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		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 third story in the Bimbo Takeover series.

		

	
		

		Going to the Top

		

		It was the usual crew at the lunch table in the dining hall, a mix of Thatcher College’s top cheerleaders and football players. They regularly ate their meals together, being close friends from the nature of their extracurricular activities. However, on this day, they were less concerned about the food they ate or the company they kept. They were all waiting for the latest spy report.

		“I’m not sure how I feel about doing all this spying,” Stacy said as she poked at the food on her plate. “It’s not like I’m James Bond or anything.”

		“You’re doing great,” Kathryn said. “Our revenge plan wouldn’t be possible without you. But please tell us you have good news.”

		It seemed amazing at how quickly this revenge operation had been put together. It took just over a week since Kinnock University was a surprise winner over Thatcher College in the cross-town football rivalry. And it had only been two days since the plan to turn all of the Kinnock cheerleaders into bimbos had been implemented. Stacy had already reported that the Kinnock cheer captain, Barbara, had been converted. She went by Barbi now. Stacy had even provided the means for Barbi to turn her cheer teammates into bimbos too. The question that remained was whether or not it worked.

		Vince, the starting quarterback on the football team, was only half paying attention. He was trying to visualize the defensive formations he expected to see from this weekend’s opponent. As much as revenge had sounded like a good idea in the week following the loss to Kinnock, he was now focused on playing his next game. The only way Thatcher and Kinnock would meet again was if they made the conference championship game, but that was too far out to think about. Looking too far ahead could mean he and his teammates overlooked an upcoming opponent and let what happened against Kinnock happen again.

		Zach, on the other hand, was much more interested in the revenge plans. As the kicker, his focus was a little different from a player who spent so much time out on the field. And besides, it was his academic research into neural programming through audio messages that had made the revenge possible. He wanted to know how well his audio file worked on the rest of the Kinnock cheerleaders.

		“I have good news,” Stacy said. “The plan worked flawlessly. From what I could tell, Barbi immediately got to work converting the cheer squad at practice. They even held practice afterward as normal, although I think we’ll be seeing a different set of routines from them when basketball season rolls around. Let’s just say their cheers are going to be a bit more sexual in nature.”

		“The whole team got converted?” Kathryn pressed. It was only fun if they all fell under the bimbo spell.

		“There was one person missing,” Stacy answered. “I think her name was Candace. She goes by Candi now though, so I think Barbi got to her. That makes it 100 percent.”

		“Oh, good,” Kathryn said, rubbing her hands together. “I want another set of supplies delivered to Barbi in case she decides to go on the bimbo converting rampage. I wonder how far she’ll get before she’s kicked out of school for fucking all her professors.”
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		“That’s right, Professor,” Barbi squealed. “Fuck that bimbo cunt.”

		Barbi sat there on her knees with a look of utter delight on her face as she watched one of the Kinnock professors plow her best friend from behind. Two weeks ago, both Barbi and Candi, then called Barbara and Candace, would have been appalled at both their actions and those of their professors. They never would have imagined fucking professors for good grades.

		Then they saw the light. Neither of them understood the mechanics of what happened, but they were not displeased with the results. Between the bimbo formula they had consumed and the audio file they had listened to, they were bimbo sluts and they not only saw fucking their professors for grades as necessary, but desired.

		“That’s an A grade if I ever saw one,” the professor said after he unloaded in Candi’s pussy.

		Candi mewed in delight, knowing she it was a job well done. However, at the moment, she was a little lost for words. That happened after cumming. Not that anything out of Candi’s mouth was great oratory. She was a bimbo after all. But she took a little longer than her bimbo sisters to come down off her orgasmic highs. That was one reason Barbi was there. She could do the negotiating, except this time it wasn’t necessary.

		“I don’t know what has gotten into you girls, but I approve,” the professor said. “I haven’t had this much pussy in years. Maybe I should push to teach a class about the history of cheerleading next year. It can just be a non-stop orgy with all the girls on the squad.”

		“If you do it, we’re game,” Candi finally said.

		“But you graduate next semester,” the professor said. “Unless you don’t get enough credits to graduate and you have to stay on for an extra year.”

		Barbi and Candi were not up to figuring out those details. They were just bimbos. But if a man like the professor worked it all out for them, they would both be happy to stay for another year. Life as college bimbos was perfect, especially when they were on the cheer team. It was the best of every world imaginable.

		“I just hope the student newspaper doesn’t get in the way,” the professor continued musing as Barbi moved in and started cleaning his cock with her tongue. That was one advantage of coming to these meetings with Candi, Barbi often got to play too.

		“What do you mean?” Candi asked, her senses returning to her. Although she was a bit distracted with pushing Barbi’s skirt up over her hips and playing with her friend’s pussy. She just couldn’t help herself.

		“Word from the faculty rumor mill is someone is writing an article about what has happened to the cheerleaders,” the professor explained. “I don’t know the details, but I’m worried the author has learned about your deals for grades. Not that I want to stop our fun, but we need to be careful.”

		It was only after the professor had cum a second time, this time shooting his load down Barbi’s throat, that the pair made to leave. They had both lost count of the number of men they had each fucked since becoming bimbos. More and more, the pair did their work together. They had even tag teamed with their boyfriends. Barbi was technically dating Colt, the quarterback on the football team, but their relationship had been more as fuck buddies even before Barbi turned into a bimbo. Now it was even more so.

		Candi was dating Rashad, the running back. Like Barbi and Colt, their relationship had become mostly sexual this year after the entire football team went through a miraculous transformation. They had become bigger and faster and much better football players, but at the expense of their intelligence. The entire team now took special classes to keep them enrolled.

		But with the sexual proclivities of their boyfriends and their own new willingness to share, they had done exactly that. There had been lots of fun as Barbi and Candi made out with each other while they rode each other’s boyfriends. And that had only been the beginning of the night they all spent together.

		But that only showed how willing they were to share their sexual partners with each other. Barbi did not even have class with this professor, but she had no qualms with sucking him off after he fucked Candi.

		As the pair left the professor’s office, holding hands as they minced down the hallway in their high heels, short skirts and barely there tops, their giggling covered up for the fact they were both thinking about how to handle the newspaper situation. The last thing they needed was people coming down on them for being bimbos and trading sex for good grades. That would ruin their fun and risk them getting kicked out of school. Sure, they would still be sexy bimbos, but they wouldn’t be cheerleaders anymore. The cheer team was too important to let some nerdy newspaper reporter get in their way.
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		After leaving the professor’s office, Barbi and Candi ended up at Barbi’s dorm room. They were not specifically headed anywhere. They had no place they needed to be for the next few hours before cheer practice was set to begin.

		The pair had spent nearly half an hour parading around campus in their skimpy outfits, showing off for the various men on campus. They got plenty of looks. One nerdy guy even walked into a tree, because he was not looking where he was going. He had been staring at their tits jiggling and bouncing in their small tops. Seeing the young man run into the tree, knowing why he had done it, left Barbi and Candi giggling uncontrollably. It was a good thing that he had not been hurt, because the two bimbos would have been useless in helping him.

		However, after collecting several phone numbers and promises of sex, they had found themselves in front of Barbi’s dorm building. With students disappearing into the academic buildings for classes, the two bimbos decided to pass the rest of their afternoon with sex. Barbi had a strap-on she had been wanting to try and Candi was more than game for that.

		“Do you, like, think it’s good that we keep turning girls into bimbos stuff?” Candi asked in a rare moment of lucidness.

		Barbi giggled at first. It was her natural response anytime someone asked her a question. It helped prevent further questions. However, this question came from her best friend and fellow bimbo. It needed a proper answer.

		“Totally,” Barbi said automatically. It was what she truly believed. She loved being a bimbo and she was certain every other girl they came across would love it too. “I mean, like, you love being a bimbo, right?”

		“It’s the bestest,” Candi said as she started to twirl her hair with her finger. Her moment of lucidity had passed, leaving her dumb and horny.

		“See?” Barbi said. “It’s just, like, spreading the bimbo love and stuff.”

		Once Barbi opened the door to her room, Candi stumbled into the room and threw herself onto the bed. Her skirt rode up, showing off her pink pussy. She had just been fucked by her professor, but she was more than ready to have Barbi fuck her with a strap-on. Candi never said no to sex, especially when her best friend was involved.

		However, Barbi did not bounce into the room as expected. She stood in the doorway, looking down. Unseen by Candi, there was an envelope sitting on the floor. Someone had slipped it under the door. It had the Kinnock University seal on it.

		“What’s that?” Candi asked as she mindlessly stroked her pussy, running a finger along her outer lips. She shivered as a tiny orgasm hit her, the pleasure doing adding to her already dopey grin.

		“I dunno,” Barbi answered as she bent over to pick up the envelope. Candi watched Barbi’s tits as her friend bent over at the waist. She would have preferred standing behind Barbi for a better view of her ass and pussy as her skirt rode up, but she was content with the view of her friend’s tits. They were spectacular tits. They were the envy of every girl on the cheer team.

		Barbi’s long nails made quick work of the adhesive sealing the envelope closed. Inside was a letter.

		Barbi had to sit down to focus long enough to read the letter. There were a lot of big words in it. It did not help that Candi got up and kneeled behind Barbi on the bed, looking over her shoulder and pressing her tits into Barbi’s back.

		“Like, the school president wants to see us,” Barbi finally said. “It says we’re in trouble for fucking our professors and stuff.”

		Candi sat back on her haunches and pouted. Fucking her professors was the second best part of college. The best part was being on the cheer team.

		“Is she gonna take the cheer team away?” Candi asked.

		“It doesn’t, you know, say.”

		“Ooh, I know,” Candi said excitedly as she started to jump up and down on her knees on the bed. Her hair bounced around her head and her tits bounded about, trying to escape the confines of her top. “We should make her a bimbo too.”

		“Fuck, that’s totally hot,” Barbi said, agreeing with her friend. The only question was how they would get to do it. There had to be a way to give her the bimbo formula and get her to listen to the audio.
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		“Jared, can you bring me a bottle of water?” Amanda Jenkins called out to her assistant.

		She was the new president of Kinnock University. She had been surprised when the university came calling. She had been sought out to be its new leader. As 45 years old, she figured she had a long way to go before she reached this level.

		However, Kinnock seemed to be going through a rough period, regardless of her leadership. When she arrived on campus, she discovered that the entire football team had somehow been altered. The team was fantastic, but the players were no longer Kinnock material. If she had her way, they all would have been released to go play at big schools that would put up with their less than stellar academic ability. Kinnock University was an academic focused institution, after all. But that hardly seemed fair to the players who were students and may not have known what they were getting themselves into. And the football team’s winning streak was creating good publicity and made fundraising easier. But it was still a problem that Amanda did not know how to fix.

		She never should have assumed the football team would be her toughest task, because midway through the semester, a cheerleader problem arose. Before all this, at the start of the fall sports season, Amanda had attended a few games, just to put in an appearance. Other than the money sports helped bring in for the college overall, Amanda cared little for sports. So there was little surprise she had not paid attention to the cheerleaders who took the field to help cheer on the football team.

		Amanda could not be certain, but it was not long before the cheerleaders had become much more buxom. She had not seen so much jiggle in young women’s breasts before. The cheerleader uniforms looked like they could barely maintain any sense of modesty. It was surreal. But the report from the athletic department was that game attendance was up. More tickets sold was a good thing. It meant the athletics department would require less money from the university general fund. That meant more money for academic programs.

		Then the reports of the cheerleaders exchanging sex for good grades began to hit the rumor mill. As soon as Amanda heard that, she was furious. The problem was the reports were all unsubstantiated. The university had strict rules around student-professor relations. Yes, both parties were technically adults, but the power dynamics made it unethical. And adding the idea of giving better grades in exchange for sex made it all worse. If the rumors were true, it meant the cheerleaders were literally whoring themselves out to the faculty. They might not be receiving money for their activities, but they were certainly receiving benefits and destroying the academic standing of the university in the process.

		The final straw had been when an article was submitted to the student paper detailing everything. The article, written under a pseudonym, did not amount to proof, but after reading an advanced copy, Amanda was certain the allegations were true. The facts simply added up too perfectly for any other explanation.

		Amanda had contacted the captain of the cheer team, asking to see her immediately. She wanted to keep this whole thing quiet for now, not wanting to tip off any of the faculty that had been taking part in the sex for grades exchange. If heads were going to roll, she wanted them surprised when it finally happened. Amanda was prepared to drop everything to take care of this issue if necessary. Her letter had simply stated for Barbara to show up as soon as possible.

		“Yes, Ms. Jenkins,” came Jared’s reply as he entered her office with a bottle of water. He had already removed the cap for her.

		“It seems awfully hot in here,” Amanda said after taking a sip from the offered bottle. “Do you mind checking on that for me?”

		“Not at all,” Jared replied. “I’ll get right on it.”

		As Jared left her office, Amanda noted that her assistant seemed flushed too. Maybe the building heat was on the fritz. Facility Maintenance would get an earful if that was the case. She had been telling them for weeks that they needed to be more proactive with the building maintenance on campus. If the heat in her office went crazy, or worse in the whole building, that was a serious problem. It was through her fundraising efforts that their salaries were paid. She felt like they sometimes forgot that.

		Amanda tried to focus on the paperwork in front of her, but the heat was getting to her. Before she knew it, she had finished her bottle of water and had stripped off her suit jacket. She was even close to unbuttoning a few buttons on her blouse, anything to help cool down.

		“Jared,” Amanda called out weakly when she suddenly doubled over in pain. It felt as if her stomach was on fire.

		However, no help came. When she looked up toward her office door, she saw that it had been shut. She had no idea what was happening. Unless she was meeting with someone privately, she always kept her office door open. It was one of her calling cards. She would tell students and staff that her door was always open should they ever need to bring something to her attention. For the most part, that was true.

		It was not long before Amanda passed out, the pain becoming too much.

		Outside Amanda’s office, Jared and two guests were listening intently on the intercom. Listening might have been an overstatement for the two guests. They were more focused on the cock they were sharing between them. Jared had already fucked one of them, he was not even sure which one. They were both bimbos, so he figured they were mostly interchangeable. The two girls would not have disagreed with that assessment. In fact, they would have thought it hot to be viewed that way.

		Jared had needed little persuasion to enact the plan. The drugged water was part of it. So too was the heat getting cranked up to high in the president’s office. Jared had full control of the heat from a thermostat in the reception area.

		The man held no ill will toward his boss. In fact, she had been a major improvement over the previous president. Amanda’s predecessor had been an asshole to his staff, demanding things of them that fell far outside their responsibilities. The number of times Jared had been roused out of bed to go pick up the president who had been out at some bar or another drinking to excess were too many to count. It was worse when he then had to take his boss back to said bar in the morning so his boss could pick up his car.

		However, Jared was still a man and he had more than his fair share of fantasies about his new boss. When the cheerleaders on campus decided to tart themselves up, Jared had taken to watching them out the window when he had free moments. He never would have guessed they were so free with who they had sex with. But when they told him his boss could be turned into a bimbo like they had been, he jumped at the idea. Even if he got fired after this, he was going to enjoy fucking his boss. That was all this was to him.

		If Amanda Jenkins had one fault, it was her inability to deal with technology. She could handle email just fine. And word processing was no problem either. It was in the little things, like intercoms. She had an intercom on her desk that worked perfectly, but she never used it, raising her voice to get Jared’s attention instead. But that worked nicely from Jared’s end. When he brought her the drugged water bottle, he had turned on her intercom. He could hear everything that happened inside.

		“I think she passed out,” Jared said as he heard a snore erupt through the speaker on his desk. He had no idea that his boss snored. Then again, it could have been a side effect of whatever drug the girls licking and sucking his cock had brought in. He had no idea what it actually was. Nor did he care as long as it did what they promised.

		The two bimbos giggled, knowing their plan was working. They might have been dumb bimbos, but they were not stupid. They could still be cunning on occasion, especially when the cheer team was in jeopardy.

		“What’s happening to me?” came a confused voice through the intercom.

		“I think she’s awake again,” Jared commented to Barbi and Candi. “Should I start playing the recording?”

		“Do it,” Barbi said between licks. She never would have guessed that turning the university president into a bimbo could be this much fun. She got to spread the gospel of bimbo and she got to share a cock with her best friend. There were no downsides.

		Jared had already connected the music player Barbi and Candi had provided into the intercom system. He only had to press play and Amanda’s office would be flooded with sound. Jared had no idea what he was playing to his boss, but he was glad he could stay out there and let the bimbos continue bringing him back to hardness. However, he had to be careful. He wanted to save some energy for his boss. He could not wait until she was begging him to fuck her.

		The music player made a clicking sound when it was finished. That alerted Barbi and Candi that it was their turn.

		Jared turned off the music and watched as the two bimbos got up from between his legs and sashayed into the president’s office. He was not sure if they had added in extra sway to their hips, but seeing their asses as they walked away, barely covered in their tight little skirts, got him hard again. If he did not plan to fuck his boss soon, he would have requested one of them stay behind so he could fuck her.

		“Hi, Mandi,” Barbi cooed as she and Candi walked into the office.

		The temperature had returned to normal, but Amanda Jenkins still looked overheated.

		She looked up to see two bimbos standing on the other side of her desk. Normally, she would have scowled at them. They were dressed far too inappropriately to have a meeting with the university president. But that was before Amanda Jenkins had been turned into a bimbo. Now she looked up and giggled.

		The woman sitting behind the desk had changed substantially since all this had begun. First and foremost, her chest, having once been modest, was now large, very large. Multiple buttons on her blouse had been ripped off, leaving an expanse of cleavage and visible tit-flesh that would have attracted attention anywhere. She was even bigger than Barbi and Candi, and they were both very big when it came to their tits.

		She looked younger too, her wrinkles disappearing with a smoothness that looked almost artificial. Not that the university president looked as young as the two bimbos who stood before her. She still looked matronly in her own way, but rather than look like a young hottie, she looked like a hot MILF.

		“You girls are super pretty,” the newly formed Mandi said, complimenting the two bimbos who had joined her in her office. If she had any qualms about the way these two young women were dressed, she did not share them.

		All three women broke out into a fit of giggles, a signal to everyone that they were all bimbos now.

		“Look, Mandi,” Barbi said, acting as serious as she could muster. “We totally need to, like, come to an arrangement about the cheerleaders and stuff.”

		Mandi simply nodded her head. She agreed.

		

		
			[image: ]
		

		

		Bimbofying Mandi had been a lot of fun for everyone involved. After Barbi and Candi pumped the university president for all the information she could remember, they had let Jared jump her full of cum. Mandi was especially excited for that second part.

		But more importantly, Mandi had all but given Barbi and Candi carte blanche to do as they pleased. With the woman at the top being a bimbo, Kinnock University was now under a sort of bimbo rule until the men on campus decided to actually band together and put the bimbos under their control. That would come later, however.

		With Mandi out of the way, there was only the article that could ruin things. Barbi and Candi loved attention, but they both knew that an article in the newspaper would upset things for them. It would be outside pressures that brought down not just the growing bimbo presence on campus, but the cheer team as well. As the top-two cheerleaders, they simply could not allow that to happen.

		The problem was finding out who the article writer was. She, or he, was the only person who could put a stop to it. Barbi and Candi had the means to put an end to the article, once they found the writer, but they still needed to find her first. That was going to be the biggest problem.

		Mandi had been able to give them clues, but even she did not know who the author was. There was a reason the writer had used a pseudonym. She did not want to be found out.

		The one thing Barbi and Candi were nearly sure of was that the writer was a woman. They very much doubted any man would complain about the cheer team turning into a bunch of horny bimbos. Half the men on campus had already been able to sample some bimbo pussy. That percentage was certain to rise over the next week. Barbi had a secret hope that every man on campus would have fucked a cheerleader at least once by the end of the semester. There might be a few holdouts, guys who were too shy or had girlfriends at another school. But Barbi was certain they could be persuaded.

		That night, after a successful cheer practice, Barbi and Candi sat down in Barbi’s room and put their thinking caps on. It was difficult to focus. After all, they were bimbos. They had the attention spans of gnats. Anything shiny was going to distract them. Worse, they were horny, which meant they needed frequent sex breaks. Yet still they persevered. They worked the problem, they listed names, they created a list of suspects.

		“Who’s, like, the smartest girl on the list?” Candi asked.

		Both bimbos were looking at Barbi’s notebook. The pen Barbi had used was a pink gel pen with silver glitter in it, making the list garish and girly. She had even dotted the i’s with hearts. Not that Barbi’s handwriting was very good anymore. It was hard to write with long nails and an easily distracted mind.

		“Hmm,” Barbi said as she started to suck on the end of her pen.

		They had narrowed their list of suspects down to three women. Each one had, at one time or another, contributed to the student newspaper. They were each brilliant and among the top students at Kinnock. They were also all prudish and boring, at least by bimbo standards. But those were all qualities they had in common. What Barbi and Candi needed to figure out was which of them had the motivation to take out her dislike of bimbos and cheerleaders with a carefully researched and penned article in the newspaper.

		There was Charlotte, who was head of the feminist club. She seemed a likely culprit. It was not that bimbos were incompatible with feminism, it was that Charlotte saw herself as a crusader against women letting themselves be seen as sex objects. Cheerleaders and especially bimbos ran directly counter to that.

		Then there was Rebecca, who had previously been head of the science club. She had quit when the members overruled her on providing the transformation agent that turned the football players into studs. And now that a similar trend was occurring with the women on campus, many of whom were the girlfriends of football players, she seemed like another likely culprit. And she might even have the science background to understand how the bimbo formula and the audio program worked. She was someone to watch out for, regardless of whether she was behind the article or not.

		And finally there was Alexis. She was not involved with any specific club or activity group that Barbi or Candi could think of, but she was probably the smartest person on campus. Her IQ was off the scale and she was actually pretty cute, if a bit uncoordinated. And much to the surprise of anyone who knew how smart she was, Alexis had proven herself to be fully sociable. But it was possible she did not like seeing her fellow female students turn their backs on learning and instead focus on their appearances.

		“Wait,” Candi suddenly said as another wave of lucidity hit her. “Didn’t Alexis try out for the cheer team her freshman year?”

		“O-M-G,” Barbi squealed. “You’re, like, totes right. She did. And then she, like, went and wrote for the paper instead. I’m super sure it’s, like, her and stuff.”

		“But, um, how do we get her to stop?” Candi asked.

		“We give her what she really wants,” Barbi said, a knowing smile forming on her face. The plan was set. Now she just needed to implement it.
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		“What do you two want?” Alexis asked as Barbi and Candi approached. Alexis was in the library, her study materials spread out across a large table. At this point, Alexis had surpassed even the top classes Kinnock University offered and she mostly studied independently under the guidance of various professors. Even if Barbi and Candi had not been turned into bimbos, they would have had little hope in understanding the material Alexis was studying.

		“We, like, totally want you to pull your article from the newspaper,” Barbi said as she placed both palms on the table and leaned over, staring Alexis down.

		“You heard about that, huh?” Alexis said. “No matter. Neither of you have the power to stop it. Only I do, but the paper goes to press tonight. Once that happens, it will be too late.”

		“Why are you being so mean and stuff?” Candi asked, pouting. “What’d we, like, ever do to you?”

		Alexis sighed. “I’m not being mean and I don’t hold a grudge over getting cut at tryouts freshman year. But what you and the other cheerleaders are doing is wrong. I don’t know how it started, but I know you have been fucking professors for passing grades. You should all be expelled for that.”

		It looked like Alexis might be a hopeless case. Maybe Barbi’s plan would not work. They might just have to force her. The problem was Alexis would do everything to fight back. Not even getting Colt or Rashad to help restrain her would stop her from screaming out. Campus security would certainly come running for that.

		“You have no idea how much I wanted to be a cheerleader back then,” Alexis continued. “It was a dream of mine. But when I got cut, I came to the realization that cheerleading wasn’t for me. I came to terms with that and have moved on. It looks like you will need to move on too. I suppose you don’t have many skills remaining. The local strip clubs would take you, I’m sure. Hell, with your bodies, you could probably make pretty good money.”

		“What if you could still be a cheerleader?” Barbi asked. “Would you want that?”

		Alexis had not planned on having to ever answer that question again. She had put that dream away, locked it up, thinking she had thrown away the key. That dream was dead. But yet, as she sat there, she could feel the spark returning. Visually, she looked torn. Even Barbi and Candi could tell that she was unsure what she wanted.

		There was no doubt that Alexis had done great things since she was cut from the cheer team. The university regularly touted her achievements when recruiting new students. “You could be the next Alexis Miller.” Not that anyone had yet lived up to Alexis’ potential.

		Yet, despite all those achievements, Alexis still harbored a love for the cheer team. Despite her academic achievements, she still went to every home game that the cheerleaders presided over. She did not even care that much about the game. Her focus was the cheerleaders, knowing there might have been a time when she could have been one of them. Yes, she had thought her dream of being one of them was over, but that did not stop her from supporting them. And now that she thought about it, she might have been a little overenthusiastic when the cheer team started a chant with the crowd. It was her one chance to pretend she was one of them, participating in the same cheer at the same time.

		“Do you have any idea what you’re asking me to do?” Alexis finally said. “You’re asking me to give up on my future. Did you know I have three government agencies offering me jobs to just show up and think. I’m talking about high level and super secret stuff. And that’s not counting the 100 plus private companies that are actively trying to get me to join their teams for similar reasons. The sky is the fucking limit for me and you’re asking me to become a cheerleader. You’re probably wanting me to bimbofy myself too, aren’t you?”

		“Being a bimbo is super fun,” Candi started to say before Barbi hushed her. This was not one of Candi’s lucid moments.

		“But it’s like taking a huge step back,” Alexis countered. “I mean, it would be like choosing to go from being the most important person in the room to being the girl who brings everyone coffee before climbing under the conference table to suck everyone’s cock. That’s not the same.”

		Both Barbi and Candi smiled as they momentarily got lost in the fantasy presented to them. They both liked the idea of crawling under a conference table to suck all those cocks. However, Barbi managed to shake herself out of it. Candi would remain lost for a little while longer.

		“But you would get to be a cheerleader,” Barbi said. “And I bet you’d be really good at it now.”

		Alexis balled up her fists and hit the table. A book fell off and landed on the floor, but she ignored it. Her latest study subject seemed far less important than it had only moments earlier.

		“Come on,” Barbi cooed as she slowly walked around the table. She settled in just behind Alexis, her tits pushing gently at the back of Alexis’ neck. “Can’t you just imagine it? You, me, Candi, and all the other girls out on the football field, cheering and dancing for the players and the fans. Doesn’t that sound fun? And just think about the parties afterward. I bet you didn’t know about those? The players, the cheerleaders, a little booze to set the mood. Not that anyone needs alcohol now. We’re all just so sexed up. It feels so good to have a man grab my big titties. And you know what feels even better? Having him stick his giant cock in my tight little pussy. It feels so good. Bimbo orgasms are the best. Just look at Candi.”

		Candi was busy rubbing her pussy. She was so lost in the fantasy that Alexis had created that she could not help herself. It did not matter that she was in a public place. She just needed to cum.

		Alexis swallowed hard. This was too much for her. She had never imagined that she would be faced with this situation. She had thought her post-university career plans would be hard to choose, but this was actually a much more difficult choice. Did she want to be the smartest woman in the room for the rest of her life and get to do amazing things or did she want to fulfill her dream of being a cheerleader? It was pretty clear that both was not a viable option. She needed to choose one over the other.

		Suddenly Candi bit her lip to keep from screaming out as she came. It was a small orgasm by Candi’s new standards, but it was more substantial than anything Alexis had ever felt before. And just like that, Alexis’ decision came down to not just whether she wanted to give up her future to become a cheerleader, but to give it up to feel as good as Candi did. The bimbo’s moans were more than enough to tell Alexis just how good it felt to cum as a bimbo.

		“I’m not saying I’ve made a decision, but what would I need to do to become a cheerleader?” Alexis asked. She had always liked to have all the information available. She could always extrapolate, but the more information she had access to, the more insightful her ideas often were.

		“First, you call off that icky article you wrote,” Barbi whispered lovingly into Alexis’ ear. “Then you take a little drink from this.” Barbi pulled out a small bottle of the bimbo formula and placed it on the table in front of Alexis. “There might be a little bit of pain, but it doesn’t last. Then you listen to this.” Barbi then pulled out the music player and a pair of earbuds. “In an hour you can be a bimbo like Candi and me and then tomorrow you can come to cheer practice.”

		“That’s it?” Alexis asked, surprised. “You’re not going to make me try out again?”

		“Baby,” Barbi cooed. “I already know you’ll be great. And anyway, I’m the captain. It’s, like, my decision.”

		Alexis did not say anything for several minutes. She simply sat there, thinking. Barbi and Candi could vaguely recall a time when they might have been so pensive, but those days were long behind them, especially Candi. Sure, she had her lucid moments, but far more often she was barely smart enough to remember the cheer routines.

		Finally, still without saying anything, Alexis reached out and picked her phone up off the table. She quickly dialed a number and placed the phone to her ear.

		“Pedro, it’s Alexis. Is it too late to pull my article? … Good. I want it pulled. Burn it. I never want to see it again. Got it? … Perfect. I’m sure I’ll find a way to make this up to you.”

		Alexis hung up the phone. “The article is canceled,” she said plainly. “Now how much of this do I need to drink?”

		“Just a few sips should do it,” Barbi answered. “I’m glad to have you onboard. You’re going to love being a bimbo. And think, rather than worry about schoolwork tomorrow, we can go shopping for sexy new clothes for you.”

		“I’m game,” Alexis said, smiling. Her dream was finally coming true.
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		“Girls,” Barbi called out as practice was about to start. “Gather around.”

		It took a few moments for all the girls to gather near Barbi. Although Candi knew what was about to happen, having helped in planning it, she simply giggled off to the side.

		“I want to, like, introduce a new member of the squad,” Barbi said. “I also want to say we have a special practice planned. But before we get to practice, I want to bring in the newest member of the team, Lexi.”

		Lexi, bounced into the auxiliary gym, having previously been waiting across the hall in the yoga room. Her smile was big, as were her tits in her tiny sports bra. It was a miracle that the fabric managed to contain her expansive bust.

		“Hi, girls,” Lexi said. “I’m super excited to be here. You have, like, no idea. And I’m totally ready to be, like, the best teammate and stuff ever.”

		The other cheerleaders all cheered and gathered around Lexi, patting her on the back, patting her on the ass, grabbing her tits. It was all fair game among bimbo friends and teammates.

		“And now for our special practice,” Barbi said, interrupting the fun the girls were having before it developed into something even Barbi could not stop. “I’ve invited the basketball players to give us a hand.”

		“Orgy,” one of the girls called out.

		Barbi giggled. “Yeppers. But Lexi gets to cum first. She’s still new to being a bimbo and will need our encouragement.”

		At that moment, 15 tall and strong men entered the gym, all of them just wearing a pair of basketball shorts and their shoes. The cheerleaders’ eyes nearly bugged out of their heads at the sight of so much man meat in front of them.

		“Which one do you want?” Barbi whispered in Lexi’s ear.

		“This biggest one,” Lexi called out. “Who’s got, like, the biggest cock?”

		On the Kinnock University men’s basketball team, there were plenty of small rivalries and other forms of friendly competition, but everyone on the team knew which of them had the biggest cock. There was no competition there.

		The tallest and biggest of the players, Darrell, stepped forward with a big smile on his face. “I’ve been wanting some fresh bimbo pussy and now I’ve got it.”

		Lexi nearly swooned at those words. And it was only a moment later before Darrell had picked Lexi up and pushed her up against the wall.

		“You ready for me?” he asked.

		“Always,” Lexi breathed. “I’m a bimbo,” she added, as if that explained anything.

		It was only a few moments later that both Darrell and Lexi were stripped bare. Only their shoes remained on as both of them were too insistent on getting started to worry about shoe laces.

		“Oh, fuck,” Lexi nearly screamed as Darrell pushed his cock into her pussy. He was big. He was really big. There was some pain. There needed to be to stretch around such a monster cock. But this was what she wanted. And despite the pain, the pleasure far outweighed it.

		Lexi wrapped her legs around Darrell as he started fucking her. She could barely breathe as he pushed her up against the wall, each thrust pushing the air from her lungs. Her tits were the only thing keeping her from getting completely squeezed, acting as cushions.

		“Fuck this is good,” Darrell grunted. “I’m gonna cum soon.”

		“Do it,” Lexi cheered him on. “Cum in me. Cum in my pussy. Fill me up.”

		Darrell did exactly that. He came hard, flooding Lexi’s pussy with his seed as she came too. It was surprisingly her first bimbo orgasm, only because she had been a bimbo for a whole day and had yet to cum. But that was at Barbi’s urging. She promised Lexi to make it worth it to wait and Lexi was so glad she did.

		Lexi came hard, her arms and legs losing purchase on Darrell’s hard body as her vision went white. It felt as if a tsunami of orgasmic pleasure shot through her body all at once. It was all encompassing and it left her feeling slow and sated.

		“Damn, this chick’s a hot one,” Darrell said as he slowly pulled his cock out. A trail of white cum followed.

		Candi, without being asked, jumped in to start cleaning the pair up. As soon as Darrell’s cock was clean, Candi focused on Lexi’s pussy. As Lexi finally found some semblance of reality again, she discovered Candi licking her pussy and loving it.

		“Yeah, baby,” Lexi cooed as she ran her hands through Candi’s hair. Soon she was humping the bimbo’s face outright, getting fully into the moment. And as she looked up to see the other cheerleaders fucking and sucking the rest of the basketball team, she could only smile. Yes, she was going to enjoy spending her weekends cheering on the football and basketball teams, but she was going to enjoy the sex just as much.

		If Lexi had any regrets, it was that she waited this long to fulfill her dream. This was her last year at Kinnock. But as she thought about it, something she was able to do considering the incredible level of intelligence she had previously held, Lexi realized she could always fail a couple credits worth of school and come back again next year. That seemed much more fun. After all, a lot of people spent five years in college. Then she could make the jump to the board room where she could serve coffee before sucking all the executive cocks or eat their pussies. It sounded like the perfect future for her. She had no regrets. Bimbo really was better.
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