been packing all this time. None of them had seen this side of her. She was blonde and hot and open for business.

		Phoebe looked around at the men who had not just cum. There was Liam, Shaun, and Nick. But there was also the Producer, too. There were four men she could enjoy as the winner of Bimbo Island.

		"Get over here," Phoebe yelled. "All of you." It was the closest thing she could give to an order. Her voice no longer demonstrated any dominance. She no longer had it in her. And once she came, once she gave into her bimbo desires, Phoebe would not even have the willpower to edge on her own. She would need someone else, likely a man, to set her schedule, to take away her orgasms again.

		Liam stepped up behind Phoebe and wrapped his arms around her waist. He then buried his face in the side of her neck. Phoebe moaned as he tried to claim her. She pushed her bubble butt of an ass back into his crotch, feeling his hardness for her. Phoebe bit her lip, but she was not ready to just have a single man.

		"Please," Phoebe begged. "I need cock."

		Shaun and Nick stepped up. They ripped Phoebe's remaining clothes off her body. It took little effort. She was completely willing.

		And just like that, she was fully exposed, her nude body seen in the light for the first time. No one needed to worry about sideways glances or catching sight of the changes to her body as she moved about, hoping for a peek at what lay beneath the ugly hoodies.

		"I claim her ass," Liam said. He already had a tube of lube ready to go.

		"I want her pussy," the Producer said, stepping into the fray. He had wanted to remain off camera, but now he wanted Phoebe. He wanted to be the first to fuck her properly now that she had won. She was the last bimbo standing.

		It only took moments before Phoebe squealed in delight. Two cock entered her, one from behind and one from the front. The two men held her up, positioning her perfectly for their two thrusting cocks. It was teamwork, but it felt amazing. Phoebe had never realized having men fuck her two lower holes at once could feel this good.

		Some of Phoebe's inhibitions still lingered. She was embarrassed by the amount of attention she received. But none of it mattered. She had come to terms with what she was becoming. And as much as it pained her, she was enjoying it immensely. The pleasure that flowed up from her ass and pussy was more than she could ever have imagined before. Her body had been primed for this moment. She had denied herself for so long, training her body to sit on the edge, giving her the needed help to make sure she was the winner.

		She did not know why it worked, nor did she care. What mattered was that it did work. Her body had changed enough to allow this to happen. And as Liam and the Producer used her body, fucking her like there was no tomorrow, the remaining two men who still had their cocks at the ready stepped up.

		Phoebe reached out and started stroking Shaun's cock and then Nick's cock, using her two free hands to share in her pleasure. And then Phoebe closed her eyes, letting the moment wash over her. She was going to be rich. The prize for winning was so much. And it was a prize that would be put to good use.

		Even as a bimbo, Phoebe knew how little the winning prize would cover. It was not life changing money the way it once had been. But the show had been life changing. Phoebe had worked hard to win, but she had gotten more than money out of it. She had been turned into a bimbo and there was nothing better.

		Phoebe was vaguely aware of an antidote, a way to reverse the bimbo serum. She could go back to being her old, shy self. She could spend her time reading, buying more books, and sitting around. Or she could be sleeping around. She could remain a bimbo. She could give up any hope of ever reading again and just be the absolute sexiest bimbo that she could be. She could shake her big tits and pout, finding men to take care of all her needs.

		There was no going back. This was her new reality. A world where she could do whatever she wished with whomever she chose. And if she desired to keep taking cock, well, she certainly had plenty of opportunities. Just like now.

		"Yes," Phoebe moaned. "Fuck me like a bitch. Treat me like a whore. I'm a slut for cock."

		The men cheered, slapping her on the ass. Phoebe smiled. She was glad they enjoyed her words. She liked them, too. They fit her new persona so well.

		"You're such a nasty girl," Shaun said, reaching up to grab her breast.

		Phoebe threw her head back and moaned as she stroked his cock with her long-nailed hand. Her mouth was free, but she was still servicing four cocks at once. It was amazing and she loved every moment of it.

		"That's right," Phoebe said. "I'm nasty. I'm a slut. Make me cum. Make me scream."

		Liam grabbed her hips tightly. He fucked her ass harder, slamming into her faster. He slammed into her until he was close to cumming himself.

		"I'll make you cum," Nick promised. "Just let me cum in your ass."

		"Not if I don't make her cum first," the Producer said.

		It had turned into a competition. And Phoebe was happy to let herself be used for it. Who could make her cum first? The tables had been turned. Now that the actual competition was over, now that Phoebe was the winner of Bimbo Island, she could enjoy the perks of being in the winner's circle. She could let the men circle around her and fuck her until she could not walk anymore. It was the perfect end to a frustrating few weeks, letting her body transform, but being unable to cum.

		Now, finally, Phoebe could get some relief. The men surrounded her, fucking her ass and pussy, trying desperately to find the spot inside her that made her cum. And when they did, Phoebe screamed. She shook her huge breasts and her round ass bounced against Liam, showing off everything she had hidden under those bulky clothes. Her entire body trembled, shaking with ecstasy while cum poured into her from both ends.

		And it was not just the two men who were fucking her that came, pushing her over the final edge. Shaun and Nick were cumming, too. Their cocks sent a surge of cum, rope after rope, across Phoebe's naked body, painting her tan skin with their seed. They were all cumming, with grunts and screams of pleasure. It really was a victory Phoebe could be proud of.

		But when it was all done, when the men had finished having their way with Phoebe, she was left to figure out her future. She sat down, her legs still trembling. Little aftershocks went off inside of her, little bursts of pleasure that followed what had felt like a nuclear bomb going off inside of her. It had been marvelous in every sense that she could still manage.

		"Here's the documents you need to sign," the Producer said, his cock now safely back in his pants.

		Phoebe picked up the pen and did not even try to read the documents. They were completely gibberish to her now. But she drew a little heart, deciding that would suffice as a signature now. Some people who were like her, who were completely illiterate, would sign an X to represent themselves, but Phoebe was a bimbo now. A heart was much more appropriate for her.

		"The money will be wired into your account, minus the taxes and whatnot," the Producer explained. "And I realize we told people about the winner getting to undo the results of the bimbo serum, to use an antidote. But that was actually a lie. There is no antidote. You're a bimbo now, Phoebe. Surprise and congratulations.

		But Phoebe simply smiled. "Good. I love being a bimbo. I'm gonna spend all that money on sexy clothes and bikinis so then I can get guys to fuck me and take care of me. That's the bimbo slut way."

		"Touché," the Producer said. "You might have figured out the secret to winning Bimbo Island, but you've clearly got the right mindset now that you won. I wish you the very best of a bimbo life."

		And just like that, Phoebe had concluded her time with the show. She was richer than she had been before. She was also happier now. That was true of all the contestants. They all preferred their bimbo lives. And for the four before Rebecca finally gave in, they were all nearby, fucking the crew when there was a break in filming. All of them were happy with their new lives. The simplicity of being a bimbo made it all possible. The big tits and lots of sex did not hurt either. But all had found happiness and that was what mattered.
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