
        
            
                
            
        

    
		

		Bimbo Juice

		

		Pineapple

		

		Sadie Thatcher

		

	
		

		Copyright © 2020 by Sadie Thatcher

		

		All rights reserved.

		

		No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

		

	
		

		Contents

		

		
			Introduction
		

		

		
			Bimbo Juice: Pineapple
		

		

		
			About the Author
		

		

		
			Also by Sadie Thatcher
		

		

	
		

		Introduction

		

		This book is one of a series about a new beverage product called Bimbo Juice. Each bottle of Bimbo Juice turns the female drinker into a bimbo. What kind of bimbo depends on the flavor. There are six Bimbo Juice flavors: Blue Raspberry, Grape, Mango, Pineapple, Red Apple, and Veggie.

		

	
		

		Bimbo Juice: Pineapple

		

		“W hich of you is Jessica Meyers?” the woman at the mall entrance asked. She looked from me to Emily, trying to figure out which of us was which.

		“That’s me,” I said. “I’m Jessica. This is my friend, Emily. I was hoping she could join me.”

		The woman looked confused for a moment, then worried. It appeared I had been wrong to bring Emily along.

		“Just one moment,” the woman said. “I need to make a call.”

		The woman slipped back inside the mall doors, leaving Emily and me out on the sidewalk, standing there in the morning sun.

		It was actually Emily’s fault that we were here at all. She spotted a sign on a bulletin board on the Thatcher College campus and she brought it back to the dorms with her, wanting me to go. The money would be nice, but the offer of a free outfit was what drew me in.

		I had never pretended to be the most stylish person in the world. Technically neither was Emily, but it wasn’t until I got to college last fall that I realized how inadequate my wardrobe was. No one actually cared what I wore around campus to class, but I had become smitten with a guy in one of my classes. I tried to get his attention, but he acted like he couldn’t even see me most of the time.

		Emily had tried coaching me to dress better, leaving the old baggy and faded sweatshirts in my closet where they belonged, but I didn’t have much else to wear, unless I wanted to look like I was attending a funeral. We had even tried swapping clothes, what with her being my roommate, but nothing she owned worked on my body, for whatever reason.

		It seemed simple enough to sign-up for a taste test with some new drink. I didn’t even have to skip class to be here on this lovely Tuesday morning. It was only after Emily’s morning class got canceled that I offered her the chance to join me. Her class schedule was the only reason she had not joined me in signing up.

		The woman returned a minute later, opening the door again.

		“Sorry about that,” she said. “I just needed to make sure we could handle two people instead of just one. My name is Nina Jenkins. Please follow me.”

		Emily and I followed Nina into the mall. None of the stores were open yet, making the whole place seem quiet and a bit creepy. We had visited the mall before, back when Emily first had the idea of changing up my wardrobe to better attract my crush, Sam. The problem was, I didn’t actually have the money to make any substantial changes. I could only hope after this, I could fix some of that.

		After walking what felt like the length of the mall, Nina led us down a nondescript hallway that I normally would have ignored when the mall was open.

		“Jessica will be in room three,” Nina said as he reached the door with a matching number. “Emily will be in room four.”

		“See you on the other side,” I said as I disappeared into room three.

		Nina followed me after explaining how Nina would join her in a moment.

		My room turned out to be a spartan conference room with a table and chair all around it. On the table sat a robe with a flower pattern of pink and red roses on it.

		“To complete today’s test,” Nina explained, “you will need to change into the robe. We ask that the only item of clothing you wear during the test is the robe. It’s so we can control for specific variables during the test.”

		“I can do that.”

		It was a strange request, but not one that I much cared about. I saw no harm in following along.

		“I’ll leave you here to get changed while I get Emily set up,” Nina added before leaving.

		As soon as I was alone, I walked around the room to better get my bearings. I had always been very shy about my body. Then again, between my frizzy dirty blonde hair and my oddly shaped body that seemed to look the opposite of what it should, I had never successfully shown it off. I was not someone who liked to put herself on display. If that weren’t the case, I was certain my wardrobe would be more stylish and I would have far fewer problems attracting men.

		It took little time to kick off my canvas shoes and push my jeans down my legs. Soon my sweatshirt followed, as well as my cotton bra and panties. I then slipped the robe on, tying it tight around my waist. The robe was short enough that most of my legs were on display. I didn’t like that, but I couldn’t doing anything about it at the moment. Assuming the test would happen quickly, I would not need to be exposed for long.

		I sat down at the table, facing the door so I could see Nina and anyone else come in.

		There was a knock at the door a few minutes later and Nina stepped inside, followed by a man.

		“Jessica, this is Bill Martin,” Nina said, introducing her colleague. “He’s the one who will conduct the test.”

		“Hi,” I said.

		“It’s nice to meet you Jessica,” Bill said. “You sent us for a bit of a loop by bringing your friend, Emily. She a classmate of your’s?”

		“My roommate,” I answered. “It was her idea to sign up for this, but she originally couldn’t come. But her class got canceled, so I offered to bring her along. I hope it’s not too much trouble to include her.”

		“Luckily we have extra supplies on hand,” Bill said. “So it’s no trouble. You just threw us for a loop. We’re a little short staffed right now. The woman who usually sits here beside me, Kristi, is doing a bit of babysitting right now.”

		“I’m glad I haven’t been a bother,” I said honestly. Not that I had any idea why this Kristi would be missing work for the purpose of babysitting. Although I tried not to judge. Maybe her childcare plans fell through and she couldn’t get away.

		Bill cleared his throat and opened his briefcase. “Now, to keep us on schedule, I want to draw your attention to three documents you will need to sign. The first is a non-disclosure agreement that stipulates that you cannot talk about your drink or beverage experience after the conclusion the conclusion of the test. That includes Emily. Do you understand?”

		I was thoughtful as I considered Bill’s words. Personally, I had no problem not telling anyone about my experience today. Other than Emily, I didn’t really have any family or close friends who I shared such things with. And since we had a common experience, there wasn’t much for us to talk about.

		“No worries from me,” I said. “My lips will be sealed.”

		“Good,” Bill said. “The next document is to say that you are shouldering all the risk in this. Should something happen, you agree not to sue us or the maker of the product. Should you for some reason need medical attention, it will be your health insurance that will be responsibly for determining your care and the associated costs. Not that you can expect anything to go wrong. This product has already been tested for safety. Do you understand?”

		I didn’t like the sound of what he had explained, not liking the idea of me shouldering the responsibility for an outcome I had no control over, but I doubted there would be an issue. I was a healthy young woman with nothing serious to fear.

		“Sure, I understand,” I finally answered.

		“That brings us to the final document,” Bill said as he pulled a stack of papers from his briefcase. “This is a contract that specifies what we give you at the successful completion of today’s test. That is, you will receive $100 and a voucher for a free complete outfit from a department store here in the mall. After we are finished, Nina will escort you and Emily to the store to complete your shopping.”

		Bill slid the stack of papers across to me with a pen. The places where I needed to sign had little “Sign Here” stickers, making it easy to know where my signature was needed. I glanced at the documents, looking for anything that stood out as strange, but from what I could tell, all the language was straightforward. There would be no issues from me.

		I signed my name to all three documents and slid them back across the table with the pen.

		“Thank you,” Bill said as he stopped up the papers and returned them to his briefcase.

		A moment later Bill was pulling a black plastic bottle out of his briefcase.

		“This is the beverage you will be testing today,” Bill said. There was a yellow mark on the bottle, whatever that meant. Clearly, the packaging for this product had not finished development yet. That, or the company was trying to keep the contents of the bottle as under wraps as possible, similar to how car companies covered parts of their cars in development during road testing.

		Bill passed me the bottle across the table. It was somewhere between the size of a can and bottle of soda. The bottle lacked any markings that said how much was in there. It also lacked nutritional information, not that I paid much attention to those labels anyway.

		“You can open it and drink it when you’re ready,” Bill said.

		I shrugged my shoulders, and got down to business. The cap unscrewed easily, revealing a safety seal underneath. That pulled off with ease, as well. Looking into the black bottle, it looked like the liquid inside was yellow.

		I gave the drink a tentative sniff. “Smells like pineapple,” I said.

		Bill made a note in a notebook he pulled from his briefcase. I figured he was writing down what I had said.

		I took a small sip, wanting to take my time and truly test this new drink, whatever it was.

		“Definitely pineapple,” I said. “Tastes just like regular pineapple juice.”

		Bill continued to write down everything I said.

		I raised the bottle to take another sip, but found myself chugging down the pineapple drink as fast as I could. I felt like I had been possessed, my body acting on its own, slurping down the liquid from the bottle as fast as it could. My brain barely paid any attention as the fluid ran across my tongue and down my throat.

		After I swallowed down the last few drops from the bottle, I smacked my lips with satisfaction as I set the now empty bottle down on the table. Bill and Nina looked at me expectantly.

		“That was delicious,” I said. “Best pineapple juice I’ve ever had.”

		A smirk formed on Bill’s lips. “I’m glad you liked it. We’ll wait with you for another few minutes, but then we will need to leave you to attend to Emily.”

		I had assumed Bill or Nina would begin asking me questions, but they remained silent as they simply watched me. My face started to flush in response to their stares, but that heat did not last long. Or better yet, I should say the heat as I knew it did not last for long.

		Suddenly my flushed face was the last thing on my mind as my chest started to burn. I looked down to see my breasts pushing out against my robe. They grew and grew, gaining mass and volume until they obscured most of my lap.

		“What’s happening?” I asked, confused.

		That confusion did not go away when I suddenly felt my mind fog over. Something was happening to me, but I couldn’t understand what it was. My body was shifting, changing, transforming into something, but I could understand what.

		“My boobs are growing,” I finally said, my voice coming out higher pitched than I was used to.

		Bill continued to make notes in his notebook. Nina watched my face closely, like she was trying to figure out if I was in pain or not.

		Despite the burning sensation, it didn’t hurt. It actually felt pretty good. Really good, actually.

		Before I knew it, I had cleavage I never could have imagined before. My boobs were big and perky, with hard little nipples on the ends, visible through the thin material of my robe.

		But whatever was happening to me was not done. The burning sensation moved down my body. I felt my posture change as my butt pushed me up from the seat ever so slightly. I looked down in time to see my legs become more toned.

		“What’s happening to my body?” I asked, wanting answers.

		However, neither Bill nor Nina said anything. They simply watched me.

		I held my leg out to the side so I could see it better as the burning sensation began to travel back up my legs. As it did so, it left behind darkly tanned skin.

		Up and up it flowed until it had reached my head, neck and arms. I watched as the burning sensation traveled down my arms, leaving the same darkly tanned skin in its wake. When it reached my finger tips, my nails grew out until they extended nearly a half inch beyond the tips.

		As the burning sensation moved up my face, I could feel my facial features shifting. I looked down and saw my lips at the very edge of my vision. They had become so plump I could see them in a resting state, without making a duckface.

		Then the burning moved to my scalp. If there was any pain, this was the part that hurt the most. I had always been a redhead, but suddenly I saw dark brown locks flowing down in front of my eyes. I had been completely transformed. I doubted my own parents would even recognize me, let along Emily.

		“What—“ I started to say, wanting to ask what they had done to me, but my words were cut off as the burning sensation in my scalp moved deeper into my head.

		The wave of confusion I had suffered from the beginning only intensified as I sat there. Nothing seemed to make any sense. All I knew was I felt good. I felt sexy. I felt hot and horny.

		“Fuck,” I said, the word just flowing out of my mouth, not specifically tethered to any particular object, action, or desire.

		Bill’s smirk turned into a full-blown smile. “Would you like to see your reflection?”

		I nodded my head as my hands started to roam across my body. My left hand found my big tits. They stuck out from my body, almost unnaturally, but still maintaining a natural teardrop shape.

		Bill reached into his briefcase and pulled out a handheld mirror before passing it to me.

		I took the mirror with a long-nailed hand, seeing the new me. My jaw dropped open as I looked at my dark reflection. I was hot. There was no doubt about that. My nose appeared smaller, my lips significantly bigger, but I no longer had the same girl next door appearance. I looked exotic, like I might have come from someplace in the South Pacific or other tropical place.

		“Wow,” was all I could think to say. There was no way Emily would recognize me, and certainly not my parents.

		“I’m afraid we’re going to have to leave you for a little while now,” Bill said as he pulled the mirror from my hands and returned it to his briefcase. He stood up and snapped the briefcase shut. “We must attend to your friend, Emily, now. Normally I’d leave Nina here with you, but since we’re short staffed today, you’ll be on your own for a few minutes. But I’m guessing you will find a way to keep your mind occupied.”

		With hardly another word, both Bill and Nina were gone, the door shutting behind them.

		I sat there for a few minutes, trying to figure out what to do. Boredom set in quickly. There was nothing here to catch my interest.

		Without even thinking about it, my hands began to drift across my body again. My left hand again found my tits. My eyes opened wide with a shot of pleasure as my fingers found and nipple and squeezed. I could already feel my pussy getting wet.

		“Fuck, I’m horny,” I said as my right hand slid into my robe and down my belly. The knot holding my robe closed came undone and the robe opened, giving me further access. Before I knew it, I was leaning back with one hand alternating between my boobs and the other gently stroking my clit.

		My first orgasm came fast and hard. My vision turned white as I came, not fully understanding what had happened to me. Why was I so hot and horny now? What was in that drink?

		Not that those answered mattered anymore. They would not change the truth of my new reality. I struggled to think about anything other than the pleasurable signals my pussy and tits were sending to my brain. Nothing else mattered.

		Even after cumming once, my body still wanted more. My hands pushed right through the first orgasm and started me building for another one.

		“Come on,” I chanted in my head, pushing my arousal ever higher so that I could return to, even if only for a moment, that blissful climactic state. In that moment I would feel pure pleasure. No thoughts would be there to keep me down. My mind would be completely clear, the pleasure burning away everything else.

		A knock came at the door when I was right there on the edge. I was so close to cumming. Time had lost all meaning as my hands acted on their own accord, my brain doing nothing but behaving like a puddle of mush.

		“That’s what I liked to see in a bimbo,” Bill said as my second orgasm crashed through me. My eyes rolled up into the back of my head as my vision turned white. I felt amazing. I felt, for the first time in my life, totally and completely fucked and it was amazing.

		I gave a dopey grin upon seeing Bill again. He came into the room, followed by Nina and then a hot blonde with strong Eastern European features. Her tits were as big as mine, although hers looked completely round, bolted onto her thin frame.

		“How are you feeling Jessi?” Bill asked me.

		“I came twice,” I said, holding up two fingers.

		“My, you can still count,” Bill said in surprise. “I wouldn’t have guessed it. I bet Emi here can’t count.”

		Bill turned to the blonde girl as she simply shook her head.

		“I’m too pretty for math,” Emi said followed by a giggle.

		I sat there staring at Emi with lust. She was the hottest girl I had ever seen, even while wearing that robe. It wasn’t exactly flattering. Then again, neither was mine. Mine hung open, giving anyone who wanted a view of my pussy. My tits had pooped out from the robe, putting the rest of my body on display.

		“Your giggle makes me wet,” I said. “My name’s Jessi.”

		I had not considered my name before Bill returned and called me Jessi. I was pretty sure I had a longer name before, but suddenly that didn’t seem so important anymore. Jessi was a much better name for me.

		“I’m Emi,” she said.

		“I know you two are bimbos now,” Bill said, “but I’m surprised the two of you don’t recognize each other. Jessi, Emi, you two came here together this morning. You’re friends.”

		“Wait,” I said. “You’re that Emi? That’s so cool. You’re really hot now.”

		“So are you, Jessi.”

		“As if you could be anything else,” Bill interrupted.

		“Sir,” Nina said. “I’ve got a question.”

		“Why did they turn out differently?” Bill guessed.

		“Yeah,” Nina said. “I figured this drink would make them looked the same. Blue Raspberry turns them into plastic bimbos, Grape turns them into natural bimbos, Mango turns them into young bimbos, but they don’t look very similar. How does Pineapple work?”

		Bill considered how to answer Nina’s question.

		“I suppose our two bimbos here are too dumb now to understand what we’re talking about,” Bill said. Emi and I nodded our heads dumbly, agreeing that we had no idea what they were talking about. We listened, but everything they said went over our heads. I doubted either of us were capable of understanding, even if we wanted to. “Pineapple finds an exotic component of their DNA and emphasizes that. Jessi here must have some distant relation to someone who came from the tropics. Not that I had any idea as to where. Emi, I’m guessing has family from Eastern Europe someplace. It’s as simple as that.”

		“I will never understand how these drinks work,” Nina admitted.

		Bill laughed. “I don’t even understand how they work. But I don’t have to when I work in marketing. All I know is these two bimbos will be poster material for the Bimbo Juice line when it’s ready.”

		“Should I take them out to the mall for their new outfits?” Nina asked.

		That I understood. I had forgotten all about the free outfit they were offering us.

		“I think it’s that time,” Bill said. “Hopefully two bimbos are not too much to handle. Call me if you run into any trouble.”

		“Yes, sir,” Nina said before turning her attention to Emi and me. “Come along Jessi and Emi. Time to find you some new clothes to wear.”

		Both Emi and I jumped and clapped at that news. My robe nearly slid off my shoulders in the process, revealing my body completely. Not that I minded. I liked being seen. I had a perfect tanned and hairless body with big tits and a big ass. Everybody deserved to look.

		“Please close your robe before going out,” Bill said as I began to walk toward the door.

		“Oopsie,” I said before closing my robe and tying it off. No matter what I did, my robe struggled to close around my tits. It barely covered my nipples, leaving a lot of cleavage on display. Again, not that I minded. I had big tits for a reason and that reason was to be seen. And maybe for titfucks too.

		Nina led Emi and I back out into the mall. The stores were still closed, except for one. It was a department store, selling almost everything, but its clothing styles were different from a normal department store. All the clothes were sexy.

		However, as soon as we were in the store, Emi and I found ourselves headed in different directions. I went straight for the swimwear. Maybe Bill was right and I belonged in the tropics, because I had this great idea to wear a sexy yellow bikini. The yellow would contrast nicely with my tanned skin.

		And I found the perfect set, putting my body on display to perfection. However, I knew I couldn’t just walk around town wearing only a bikini. I needed something more to cover me. That was when I found a matching yellow sarong. The skirt I turned it into was mostly see-through. You could easily see my bikini bottoms through it, but I was okay with that.

		“You should get another layer for up top,” Nina suggested. “Some places wouldn’t consider that to be a top.”

		I stuck out my lower lip for a moment and pouted. That didn’t sound like fun. Why did people have to be so stupid? Couldn’t they see that me dressing this way was good for everyone? I got to show off like I wanted to and everyone could appreciate my body. That seemed like a perfect agreement.

		I found myself searching through the rows and rows of clothing. There was everything here a bimbo like me could ever hope to wear. Finally I found a yellow racerback tank top that would do the trick. It was cropped to leave a decent amount of my midriff bare, making it even better.

		After finding the top, I went out in search of shoes. I didn’t want to walk everywhere barefoot, although I found only my toes ever touched the ground. My feet were simply designed to wear heels, I guessed. Not that I minded. Walking on my toes was more comfortable than walking flat-footed.

		“Ooh,” I cried out when I saw the perfect pair. They were sandals, with a cork wedge heel, white on the sides with yellow buckled and straps across the top of the foot. They were absolutely perfect and they fit like a glove.

		I waited for Emi and Nina near the makeup counter at the front of the store. There were a few samples left out, so I helped myself, giving myself an impromptu makeover. With my darker skin, I had to relearn what colors to use, but it didn’t take me long before I was looking better than ever.

		“O-M-G,” I said as soon as I saw Emi. “You’re totally hot.”

		She giggled as she approached. While my body appeared to be all natural, Emi’s was clearly surgically enhanced. Her tits were big and round, her butt was round too, and her lips had clearly been artificially plumped as well. She looked gorgeous though, wearing a red tube top that barely covered her pointy nipples and completely failed to go more than a hand’s width below her tits, leaving her midriff bare like mine.

		Emi had opted for pants, which I thought odd at first, until she turned around. My pussy gushed at seeing her big round ass perfectly presented by a low rise pair of jeans. My mouth watered at how her ass perfectly flowed into a long pair of legs that ended in black stiletto heels.

		“Come here,” I said, beckoning her toward me.

		The moment we reached each other, we were kissing, my hands pulling her into a hug, but then drifting down to squeeze her beautiful ass. She had the same idea, while we made out, our tongues dancing in and out of each other’s mouths. Neither of us were trying to put on a show. That just came naturally to us both. As bimbos, we always acted to spread pleasure and arousal everywhere we went.

		“The mall is about to open,” Nina said. “I’ve got prepaid debit cards with your money on them. I hope you are happy with the results from testing Bimbo Juice today.”

		“I love it,” I said as I took the offered card. I didn’t have a place to put it, so I tucked it into my bikini top.

		“Bimbos are the best,” Emi agreed as she took her card. She actually had pockets, although she struggled to get the card into the tiny pockets in the front of her pants.

		“Have fun with your new lives,” Nina said before walking away.

		I looked at Emi. She looked at me.

		“What do you want to do?” I asked.

		“We’re at the mall,” Emi countered. “Let’s go shopping.”

		And that was exactly what we did. Although it turned out you couldn’t buy much with only $100 each. Still, we managed to arrange for a few discounts. Emi was quite the cock slut. She was on her knees blowing the clerk in a blink of the eye.

		While she took care of the guys, I found it easier to take care of the women working at the mall. Most were hesitant at giving me a discount at first, but after a few moments with my face buried in their pussies, they were throwing discounts at me.

		Even though we divided up who we serviced, I still felt a longing every time I saw Emi giving a guy a blowjob. I wanted cock too. It wasn’t fair.

		Somehow we managed to find our way back to the dorms with all of our new purchases. We made a big show of throwing all of our old clothes into big trash bags and just tossing them out the window to the quad below.

		“Free clothes,” I shouted out the window to the small gathering of students watching us through the windows. “And first guy who comes and fucks me gets to cum on my tits.” That last bit was just because I was horny and in need of cock.

		Even though I was only looking for one guy to show up to fuck my brains out, it wasn’t long before there was a line out the door full of men wanting to fuck Emi and me. I could only smile.

		Emi set up on her bed and I set up on mine, getting on hands and knees, presenting our big asses and our pretty little pussies for the men to use. We had both stripped down to nothing, not wanting to ruin our new purchases. They needed to last for at least a week I figured. By then, if we hadn’t been kicked out of school yet, things would have settled down where there might have been some guys interested in supporting us.

		That first cock that entered my pussy was amazing. It was big and thick and stretched me just right. “Fuck me hard,” I called out as he slowly worked his cock into me.

		He needed little further encouragement as he set up a hard and fast rhythm, plowing me hard from behind. I screamed out with each thrust, loving every moment.

		However, I was suddenly presented with another cock, this time in front of my face. I wasn’t sure if he wanted me to shut up or he was just tired of waiting, but I simply opened my mouth and let him fuck my face. In that position, he had easy access to my throat, pushing himself deep down into me with each stroke.

		My eyes rolled up into the back of my head as I sat there on my hands and knees, getting spit roasted by two large cocks. I could barely move, but I loved every moment of it.

		“We’re about to cum,” the guy fucking me from behind said. “Let’s see those tits of yours.”

		Both men pulled out and I turned and sat back on my knees. Hy hands came up and started jacking both me, wanting them to paint me with their seed.

		The grunted at the same time. The man on my right came a fraction of a second before the other. Rope after rope of hot white cum shot onto my tits, covering me. I wasn’t just a bimbo. I was a slut. I was in absolute heaven as these two college boys fucked me and then came on my body.

		I took turns finishing them off, sucking on their cocks, cleaning them up and swallowing the last of their seed. I could have cleaned myself up, wiping the cum on my tits up with my fingers and sucking them clean. I probably would have done that in a normal situation, but before I had a chance to even think about that, there were two more men standing there in front of me with their cocks out, ready to fuck me.

		This time, the men wanted to double team me by fucking my pussy and my ass. As a bimbo and a slut, I wasn’t about to say no to that. The two men high-fived each other as they put me in the middle of a fuck sandwich. I glanced over to Emi to see her spit roasted by two other guys. She looked so happy like that. I knew she had made the right decision in joining me this morning.

		It was finally dinner time when the line outside our room was gone. There was no way to count high enough to count the number of men who had cum in our room. Both Emi and I were completely caked in cum in various stages of drying. We had swallowed enough cum that day to be able to skip dinner if we wanted.

		“Shower,” Emi mumbled.

		I had been about to offer to lick her clean, but I knew she was right. We needed a proper cleaning, and a bit of rest. My jaw was sore and my ass had been fucked almost raw. Not that I cared about either of those facts. I had cum so many times. I honestly wondered if I had been fucked even stupider than I already was.

		We wandered out to the shower room, not bothering to cover ourselves up. Anything we put on would need to be cleaned immediately. I was glad we had started our fun already naked. Those boys would have torn our clothes apart and completely ruined them.

		“You’re such a hot bimbo,” I told Emi as the hot water began to cascade across my big tits. I scrubbed myself clean, but that did more than make my skin clean. It seemed almost any contact with my skin was enough to get my motor running.

		“You too, Jessi,” Emi responded, her voice turning sultry from her the effects of her own cleaning.

		We were able to hold off until we were both clean, but the hot spray was more than enough to leave us horny and wanting. I had cum an uncountable number of times already and I still wanted more. This was who I was now and I knew parts of my life would be hard, but I didn’t care. I felt too good to care.

		With the showers still spraying us with hot water, Emi and I came together. Her tits mashed together as me came together for a kiss. One of my hands held Emi close to me, finding her ass again, like before. But this time, my other hand traveled down across her torso to find her pussy between her legs. She moaned into my mouth before responding in kind.

		Before we knew it, we were bringing each other to orgasm. Emi moaned and moaned until she finally screamed out as the pleasure overwhelmed her. I hadn’t noticed when we were getting gangbanged before, but she was quite a screamer.

		When I came, I came more quietly, although I still moaned loudly as I shuddered with another orgasm. I couldn’t imagine a better way to spend our first day as bimbo sluts.

		We took our time drying off and fixing our hair. Emi, with her platinum blonde hair, kept it straight and let if flow down her back, almost eating her round ass. My hair was a rich dark brown and hung in loose waves down my back and over my shoulders. It wasn’t as long, but I had greater volume to manage, making it easier to style my hair to look just a little bigger.

		Returning to our rooms, wearing our towels wrapped around our bodies, knowing the other girls in our section would complain if we walked down the hallway completely naked, we were accosted by the RA. The older student looked furious at us.

		“Who the hell are you?” she yelled. “And what are you doing in my section?”

		Emi giggled, making my pussy tingle.

		“Relax, Candi,” I said, purposefully calling Candace by her nickname that only her ex-boyfriend used, but which all the girls in the section called her behind her back. That might have been one of the reasons he was her ex-boyfriend. “It’s Emi and Jessi. We live here.”

		“Emily? Jessica? What happened to you?”

		“We drank some Bimbo Juice,” I said.

		“Yeah,” Emi agreed. “And we turned into super sexy bimbos and we had a big party in our room earlier with lots of hot guys.”

		“That was you two?” Candace asked. “The Dean wants to see you then. I can’t believe you two did all that while I was in class all day.” Her anger returned, but now for an entirely different reason. “I had the Dean pull me out of my last class and yell at me for letting a party take place in my section. I had no idea what he was talking about, but he wouldn’t listen, blaming me. I’m going to call him right now. You two better get dressed and go see him right away.”

		“We can do that,” I said. “I’d love to finally meet the Dean.”

		Emi looked at me, confused. She looked so cute when she was confused. I was pretty sure she was dumber than me now, her brain cells replaced with silicone and saline.

		I winked at her, which seemed to be enough to get her to go along with what I was thinking, even if she didn’t understand it. As bimbos we had to be good at going with the flow. We had trouble devising plans of our own, but this time it seemed so easy.

		“Yeah, we’ll go see him right away,” Emi added.

		Candace glared at both of us. “You better. I’ll let him know you’re coming.”

		We both giggled as we finished our walk to our room.

		“Why do you want to see the Dean?” Emi asked once we were alone.

		“He’s a man, Emi. I bet he won’t know what to do with two bimbos like us.”

		“Ooh, good idea, Jessi,” Emi said. “But what should we wear?”

		That was always the question. What should two hot bimbos with big tits wear when meeting with the Dean?

		“Sexy school girl outfits, of course,” I said with a big grin.

		Half an hour later, we were knocking on the Dean’s office door. His secretary had already gone home for the day. It was just going to be the two of us and him. Emi looked every bit the slutty Catholic school girl with a short tartan skirt and a white blouse tied off under her tits. I was dressed similarly, but less recognizable, since I didn’t have clothes that quite matched. But that was okay. It was close enough and I was sure the Dean would understand.

		“Come in,” the Dean called out. I giggled, knowing we would all be cumming before the night was over.

		We bounced into his office with a plan. If everything happened as I thought it might, we would not be the only bimbos in our section. We would have Candi to play with too, all thanks to Bimbo Juice.
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