
        
            
                
            
        

    
		

		Bimbo Takeover

		

		The First Step

		

		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
		

		

		
			The First Step
		

		

		
			About the Author
		

		

		
			Also by Sadie Thatcher
		

		

	
		

		Introduction

		

		The Bimbo Takeover series was inspired by a series of stories by Mian on the Erotic Mind Control Story Archive. Other than having to do with cheerleaders and recruitment, Bimbo Takeover is entirely different. Please enjoy this first story in the Bimbo Takeover series.

		

	
		

		The First Step

		

		“T his sucks,” Kathryn said as she picked at her lunch. It was the Monday following the big game against Kinnock University and for the first time in 20 years, Thatcher College had lost to their cross-town rivals.

		“Tell me about it,” Vince said. He and Kathryn had been an item ever since she was promoted to head cheerleader and he had been named starting quarterback on the football team. It was only natural that they become a couple. But they were not the only ones sitting at the lunch table that day moping about the unexpected loss.

		“We need revenge,” Janet said. She too was a cheerleader, Kathryn’s second in command.

		“Yeah, you’re right,” Kathryn added. “But what can we do? The game is over.”

		“What I wouldn’t give to cause complete chaos over at Kinnock,” Zach said. Despite being the kicker and a bit of a nerd, Zach had always had an in with the top players and cheerleaders. “I don’t care about their team. I want to fuck up everything about them. Every Kinnock student should be affected.”

		The group fell into silence as they all struggled to eat their lunches. It did not even matter that it was Monday, which meant it was grilled cheese day. That was always a big hit with the students, including this group. However, the stinging loss from the weekend prevented them from taking advantage as they usually did.

		The worst part about the loss was how it had been a Thatcher home game. Much of the student body had turned out in what was expected to be an easy win. Kinnock had been terrible for years, being little more than a punching bag for the much stronger Thatcher team. But something was different this year. The Kinnock players were bigger than they had ever been before. They were faster than they had ever been before. And they tackled harder than they had ever tackled before. Vince still had bruises from all the times he was sacked. Even Zach had found himself getting tackled and as the kicker he almost was never touched.

		It was an all around embarrassing game with an awful result. The team had told themselves that they had not prepared hard enough or taken their opponents serious enough, but even that did not explain what had happened. It was like every Kinnock player had turned into a potential pro overnight. It was unreal and seemed to be impossible.

		“My boyfriend has been messing with these chemicals for his senior thesis that is supposed to alter people’s bodies,” Janet said suddenly, breaking the silence. “I’ll have to check with him, but it might be able to help disrupt stuff over there.” Janet could not even bring herself to say the name of the rival school, her desire for revenge was so great.

		“Hmm, that could work,” Vince said. “We’d have to figure out a way to get them to take it though? Can they drink it? I can just imagine spiking the sports drink coolers and all the players shrinking down to become pipsqueaks like they usually are.”

		“Let me check to see what it can do?” Janet said, pulling out her phone. She started typing away, texting her boyfriend who was probably working in the lab.

		“I know how to fuck with their heads,” Zach offered. “I’ve been working on using auditory tones to instigate mental reprogramming.”

		“What does that mean?” Vince asked. He knew he was not as smart as Zach, but he sounded extra nerdy in his explanation.

		“Brainwashing,” Zach said. “I’ve been working on a way to brainwash people to think and act differently than normal.”

		“Good news and bad news,” Janet broke in, looking up from her phone. “My boyfriend says the chemicals he’s been playing with can be taken orally, but the stuff he’s working on right now wouldn’t be usable on the football players.”

		“So we have a delivery method, but there’s nothing we can do to them,” Vince said, annoyed. “Great.”

		“Wait, there’s more,” Janet countered. “He just sent another message that he could increase the sexual characteristics of women with it.”

		“We target their cheerleaders to start,” Kathryn said. “That’s a great place to begin.”

		“Of course my boyfriend is trying to use chemicals to give girls bigger boobs,” Janet said, suddenly realizing what her boyfriend’s research really meant. She felt a little hurt, given the fact she was nowhere near well endowed. It had always been a point of irritation for her. She already had a boob job fund going, but it was hard to save money when her life was taken up with studying and cheerleading. Still, someday she hoped to have the breasts she had always desired. But that did not stop her from feeling hurt that her boyfriend might try and transform her into some slut with big tits.

		“If Janet’s boyfriend can give them big tits and make them horny, I can do the rest,” Zach offered. “It will take a little work, but I think I know how to do it.”

		“Okay, so we turn the cheerleaders into a bunch of bimbos,” Vince said. “But how do we actually do it. They’re not going to just let us waltz onto campus before we drug and brainwash them. They’ll know something is wrong.”

		Kathryn smiled. “I know just what we need. I used to be cheer teammates with their head cheerleader. It’s the perfect place to start. I’ll reach out to her, grab lunch at the mall, or whatever, and then I find a way to dose her. Zach, can you do your part over the phone?”

		Now it was Zach who was smiling. “Of course I can. I just need her number.”

		“I’ve got that too. How long do we need to set this up?”

		“My boyfriend says he needs a week,” Janet offered. “But he says he’s game.”

		“A week sounds about right,” Zach said. “I need time to make and edit the recordings.”

		“Beautiful,” Kathryn said. “I’ll set something up with Kathryn for next week. Damn, I don’t feel so down anymore.”

		“We will have our revenge,” Vince said.
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		“Barbara, hi, it’s so good to see you,” Kathryn said as she found her former friend already seated in the food court at the mall. She was right where they had agreed to meet. Barbara was already eating and Kathryn carried a tray of her own food, a sandwich she had just bought.

		“Kathryn,” Barbara smiled. “It’s been so long. We’ve only seen each other across the field at games since high school.”

		“I know,” Kathryn said as she sat down across from her old friend. “We really shouldn’t have let this go this long.”

		“You’re not mad about the game two weeks ago?” Barbara asked. “I was telling my friend about your offer to meet for lunch. She was wary of you.”

		“They guys are down about it,” Kathryn offered. “Vince, my boyfriend, is still pissed. But I can’t blame you guys for beating us. You won fair and square. Vince even admitted the team wasn’t focused enough for the game. Your guys surprised them. That’s all.”

		As Kathryn watched her former friend, she had to admit that Barbara already had the perfect cheerleader look down. She had long blonde hair, full lips, a tight and flexible body. She was the whole package. For now. Kathryn just needed to find a way to slip the contents of a small vial hidden in her purse into Barbara’s drink. Janet said the chemicals are supposed to be tasteless, but she had no idea if that was going to be true. And Kathryn was unwilling to try the stuff herself. From Janet’s description, the user would be turned into a bimbo parody of her former self by morning, assuming the audio portion worked as well.

		“I’m glad you’re taking this so well,” Barbara said. “Last year, when you guys beat us for the 20 th straight year, we were all pissed for a month. I think that really lit a fire under some of the guys. They didn’t want to lose to you again. And it worked.”

		As Kathryn sat there across from Barbara, she started to wonder how the Kinnock players had gotten so good in the last year. Was it steroids? It was definitely possible, especially looking at how much muscle all the players put on. Even the Kinnock kicker looked like he would win in a fight against Vince. And Kathryn had seen Vince in fights before. He could hold his own against guys almost twice his size.

		Kathryn had a hard time maintaining her interest in the conversation as it evolved into general catchup and gossip. They had several years to catch up on. However, Kathryn maintained her mask of interest, even if she could not care about any of Barbara’s stories.

		“Hey, would you mind watching my stuff for a moment?” Barbara suddenly asked. “I need to run to the bathroom real quick.”

		“Of course,” Kathryn promised. “And I won’t even steal one of your fries.”

		“Thanks,” Barbara said as she popped up from her seat and hurried off toward the other end of the food court.

		Kathryn watched Barbara disappear around a corner. She then turned her attention to the cup of soda Barbara had been drinking from. It looked like it was still about half full. It was the perfect delivery system, assuming Barbara would go on to finish it.

		Moving quickly, Kathryn reached into her purse and withdrew the vial of chemicals. She did not know how it worked, nor did she want to know. She unscrewed the cap and then lifted the lid off Barbara’s drink. After pouring it in, she replaced the lid on the cup, screwed the cap back on the vial, and returned everything to where it was before Barbara had left.

		And it was good timing too. As soon as Kathryn returned the vial to her purse, Barbara came walking back.

		“Sorry about that,” Barbara said as she sat down. She picked up the cup and took a long sip from the straw before she continued, “Now where were we?”

		Kathryn held the smile back from forming on her face. It had worked. And from the looks of it, Barbara had no idea her drink had been spiked. She was a fool for trusting someone from Thatcher College. She was a fool for assuming that Kathryn still wanted to be friends with her. There were some things that were stronger than old friendships. Allegiance to her school trumped nearly everything. Kathryn would even break up with Vince if he decided to transfer. Dating the starting quarterback was more important than who the guy actually was.

		The lunch meetup started to fizzle after that. Once Kathryn had completed her task, she had a hard time staying interested in anything Barbara had to say. She did stick it out long enough to hear the lovely sound of Barbara drawing air through the straw. Barbara had finished the drink and consumed the special additive she had spiked it with. The next step was up to Zach.
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		It did not take long for Barbara to know that something was wrong. As soon as she returned to her room, she felt a sharp pain in her stomach.

		“I knew I shouldn’t have trusted that bitch,” she nearly screamed as she was doubled up in pain.

		Barbara had half a mind to go get her stomach pumped, not knowing what Kathryn had done. Her fellow cheerleaders had all tried to talk her out of meeting up with Kathryn. They had been sure it was a trap of some sort. The only thing that had given Barbara hope was the fact Kathryn had been a good friend once. Kathryn had been the cheer captain and Barbara had been her second in command. They had ruled the school together before they went their separate ways for college. It was pure luck that they had ended up at rival institutions. And it seemed to have taken little time for both of them to ascend to the role of cheer captain.

		Of course, Barbara was fully aware of how the Kinnock University football team had gotten so good over the last year. After all, she was dating the starting quarterback herself. And he kept no secrets from her. And no, it was not steroids that had gotten into the football team, but the chemistry department was involved.

		That knowledge, however, did not stop her from flopping onto her bed and curling up into a ball as the pain overtook her. Barbara barely had the wits about her to send texts to the various people she was supposed to meet with that afternoon. Cheer practice would have to go on without her. Her second in command could handle practice for the day. It would be good to see what the cheer team would look like once Barbara graduated. Assuming Barbara lived through the night. Given the amount of pain, she would not have taken bets on the matter.
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		Barbara skipped dinner. Her stomach was feeling better, but she did not trust herself. The idea of food made her want to throw up. Luckily, she had been able to drink water without issue. She was keeping herself hydrated.

		After a flurry of text messages in response to Barbara skipping out on cheer practice, most of them saying some kind of “Told you so,” the day had become surprisingly quiet. Her phone remained silent for hours, which was a strange enough occurrence. However, even stranger was when the phone started ringing just after six.

		“Who could be calling me?” Barbara asked. She did not recognize the number. And she rarely talked to anyone on the phone anymore. Most of her communication was through text messages. She only ever talked to her parents on the phone, but she had their numbers both memorized and programmed into her contacts. This came from a strange number.

		“Hello?” Barbara said after accepting the call. She was curious who could be calling her.

		That was the last word Barbara said that night. Her phone began emitting strange tones. Her mind went blank. All she could do was listen. By the time the voice began to speak, Barbara was well past the point where she could do anything about it. All she could do was listen and be programmed.
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		It was not Barbara who woke up the next morning. It was Barbi.

		She stretched lazily as the fall sunlight poured in through her window. It felt good on her bare skin.

		The events of the night before were a complete blank. Barbi did not remember feeling ill. Nor did she remember the phone call. She could not even remember how she had ended up in bed without her usual pajamas on. Then again, Barbi had no qualms about sleeping naked. For her, it was just the normal thing to do.

		Sitting up in bed, Barbi smiled as she felt the weight of her tits on her chest. They were big, far bigger than they had been the night before, but that did not seem to bother her. In fact, she could not remember being any other way. This was who she was and she loved who she was. She loved her big tits. She loved her narrow waist. She loved the way guys liked to fuck her.

		As Barbi sat there, her pussy began to grow wet. Just the thought of a man’s cock was enough to get her motor going. It actually took far less, but she was still learning about her body’s new desires.

		“Ooh, that’s super nice,” Barbi cooed as a long nailed finger rubbed against her clit. “But I, like, need a cock.”

		Even Barbi’s voice had changed. It had risen at least an octave, leaving her with a high pitched, but slightly breathy voice. No matter what she did, her voice would alway booze with sex. Not that Barbi wanted her voice to sound any different. This was who she was now.

		Barbi’s desire for a cock, however, did not stop her from rubbing herself to a nice little orgasm. She even got her nipples in on the fun, rolling them and pinching them with her free hand.

		“Fuck, that’s nice,” she said, her vision turning white as she came. It was a small orgasm. It barely satisfied her. But it felt good and that was Barbi’s chief goal. She wanted to feel good.

		After her first orgasm of the day, Barbi was tempted to keep going for another, but she felt a pull to leave the confines of her bed and get started with her day. She slipped out of bed and found herself standing on tip-toe.

		“Why are my…” Barbi started to say, confused about her feet, but her thoughts trailed off as she caught sight of her reflection in the mirror on her closet door. “Ooh, I’m a hottie.”

		Barbi walked closer to the mirror to take in her appearance. There was a part of her that did not recognize herself. There was a little voice inside telling her this was wrong. However, there was a far stronger voice that told her she was a horny slut. And given her big tits, long blonde hair, pouty lips, and dripping pussy, that louder voice made far more sense.

		Seeing her reflection was almost enough to again drive her hands back between her legs to start toward another orgasm, but she held off, managing to realize she needed to get ready to go out. She could not stay cooped up in her room all day. There were men and cocks out in the world. She needed to go out there to find them and to fuck them.

		As the captain of the cheer team, Barbara had several extra niceties about her living situation. Yes, she only had a dorm room, but she had a full-sized closet and her own bathroom with a shower and everything. It was one of the perqs of her position. As such, Barbi did not need to worry about sharing her space with anyone else. It also meant she would not be confronted by anyone about her new and improved body or her new disposition until after she was prepared to face the world.

		The hot needle-like spray from the shower served to heighten Barbi’s arousal, but she still managed to avoid another round of masturbation. She was really keen to find a man to fuck though. That was strong in her mind. However, the idea of reaching out to her boyfriend never occurred to her. Sure, sex with her boyfriend would be nice, but she was open to almost any man who would have her. That was one of the realities of being the slut she now was.

		After drying herself off from her shower, Barbi found her makeup collection wanting. She managed to create a satisfactory look for herself, but it was clear she needed to go shopping soon. And once Barbi opened her closet, it was clear that her shopping trip needed to be immediate.

		To begin with, nothing fit Barbi’s new assets and dimensions. She was still fit and trim, but her tits and ass were noticeably bigger than before. Not that Barbi noticed this herself. As far as she was concerned, this was how she was supposed to look. However, her clothes told a different story. She found a thong that fit, but that was largely because it did not need to stretch around he expanded ass. Her bras were hopeless, even her sports bras. Not that Barbi was excited about wearing a bra, but she knew they had their uses.

		The idea of wearing pants left Barbi completely uninterested. She never wanted to cover up her legs again unless it was with stockings. Luckily, Barbi had plenty of short skirts to wear. Many of them were short and stretchy enough to fit over her ass. In fact, them needing to stretch made them even shorter.

		For a top, Barbi eventually found a cropped sweatshirt that would do the deed while she went shopping. It was a top that Barbara had worn when she specifically wanted to show off her taut midriff. Now it showed off even more of Barbi’s midriff, because of her much larger breasts. The fabric hung off her tits in such a way that anyone looking at her from below would see her under-boob. But that was just fine with her. In fact, it was somewhat desirable. Barbi had nothing to hide. She wanted people to look at her sexy body. She wanted to put herself on display.

		It was not long before Barbi was walking out to her car. She was one of the few students on campus who had a car. The campus was small enough that most students did not need one. And had Barbara cared to walk to the store when she wanted food that was not from the campus dining hall, she could have walked. It was only a couple blocks away. However, given her position as cheer captain, there was no way she was going to be walking to the store. She needed a car. And it was that car that allowed Barbi to return to the mall the day after meeting Kathryn.

		No one seemed to notice the hot blonde as she stepped out of her building. She left by the back door, facing the parking lot. Anyone who might have seen her was on the main campus in front of the building. That left Barbi a little disappointed, but it was minor compared to the fact she was a hot slut headed to the mall to go shopping.

		The mall was just opening when Barbi arrived. She had not even considered that when she had left, but it had worked out for her. In her mind, life always worked out for her. And if she could not get what she wanted right away, there was usually a man available who she could persuade to make things right for her. Barbi was not against using her body to get what she wanted.

		“Ooh, pretty,” Barbi said as she walked by the makeup counter. She remembered she needed new makeup to enhance her already great features and give people something else to look at than just her tits and her ass. She was happy that people looked at those things, but she had more to offer than just those. She had bright vacant eyes and full pouty lips. She also had great cheekbones.

		After making the saleswoman at the makeup counter very happy with her commission, Barbi turned her attention to clothing. Unfortunately, the mall seemed to be lacking in the styles she liked best. Sure, there were a lot of fashionable clothing for normal people, but Barbi was not a normal person. She was a slut, a bimbo, and a cheerleader. She did not dress like everyone else. Her body was her greatest feature and it was important to always put herself on display, to always look as hot as possible, to always make it obvious that she was available.

		That did not stop Barbi from buying some clothes, but it was not the wardrobe overhaul she had hoped for. She did find some tight t-shirts that would look great once she took a pair of scissors to them. They needed added rips, cutouts and fringe to make them perfect.

		Barbi could already imagine a cheer party where all the girls helped each other make slutty tops to wear to the next post-game party. Then again, that would mean the other cheerleaders needed to be like Barbi. Even she understood that they were not yet in her league. But she knew that would need to change, somehow.

		Just as Barbi was loading her new purchases into her car, she got a worried text from Candace, her best friend on the cheer squad, about her missing a test. That was news to Barbi, but she took it in stride. She was not interested in school anymore. She had more important things to do. However, she needed to keep her grades up to remain on the team, let alone remain the captain.

		Barbi would need to fix the problem of the missed test. But as she started her drive back to campus, she licked her lips as she realized she knew just how to fix it.
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		“Barbara?” said the professor when Barbi walked into his office. He stared at the newly formed bimbo in disbelief. Had he not recognized her face, he never would have believed the woman standing before him was his student.

		Barbi giggled before she answered, “Call me Barbi. It’s a better name.”

		The professor’s eyes fell to Barbi’s now prodigious chest. It was hard to avoid looking at them. They were big, too big really. Barbi’s pink tube top left plenty of tit flesh on display, barely managing to cover her nipples. Her tits threatened to pop out at any moment.

		“Um, okay, Barbi,” the professor said, barely able to form coherent thoughts, let alone sentences. The bulge in the professor’s pants was large. If he was trying to hide his erection at seeing the new and improved Barbi, he was failing at it.

		“Candi told me I missed a test,” Barbi said as she shook her shoulders back and forth, which in turn caused her tits to jiggle. It was a small miracle that her tube top kept them covered.

		“Test?” the professor gulped. “Candi? Oh, you mean Candace. And yes, you missed your midterm today. I’ve only been talking about it for a week and it was in your syllabus.”

		Barbi stood there for a moment, trying to figure out how to take the next step. She knew what she wanted to do, but the trouble was figuring out how to get to that point. That was the problem for her easily overtaxed mind.

		She looked around the room, not even remembering what class this professor taught. There was a whiteboard on one wall, but Barbi could neither make heads nor tails of it. There were enough numbers and symbols on the board to make her think the professor taught math or science, but she could not remember which.

		Barbara had been a good student, maintaining a good balance between her school work and her extracurriculars. But Barbi had no interest in school. Learning of any kind was completely out of the question for her. And as such, Barbi’s brain had been completely rewritten to prevent her from being anyone but the bimbo she now was.

		Eventually Barbi just turned off her brain and let her body do the talking. She let her new bimbo slut instincts take over.

		Barbi slowly walked around the professor’s desk. She licked her lips as her eyes fell once more to the bulge in his pants.

		“Maybe we can come to an agreement,” Barbi eventually said as she perched herself on the corner of the desk. She spread her legs slightly, causing the hem of her short skirt to rise and showing off the pink panties she wore underneath.

		The professor’s gaze dropped from Barbi’s tits to the space between her legs. His bulge grew even bigger, his body responding to her actions, but he still did not give her the two things she wanted from him.

		“Close, close the door,” the professor stuttered.

		Barbi smiled, knowing she had just won. What she had won was still up for some debate, but she knew she was at least going to get fucked. That was what she wanted most.

		“Yes, sir,” Barbi said as she hopped off the desk, her skirt getting caught and pulling up over her now well-developed ass. She did not bother to fix it as she sashayed across the office to the door where she not only closed the door, but she locked it too. There was no reason to be interrupted while she earned her grade.

		By the time Barbi turned around from closing and locking the door, she found her professor already clearing off his desk. The fact he had a ring on his finger did not seem to matter. Barbi did not care. In the big picture, she did not even care if she received a passing grade. The sex was more important.

		“Come sit on the desk,” the professor commanded. Now that everyone’s intentions were more clear, his dominant streak came out. He had committed to this act and would live with whatever consequences came after.

		Barbi giggled. “Yes, sir,” she said gleefully. “You’re the best.”

		The professor smiled as he watched Barbi skip across his office and sit where she had been directed. Barbi might not be interested in the subject the professor taught anymore, but she was plenty interested in his ideas for an ideal sexual tryst.

		Barbi pushed herself up onto the clear area of the professor’s desk. She spread her legs wide, once again giving the professor a clear view of her panties. The material was thin and nearly translucent from her own wetness. Between her wet panties and her hard nipples, it was obvious how turned on she was.

		Once Barbi was securely situated on the desk, the professor pounced. He pushed her back down on his desk, her blonde hair creating a halo around her head, contrasting against the dark mahogany surface. One tug of her tube top, right between her tits, was enough to free them. Barbi giggled when she realized her exposure, but she made no move to cover herself. She was proud of her tits and loved showing them off. In a perfect world she would never need to wear a top again.

		“You’ve become a hot little bitch in heat, haven’t you, you dumb slut,” the professor whispered.

		“Yes,” Barbi moaned. “I’m a bitch. I’m a slut. I’m a bimbo. Teach me. Punish me. Whatever. Just fuck me.”

		Barbi was practically writhing on the desk, desperate for the next step. Her tits jiggled as she moved this way and that, always keeping her panties-covered pussy aimed at the professor.

		As the professor reached out with both hands and squeezed her tits, Barbi’s eyes rolled up into the back of her head from the sudden burst of pleasure filling her. As his hands continued to knead and pinch her tits, especially her nipples, she felt as if she might cum from that alone. No time in her life before, either as Barbara or as Barbi, had she ever been this turned on.

		“Those are a nice pair of tits,” the professor said. “No wonder you’re such a dumb bimbo now. All your brains went into making those big tits. Fuck, I want to fuck them too.”

		Barbi nearly begged him to do just that. She wanted to feel his hard cock between her tits. She wanted to see the head of his cock pop up from her cleavage as she tried to lick him before it disappeared again. However, Barbi had far bigger needs that needed attending to. Her pussy was practically quivering in anticipation.

		“But I want to sample that love box you’ve got hiding here,” the professor said as he pushed back the hem of Barbi’s skirt and pulled at the thin fabric of her panties. They required little effort on his part before he had split the fabric down the middle, revealing her pink and dripping pussy lips. It only took another moment before he pulled the ruined tatters of what had been a brand new thong from under Barbi’s skirt and tossed them in the trash.

		She could have been mad at how her professor had just wasted good money by destroying her panties, but Barbi was far too turned on by the act to care. And now that her pussy was uncovered, there was nothing to get in the way of what they both wanted. If anything, Barbi had learned there were times when she should not wear panties. Seducing her professor was one of those times when panties simply got in the way and were unnecessary.

		Once Barbi was ready, it took the professor only a moment to ready himself. His pants fell to the floor, his hard cock sticking out, bobbing slightly in time with his heart beat. Barbi looked down through the valley of her cleavage to see the professor’s large cock. Barbara had not been a virgin, but the professor was bigger than any man she had ever been with before. And rather than be concerned about that fact, Barbi was excited. Every cock was great in her bimbofied mind, but big cock was always something to cherish and enjoy.

		“You ready for this?” the professor asked as he glanced down at his hard cock.

		“Yes,” Barbi moaned. “Fuck me. Fuck my pussy. Fill me with your cock. Fill me with your cum.”

		The professor merely smirked before he gave Barbi exactly what she was begging for. He wasted no time before he plunged his rock hard cock deep into her wet and waiting pussy.

		“Fuck yes,” Barbi screamed as she nearly came from the mere penetration. However, her screams were cut off by a pen getting shoved between her teeth, an effort by the professor to keep her quiet. While Barbi might not have cared who knew she was getting fucked, the professor knew he was breaking the rules. He could get himself fired for having sex with a student. It was worse, because she was his student. It was too late to stop now, but he would need to think about how to continue this relationship while also maintaining his job and his marriage.

		Barbi bit down on the pen, nearly snapping it in half, but it somehow held. Her screams may have been silenced, but her moaning was not. She could not stop herself from moaning in pleasure as her professor fucked her. He thrusted in and out of her, driving her wild with lust, one hand holding her hip, the other continuing to enjoy her sizable tits.

		The professor fucked Barbi hard. He fucked her fast. The only thing keeping her from sliding across the desk from the force of his thrusts was his hands holding her down against the table.

		For Barbara, sex had always been a sensual activity. She made love with her partners. This was almost animal in the way the professor fucked Barbi. And she loved every moment of it. This was what she now wanted. This hit all of her buttons. This was what she wanted when she showed up to the professor’s office wearing a tiny skirt and a tube top that could barely contain her big tits. She would now always trade this kind of pure sexual pleasure for anything learning related.

		The professor’s thrusts became more erratic as he neared his end. Barbi knew he was close when she felt his cock twitch inside of her. A moment later he buried his cock deep inside of her, their hips meeting as his cock surged with cum. Barbi could only moan as they both came. His featured his cock spewing forth rope after rope of hot white seed. Hers was a radiating orgasm that flowed out from her pussy, filling every fiber of her body before her head was nearly filled with orgasmic energy. It overwhelmed all of her senses as she came. Barbi’s vision turned white, her hearing went dark, her sense of smell and taste were but shadows of their usual strength. All that she could feel was the pleasure.

		It was a huge relief, to finally cum. Even if Barbi had not already been a bimbo, that orgasmic moment would have been enough to persuade her to change sides. She would have gladly given up every ounce of intelligence that she once held if it meant she could feel like that on a regular basis. Luckily for her, she did not need to make that choice. It had already been made for her. And Barbi was thankful that it had, because sex like that was so much better than taking tests and taking notes from lectures.

		However, there was also a part of Barbi that recognized that sex like that was not something she could put off either. It was a need. It was an addiction. For the first time in her life, she had experienced pure orgasmic energy flowing through her body and it was not something she could ever go a day without again. It was a good thing she was not just a bimbo, but a slut too, because otherwise she might have trouble finding available partners.

		“Fuck, that was good,” the professor said, his cock still inside Barbi. She could feel it starting to deflate, but she was not about to complain about there being a cock inside of her. Not that she could complain with the pen still between her teeth.

		When finally the professor did pull out, Barbi hopped up and pulled the pen from her mouth. There were bite marks in the plastic of the pen. However, neither Barbi nor the professor paid any attention to that. Barbi was too busy fulfilling her role.

		She gracefully dropped to her knees and took the professor’s cock into her mouth, cleaning him of their combined juices. And she would have happily sucked him until he was hard again, either so she could taste his cum or to get him ready to fuck her again, however, the professor pushed her away.

		“I’m gonna need more time to recover. But I can tell you that we’re going to need to meet like this regularly for you to keep your grades up.”

		“How’d I do on my test?” Barbi asked, her smirk turning into a fit of giggles at the joke.

		“I think I can say that was A-level work,” the professor said. “But next time you can skip the panties. I never want to see your pussy covered by anything more than it already is.”

		Barbi looked down to check the length of her skirt. It was barely long enough to cover her ass when standing. She giggled again. She could definitely live up to those rules. They were not that different from her preferred outfits. She just had to leave the panties at home, or in her purse, or with the last guy she fucked.

		“I can do that, sir,” Barbi said.

		“Good. Now get yourself straightened up. Your next class with me is Friday. I expect to see you looking your best.”

		“Yes, sir,” Barbi said as she pulled her tube top back up over her tits. Then she took a moment to pull it down a bit. She did not want to cover too much of her tits. They were her best feature, after all.

		“Now get going. I have real tests to grade.”

		Barbi giggled as she walked toward the door. Just as she was about to unlock and open it, she flipped up the back of her skirt and shook her ass in the professor’s direction. It was just some fun teasing. And it might get him to fuck her in the ass next time. She had never done that before, but she was certain it would feel really good.

		However, it was time she should be going anyway. She had cheer practice to get ready for.
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		As Barbi walked back to her room, she kept wondering how she could convince all the other cheerleaders to become bimbos like her. Life was so much better when she did not have all those cumbersome thoughts in her head. Instead, she could just be sexy and dumb. That was much more enjoyable than getting stressed over classwork and all of that silly stuff.

		However, Barbi knew she would have a hard time getting the rest of the team to turn themselves into bimbos. Barbara never would have made such a leap. She never would have crossed the threshold without being pushed. Barbi did not even understand what had happened to her. She was just glad that it had, because she loved her life now. She loved being a bimbo.

		As Barbi reached her room, she found a large box sitting in the hallway just outside her door. On the lid was a note reading “For Barbi,” using her bimbo name instead of her real name.

		After opening the door to her room, Barbi reached down and picked up the box, keeping her legs straight. Given the shortness of her skirt, there was no way she remained decent, as was evident by the hoots and hollers she received from the group of guys standing at the far end of the hallway.

		“Another time, boys,” Barbi called out before she entered her room carrying the box. She kicked her door shut behind her.

		As much as Barbi knew she needed to get ready for cheer practice, she needed to open the box even more. Her patience as a bimbo was nearly shot. She simply could not wait to see what someone had gotten her.

		However, as soon as Barbi opened the box, she was faced with a large container of liquid, a music player, and a list of instructions.

		“I hope you like being a bimbo, Barbi,” she read from the instructions out loud. It was the best way for her to read and actually understand what she was reading. Her ability to internalize silent reading was gone. “And we hope you want all your cheerleaders to be bimbos too. The juice and the music player will help you do that.”

		“Oh goodie,” Barbi said. “Now all the girls can be bimbos like me. I can’t wait.”

		Barbi might not have been smart anymore, but her mind went to work on how to turn all the other cheerleaders into bimbos. It was going to be perfect. And that way everything would be perfect. All Barbi wanted to do was share her bimboness with the world. And the cheerleaders were the best place to start.
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