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		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: Red Apple

		

		“C andace Higgins?” the woman asked, greeting me at the door to the mall.

		My reasons for being here were simple. I had been ordered here by the Thatcher College Dean for some special training. The exact reasons were still unclear to me, but the Dean made it clear that if I wanted to keep my job as a Resident Advisor in the dorms, I would need to show up at the mall this morning.

		Somehow I felt like all this was happening because two of my residents, Jessica and Emily, or Jessi and Emi as they now want to be called, held some sort of sex party yesterday in their dorm room. I was in class all day, so I missed it, but they apparently had half of the men on campus lined up to… I couldn’t even think about it.

		I did my part after the fact, chewing them out and then sending them to the Dean for punishment. It was weird though. I never saw those two very much. They weren’t the most social women in the dorm, but they looked a lot different from how I remembered them. They both looked foreign, for whatever reason, and their breasts were huge. I could only guess they both got implants, but that seemed strange to me and I thought I would have heard something about that from the other girls in the dorm.

		Not that there was anything I could do about them now. Their punishment, assuming they were punished at all, was in the hands of the Dean. After they had visited him, I got a call from him, requesting my presence at the mall this morning. He even made me skip a class to be here. At least my absence is excused. It would be hard for a professor to win an argument against the Dean.

		“Yes,” I said. “I’m Candace.”

		The woman greeting me looked every bit the corporate stereotype. She wore a business suit with slacks and low heels. Her blouse and jacket were fitted, but not sexualized in any way. She wore her hair down, but it was pretty short, not even reaching her shoulders.

		“I’m Nina Jenkins,” the woman said. “If you’ll follow me, we’ll get you started.”

		Nina led me inside and through the mall. It was weird being here before the stores had opened. The roll down cages were all closed and the lights inside were off. It was a bit spooky, actually.

		“So what is it I’m supposed to do?” I asked as we walked. “The Dean at my college signed me up for this.”

		Nina looked thoughtful for a moment, probably deciding how to respond. That only heightened my sense of unease.

		“I think I better let Bill Martin, my boss explain things,” she eventually said. “He is much better at describing it.”

		“But it’s some sort of training, right?” I pressed.

		“Like I said, I should let Bill do the talking. He’s the man with the plan. I’m just assisting with the operation here, filling in for someone who has been forced to stay home this week looking after someone.”

		“Oh,” I said. “I guess that makes sense. I’ve had a weird night last night. I’m an RA in the dorms at Thatcher and there was an unauthorized party some of my residents held while I was in class. First the Dean was mad at me, then he was mad at the girls who held the party, but then after they visited him last night, he called me telling me to report here for some kind of training.”

		Nina gave a little smirk, but I couldn’t read anything into it. I felt like she knew more than she was letting on. She didn’t appear to be a dummy, so I could only imagine she was under orders not to reveal too much.

		I let out a loud sigh as I realized I would find out what this was all about soon enough.

		“Right down this hallway,” Nina said. “You’ll be in room three.”

		There was a narrow, but brightly lit, hallway leading off the main part of the mall with a series of doors leading toward rooms, I imagined. What kind of rooms, I had no idea. This was the kind of place that was easy to overlook when the mall was packed with people. Now though, it was the only place to go.

		The room appeared to be a small conference room. There was a table in the center with chairs all around it. The walls were blank, although there was a presentation screen on one end, but there was no projector. On the table sat a flower patterned robe.

		“This is probably going to sound strange, but your training requires you to wear the robe with nothing on underneath,” Nina said. “It will all make more sense once we get started. I’ll leave you here for the time being, but I’ll be back with Bill in a few minutes.”

		And just like that, Nina had left me alone to change my clothes.

		I stood there for a moment, trying to think of a reason why I needed to change my clothes for the training. It also seemed odd that I would be the only one taking part. Didn’t these corporate training companies make money by having lots of people attend their trainings? The business model didn’t seem particularly strong if they required two people to train one person.

		Without an idea of what they had in store for me, I did as they asked. I pulled off my Thatcher College sweatshirt and pushed my boring canvas shoes and loose fitting jeans off. As a college student, I rarely got dressed up for class. Casual was the name of the game as I usually rolled out of bed only a few minutes before my first class. Things like showering could come later in the day.

		Today, however, my schedule had been a little different. Knowing I was leaving campus, I did shower before I arrived, but my decision on my outfit did not vary much from what I usually wore.

		I looked around the room one last time, just to make sure there weren’t any obvious cameras. There had been a guy who planted a camera in the women’s bathroom in the Science Building at Thatcher during my freshman year. Luckily, he got caught the first time he tried to change out the memory card. Suffice it to say, he got kicked out of school and got jail time. Ever since then, however, I’ve been wary when undressing in unfamiliar places.

		With no obvious cameras about, I shucked off my white cotton panties and followed that with taking off my bra. Then I pulled on the robe and tied it tightly around me. The robe was pretty short for my tastes, falling to just above the knee, but as long as I was sitting, I wouldn’t mind it. I was just glad the robe gave full coverage to my chest. I didn’t like showing cleavage, what little I had.

		After a few minutes of waiting, sitting across from the door with my clothes piled on the chair beside me, there was a knock at the door. A moment later Nina entered, followed by a man carrying a briefcase.

		“Candace,” Nina said. “This is Bill Martin. He will be conducting your training today.”

		“Nice to meet you, Candace,” Bill said. He set his briefcase down on the table and reached across to shake my hand.

		“Same,” I said as I took his hand. He had a firm, but gentle grip. “I hope you can explain to me what this training is about. When the Dean called me last night, telling me to be here, he wasn’t real firm with the details.”

		“It’s simple, really,” Bill said as he sat down and snapped open his briefcase. Nina sat beside him, her eyes never leaving me. “But first I’ll need you to sign a few things.”

		Bill pulled out a small stack of documents and set them on the table. He placed a pen on the top.

		“The first documents is a non-disclosure agreement,” Bill explained. “You will be taking part in a proprietary training process and we don’t want our competitors to copy our work. The fact you are here today actually means we had a breach in that disclosure, but given the nature of the breach and the eventual outcome, we have already decided not to press the matter. But you should know that we take these matters seriously. Do you understand me?”

		Suddenly the idea of this being an easy training program, or whatever it was, seemed far less likely. Bill seemed nice enough, but he apparently took his job very seriously.

		“Yeah, I follow,” I said.

		Bill slid the first document and the pen across the table for me to sign. I started to read through the agreement, something I always did, even going so far as to read those long terms of use online. I was always surprised what companies hid in those things.

		However, before I could get very far into reading the document, Bill continued speaking. “This second document simply makes it clear that we are not responsible for anything that might happen to you during the training. Not that we expect anything unwanted to happen, but this is just to make the company lawyers happy. Does that make sense?”

		“Huh,” I said as I half paid attention while I signed the first document. “Yeah, that makes sense.”

		Bill pushed the next document toward me. This time I just signed my name. I doubted anything significant would happen to me.

		“The final document is a contract of sorts,” Bill explained. “Upon completion of your training, you will be given $100 and a voucher for a free outfit at a store here in the mall. How does that sound?”

		“Wait, you’re telling me that you’re actually paying me to complete the training? That’s really cool, actually.”

		“I thought you might like that news,” Bill said. “That’s why I saved it for last.”

		I quickly signed the third document. Once I was done, Bill leaned across the table and collected the documents and the pen. A moment later they were once again stowed inside his briefcase.

		“Before we get started,” Bill said, “I was wondering if you’re thirsty. I see you didn’t bring a water bottle or anything with you.”

		With my schedule being off this morning, what with skipping class, I had forgotten my water bottle in my dorm room. That bottle usually went everywhere with me.

		“Um, sure,” I said. “That would be great. Do you have some water I could have?”

		“Unfortunately we’re out of water, but I’ve got some juice you can have.”

		Bill reached into his briefcase and removed a black plastic bottle with a red splotch on it. He held it out, offering it to me.

		“Sure,” I said. “Juice works too.”

		Bill and Nina watched attentively as I picked up the bottle and screwed off the cap. Underneath was the safety seal, which came off easily. Inside was an amber colored liquid.

		I took a sniff of the juice, not knowing what to expect.

		“Apple juice,” I said. “That works. I can’t remember the last time I had apple juice.”

		I raised the bottle to my lips and took a sip. The apple flavor washed across my tongue.

		“Wow,” I said, my eyes wide in surprise. “This might be the best apple juice I’ve ever had. Thank you so much.”

		After that, I raised the bottle to my lips again and drank. I drank and drank, taking swallow after swallow. Before I knew it, I had emptied the bottle.

		“Wow,” I said as I smacked my lips. “I didn’t realize I was that thirsty.”

		“It happens,” Bills said. He had pulled out a notebook and started taking notes. I had no idea what he found interesting enough to write about, but I wasn’t going to judge him for that.

		“Whoa,” I said a moment later as the room around me started to spin. I braced myself on the table, trying to find my balance.

		“Are you all right?” Nina asked, suddenly looking concerned.

		“I’m,” I started to say. “I’m all right.” After a moment my dizziness passed. “That was weird. It felt kind of like a brain freeze, but different.”

		However, finding my balance again proved to not matter too much, for a moment later a burning sensation developed in my chest.

		“Ugh, I don’t feel so good,” I said as I doubled over, gripping my stomach, even though the pain was in my chest.

		As I sat there with my head almost in my lap, I could feel a growing weight on my chest. Or, more accurately, I felt a growing weight hanging from my chest.

		I pushed myself to sit up straight and watched as my previously small breasts began to grow. They expanded out, growing heavier and heavier with each passing moment. They pushed at my robe, pushing the two sides apart into a large expanse of cleavage.

		But it wasn’t just that my breasts were growing. That was strange enough by itself, but the bigger they got, the more painful my nipples became. Suddenly wet spots started to show on my robe, right over my nipples. I was lactating.

		“What’s happening to me?” I whined, looking for answers, but none were coming.

		Bill and Nina watched me closely, but none of them showed any concern over the fact I had suddenly grown tits.

		After the burning sensation stopped in my chest, it seemed to flow up my body, moving up my neck and then up onto my face and the top of my head.

		I looked down, trying to see if I could see anything else, when at the bottom of my field of vision I all of a sudden saw my lips. They had plumped up, pushing out from my face so that I could see them with my own eyes in their resting state.

		“Ouch,” I said, my voice coming out strangely, higher pitched, but a little breathy too. But I wasn’t thinking about my voice. Sounding different was on the bottom of the list of weird stuff that was happening to me. The reason for my crying out in pain was a pain in my eyes. Something had happened to them, but I could tell what. Luckily, the pain was short lived and whatever happened didn’t seem to affect my vision. I could still see perfectly.

		The burning sensation moved up into my scalp where it stayed for what felt like several minutes at least. As I sat there, my hair started to grow at a tremendous pace. It poured down around my head, a dirty blonde color that I had never had before. I was a brunette, not a blonde. But the evidence was now clear. I now had blonde hair, long blonde hair.

		I wanted to cry, but no tears would come. Not that I could have managed such a response with one shock leading to another, leading to still another. The surprises kept coming.

		The burning sensation started to flow out over my body. It flowed down my arms and to my hands. I watched in horror as my fingernails grew out into a glamorous length. I honestly wondered how I would be able to type with such nails. I still had school papers to write.

		I could feel something happen to my torso as the burning sensation paused there, but I couldn’t see the changes beneath my robe. It was not long, however, before it was on the move again, traveling farther and farther south.

		Despite not being able to see it, I could feel the way my ass expanded beneath me. The hard chair I sat on seemed to get softer, but I knew that was only because of the increased padding on my backside.

		When the burning reached my feet, I figured it had to be almost done. There wasn’t anything more it could change about me. I could feel my feet felt into points before the burning sensation went away entirely.

		“What just happened?” I asked, breathing heavily. Whatever had happened, it took a lot out of me. I felt like I had just raced a mile.

		Despite me asking a question, both Bill and Nina said nothing. They simply watched me, seemingly waiting for something more to happen.

		And then it hit me. My dizziness returned, but this time it was different. It was accompanied by a fog that rolled into my head. Suddenly my thoughts seemed slow and hard to process. It was as if my entire mind simply slowed down, shutting down my higher functioning pathways to keep my brain’s involuntary systems functioning.

		All of a sudden I giggled. I hadn’t giggled for years, since I was a little kid. I was a serious woman. I was a role model to younger students at Thatcher College. I had my studies, I had my work, I had my life. None of it gave me the giggles before.

		But as I sat there giggling quietly to myself, I came to a realization. I liked giggling. It felt good. And my giggling seemed to make my boobs jiggle. I could feel the milk sloshing around inside of them. It was weird, but that fact only served to make me giggle even more.

		“How do you feel, Candi?” Bill asked.

		“Huh?” I said, not realizing Bill said anything until he was done speaking.

		“I asked how you feel?” Bill said.

		“I feel…” I said, looking for the right words. However, those words didn’t come right to me like they usually did. As a rhetoric and communications major, words were my lifeblood, but for some reason, in this moment, words failed me.

		“I feel good,” I finally said. Good was the best word I could come up with. But the truth was, I did feel good. I felt really good, actually. I felt better than I could ever remember feeling.

		A part of me tried to think back. Hadn’t I not felt good a moment before? Wasn’t I in pain? But none of those memories surfaced. If I had been in pain, it was gone. I quickly decided thinking about pain wasn’t something I wanted to do when I could think about happier things, to the extent I wanted to think about anything.

		My mind felt blissfully blank and I actually enjoyed that. So I just sat there and let my mind clear, thinking of nothing.

		“Candi?” Nina asked.

		I looked at Nina and smiled. She actually looked pretty cute. She needed to lose the stuffiness of her suit, but that didn’t seem like such a big deal.

		“Do you like that you’ve been turned into a bimbo?”

		I looked at Nina as I tried to process her question. Was I a bimbo? I took a quick self evaluation. I had big milky boobs, the tingling in my pussy told me I was horny, and if I was honest with myself, I didn’t seem to be very smart. Those things seemed to point to being a bimbo.

		“I love it,” I said with a giggle. “What’s that juice called?”

		“Bimbo Juice,” Bill answered.

		“Bimbo Juice turned me into a bimbo,” I said. “How cool is that?”

		“Would you like to see what you look like in a mirror?” Bill asked.

		“Ooh, yeah, I want to see,” I said giddily, bouncing in my chair.

		Bill reached into his briefcase and removed a handheld mirror. He held it out to me. I took the mirror with a long-nailed hand and held it up.

		“I look so hot,” I said as soon as I saw my reflection. My lips hand filled out into plump little pillows. I licked my lips, the simplest of actions looking like an attempt at seduction.

		My nose had shrunk down. I vaguely recalled me not liking my nose before. I couldn’t remember exactly, but I somehow recalled there being a bump on my nose. That bump was gone, with a slim nose with the tip being turned up just a little bit.

		However, the big surprise was my eyes. My brown eyes were now blue. It was completely unexpected, but it looked good, especially with my blonde hair. Now I knew why my eyes had hurt.

		“Yes, you do,” Bill said, agreeing with my assessment. “Now how about Nina takes you to a store so you can get an outfit to fit with the new you.”

		“Ooh, yeah,” I said. “That sounds like fun. I like shopping.”

		I wasn’t so sure that had always been true, but it certainly was now. Shopping allowed me to get new clothes so I could look pretty and sexy and turn guys on so they would fuck me. Those were strange new thoughts, but I decided I needed to embrace this new me. That old me, the one I couldn’t really remember that well, was boring and stuffy. I wanted to have fun and to satisfy that tingle in my pussy. I was almost horny enough to just start masturbating there in front of Bill and Nina.

		“Nina will have a pre-loaded debit card for you when you’re done getting your new outfit. After that, the Dean will be here to pick you up. I understand he has special plans for you.”

		“The Dean has plans for me?” I said, not really understanding, but wanting to confirm I heard Bill correctly.

		“Most definitely,” Bill said. “He was the one who signed you up for this, so you could become a bimbo. You exist as you are now thanks to him. I’m guessing you will want to thank him when you see him.”

		I licked my lips, already salivating at how I could thank the Dean for turning me into a bimbo.

		“Come along, Candi,” Nina said.

		I stood up and followed Nina out of the room. As I did, I discovered I was walking on my toes. It seemed my feet could not longer handle standing flat-footed. I shrugged my shoulders, figuring I would just have to get some high heels to wear. That’s what a bimbo like me would want to wear anyway, right?

		I bounced and bounded behind Nina as she led me back through the mall. Everything about my body felt new to me, including the way that I moved. There was a smoothness to my stride, but one that saw me swaying my hips back and forth. I could just imagine a man standing behind me, watching me walk. He would call out to me, sexualize me with his words. I bit my lip realizing how much my fantasy was turning me on.

		I knew I didn’t always like the idea of men looking at me, of them watching me as their minds turned toward lust. I would have yelled and screamed before, maybe even going as far as kicking the man squarely in the balls. Now, however, I wanted them to look. I saw myself as a horny and stupid girl who needed men to give me validation. I needed them to see me as a sexual object so they could fuck me. Fucking was really important to me. Why else would I be this horny if I didn’t want to fuck all the time?

		“Here we are,” Nina said as we approached a department store.

		However, it quickly became apparent that this department store seemed to cater to the kinds of fashions bimbos desired. Everything had a sexy vibe to it, especially the vibrators. But the clothes were special. They were clearly designed with sex in mind.

		I took my time looking around the store, trying to find the perfect outfit. My problem was I didn’t know what kind of bimbo I was yet. That was about as complex as my thinking could get too.

		“Ooh, this is nice,” I said when I found a blue denim miniskirt. It was tiny, barely long enough to cover my ass, which made it perfect.

		With the skirt in mind, the rest of my outfit started to come together. I started with underwear. I found a white thong that would be perfect. I wanted it to be bright enough to make sure guys knew they saw my underwear peaking out from between my legs when they got a view of my skirt.

		I didn’t bother with a bra, but I did find some special pasties that were supposed to help keep my nipples from leaking. I couldn’t keep changing my tops because my nipples created wet spots.

		From there, I found a red blouse that did a great job of showing off my tits. That was important. Was I really a bimbo if I didn’t show off my big tits somehow? Even if they were completely covered, I could still find a way to make sure guys stared at them. I didn’t bother buttoning up the blouse. I just tied it off underneath my tits, leaving my midriff bare.

		I completed my outfit with a brown belt for my skirt and a pair of high heeled brown boots. Basically, I looked like a farm bimbo, which seemed about right, since with my milky tits, I was a bit of a cow.

		“What do you think?” I asked as I posed for Nina in my new outfit. “Don’t you wish you could be a bimbo like me?”

		Nina just shook her head at me, but I could see that there was a part of her that envied me. I didn’t know her reasoning, but I knew she would make a great bimbo. She just needed to drink some Bimbo Juice and she could be completely happy.

		“Here’s your money,” Nina said. “I’ll walk you out to see the Dean. He’s come to pick you up.”

		“Thanks,” I said. “I can’t wait to thank him for making me become a bimbo. It’s the nicest thing he could have done for me.”

		I followed Nina back toward the same door I had entered. That felt like a lifetime ago.

		“Hey, wait a minute,” I said as Nina started to open the door for me. “Wasn’t there a training or something I was supposed to do?”

		Nina chuckled. “That was just a ruse to get you here. The whole plan was to turn you into a bimbo for the Dean.”

		I didn’t know what ruse meant, but I smiled and let it go. I liked being a bimbo, so I couldn’t be mad. And now I got to be a bimbo for the Dean. That made it all seem better than ever. I wasn’t just going to be a bimbo, I was going to be an owned bimbo.

		“Candi,” the Dean called out as soon as he saw me come out of the mall. He had his car pulled up next to the curb, him standing on the sidewalk next to it, waiting for me.

		“Hi,” I squealed as I minced over to him and jumped into his arms.

		The Dean kissed me hard on the lips. I melted into his embrace, returning his kiss with every fiber of my being. He had arranged for me to get turned into a bimbo and for that I was willing to be his bimbo. It was a perfect deal.

		“How do you feel?” he asked me after he broke the kiss. He held me out at arms length to get a better look at me. I pulled my shoulders back and thrust out my tits, wanting to look sexier than ever for him.

		“I’m horny,” I said honestly. “Can you take me home so you can fuck me?”

		“You don’t beat around the bush, do you?” the Dean asked rhetorically. “Yes, I think that can be arranged. I’ve already called in about taking the day off today. We’ve got all day for me to fuck you until you don’t have any brains left.”

		“Yay,” I cheered.

		The Dean held open the passenger door for me and I hopped in, flashing him my white panties before pulling my feet into the car.

		A moment later, he was sitting in the driver’s seat. As he pulled away from the curb, I leaned over the center console and began to free his cock from his pants. I knew he would fuck me later, but I needed to start thanking him now.

		If the Dean was distracted by my ministrations, he didn’t show it while he kept his hands on the steering wheel and his eyes on the road. All the while, I was bobbing up and down on his cock, finding I could push his cock into my throat. I had never given a blowjob before, but I couldn’t understand why I hadn’t. I seemed to be a natural cocksucker and his cock tasted delicious. Even if I had to go back to being a boring RA and college student, I wouldn’t want to give this up. I’d have a daily appointment with the Dean to get my cock fix. I could only imagine what it would feel like when he finally fucked me.

		When the Dean came, he came hard, shooting rope after rope of cum into my eager mouth. I swallowed down every drop, savoring the tangy taste of his seed. I continued to suckle his cock for a few minutes, cleaning him up with the dim hope he would recover soon enough for me to suck another creamy load from him.

		It wasn’t long before we pulled into the Dean’s driveway. He parked the car and helped me out and up the front steps of his house. He was a perfect gentleman, letting me hold onto his arm as he copped a feel of my ass. He knew how to treat a bimbo like me.

		“I figured you’re going to move in with me,” he explained as he gave me a tour of his house. It was big, especially for a single man like himself. “I’m guessing you don’t want to go back to school now that you’re a bimbo.”

		I screwed up my face with disgust. Me go to school? That seemed like a recipe for disaster.

		“Oof,” I said at the end of the tour. “My boobs are getting heavy.”

		“Why aren’t you wearing a bra?”

		“They didn’t feel as heavy when I put on my clothes,” I said. “I think I just need to milk myself.”

		Something in the Dean’s eyes lit up when I mentioned milking myself. I had hit on something, something primal, that ignited something inside of him.

		“You’re lactating?”

		I nodded my head.

		“Can I watch you milk your tits?”

		“Sure, baby,” I said. “You can do whatever you want with me. I’m all yours. I’m your bimbo now.”

		The Dean led me to the kitchen sink where he had me pull out my tits and start to milk myself. The white liquid poured down the sink, but the look in his eyes told me this was more than he could have dreamed of. I was literally a wet dream for him. I was his dream and I was wet, both from milking myself and from the juicing collecting in my pussy.

		“You should call me Dean,” he said as he watched me. “That’s not just my job title. It’s also my name. I’m Dean Kane.”

		“Dean, you should fuck me when I’m done here,” I said.

		“Candi,” Dean said, “I was already planning on it.”

		As soon as my milk flow slowed to a trickle, Dean picked me up and carried me into the bedroom. There he pulled off my clothes and helped me onto my back so he could climb on top of me and give me the fucking with both wanted.

		Dean was an older man, but not excessively so. Gray hair had started to grow on his temples, but he was still a very fit man. He pulled off the his polo shirt to reveal a strong and chiseled body. That alone would have been enough to get me wet, but when he pulled down his pants to reveal his cock again, I was already over the edge.

		“Fuck me, please,” I begged.

		Dean climbed up on the bed, positioning himself over me, his cock hard and ready to fuck me. But he waited.

		“Please,” I said again as I reached down to fondle his cock. I didn’t understand what he was waiting for.

		“When I’m ready,” Dean said. “I’m the man of the house and I fuck you when I want to fuck you and not a moment before.”

		“Yes, sir,” I said.

		“Why don’t you play with those big milky tits for me?”

		My hands returned from his cock and began to knead my tits, groping them hard, twisting my nipples, anything and everything to both put on a show and to give me pleasure.

		“Fuck yes,” I screamed out when Dean finally split me open, thrusting his cock into my wet little pussy, stretching me. This was the moment I had been waiting for all day, maybe even all my life. This was the moment when my life finally had meaning. I was to be Dean’s bimbo and this was what being his bimbo was all about.

		Dean took his time pushing himself into me, going deeper and deeper until he filled me completely. It was only then that he began to truly fuck me, thrusting in and out, slowly at first, but quickly gaining in speed and force as he developed his rhythm.

		I clawed at Dean’s back with my long nails as I started to cum. We had only just started and I was already cumming, my body spasming from the penetration of his big cock.

		But Dean kept going. He kept pistoning in and out of me. My arousal had peaked with the first climax, but his actions sent it higher and higher.

		It only took a few minutes before I was babbling incoherently. My brain had all but shutdown, only keeping my body’s main functions intact, as Dean’s cock slowly broke me.

		I was so close to cumming again. I could feel myself on the edge, looking out over a beautiful vista below me. Each thrust pushed me closer to the edge. I wanted to jump off. I wanted to fall. I wanted to cum.

		Dean let out an animalistic groan as he buried his cock inside of me. He came, harder than ever, sending his seed deep into my womb. I cried out as his cum filling my pussy was what I needed to push me finally over the edge.

		I cried out in pleasure as my arms and legs spasmed. My eyes rolled up into the top of my head as my vision turned white. An orgasmic wave of pleasure flowed over me, followed by mini-eruptions in various parts of my body.

		My bimbo transformation had left me with increased sexual sensitivity, as well as an additional set of erogenous zones. Those zones became new epicenters as my body quaked with orgasmic energy, making me nearly lose consciousness.

		I don’t know how long we laid there together with Dean’s cock inside of me. When I finally started to return to my senses, Dean had rolled off of me, but he still laid there beside me, playing with a lock of my blonde hair.

		I turned to him and smiled. Somewhere, deep down, I knew something more about me had changed. The Bimbo Juice had done more than turn me into a milky bimbo cow for Dean. It had made me incredibly fertile. It had only been a few minutes, but I already knew our act of lust had left me pregnant.

		“Dean,” I said lazily. “I think you just put a baby in me.”

		Dean’s eyes lit up, not with surprise or anger, but with renewed lust.

		“You’re not just going to be my bimbo,” Dean said. “You’re going to be my bimbo wife and the bimbo mother to my children. I don’t know how we’ll swing it, but I’ll take care of the details. You’re going to be spending a lot of time pregnant, my dear Candi. You’re going to be my bimbo broodmare. I expect we’ll be having a big family.”

		I had never thought too much about having a family before. I had been too focused on school to think that far into the future. But now, because Dean wanted it, I wanted it too. After all, I was Dean’s bimbo now and I wanted to please him and to do whatever I needed to keep him regularly fucking me.

		I grew misty-eyed as I realized how much my life had changed. I went from a boring RA to the future bimbo wife of Dean Kane. And after we got married, I would be named Candi Kane. It was a fitting end to my former life and a sweet blossoming beginning to my new bimbo life, all thanks to Dean Kane and Bimbo Juice.
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