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		It was another lonely Friday night as I sat in my dorm room studying. It was almost the end of my third term of college and I could not think of any other time when I spent a Friday night any differently. The simple fact was that I was a nerd and I enjoyed my time alone.

		At the start of the school year I had had a roommate, Amelia, but she moved out after a week, citing irreconcilable differences, as if we were getting a divorce. No, the reason she wanted out was because of me. It’s not just that I’m a nerd, but I have a really bad case of OCD. Amelia was a bit of a slob, at least by my standards, and she could not handle me trying to clean up her stuff all the time. It’s better this way. I get a room to myself and she moved off campus into an apartment with her boyfriend.

		I was in the middle of solving a very complex differential equation for my math class when I was interrupted by a knock at my door. I ignored it, thinking it was just someone pulling a prank on me. It wouldn’t have been the first time someone had done that. I was an easy target for practical jokes.

		I continued with my work, but whoever was on the other side of the door knocked again. I put my pencil down and massaged my temples with my fingers, wishing my visitor would simply leave me alone. On the third knock I finally gave in and got up to answer the door.

		As I walked over to the door, I looked down at myself to determine if I was decent. My shirt was a little tighter than I liked, but it was still baggy enough to hide my lack of curves. The jeans I wore, however, were perfect. I really hated showing off my body, so I always dressed in thick baggy clothes.

		I opened the door and tried to put the best scowl on my face as possible, hoping to scare off whomever had decided to bother me while I was studying. It was the guy who lived in the room above me, Jimmy. I had met him during my first term when he I went up to his room to yell at him for having his stereo on too loud. His music had interrupted my studying. He had looked me up and down then, but decided it wasn’t worth the effort to fight me or woo me, I never knew which. He did as asked, but I have had to go up there another probably ten times for the same reason since then.

		“Hey, Brooke,” Jimmy started, just a hint of nervousness in his voice. “I’m having some people over to my room tonight and I was wondering if you wanted to come up and hang out for a bit?”

		“You’re inviting me to a party?” I asked in surprise.

		“Well I wouldn’t necessarily call it a party, just a small gathering.”

		“I don’t know. I’m kind of in the middle of studying right now.”

		“Come on Brooke. All you seem to do is go to class and study.”

		“That’s what I’m here for, Jimmy,” I responded with annoyance. It wasn’t like it was a secret what my academic ambitions were. Everybody knew I was planning to get my degree in two years and then move on to a Ph.D. program after that. If I had my way, I’d have my doctorate by the time Jimmy and the rest of the students here at Thatcher College were getting ready to graduate.

		“Yeah, I know you have all these academic plans, but all I’m asking for is a couple hours. Two hours won’t derail your academic plans, will they?”

		Jimmy was right in a way. While I was taking the biggest class load of any student in the history of the school, I technically did have time to go to a party. And the truth was, this was my first invitation to a party in my life. Even in elementary school, when parents are supposed to invite all the kids in the class to a party if they plan to invite even just one other kid, I was the one kid who never got invited. It wasn’t just parties either. It seemed that I was skipped over for just about every event imaginable.

		“What’s the catch?” I asked suspiciously.

		“No catch. I just want to make up for the fact that my music and I have caused such a disruption for you. What do you say?”

		“Um, I don’t know, Jimmy,” I said as I tried to think it all through. I had always wanted to go to a party and this very well could be my only chance.

		“I promise you it will be fun.”

		“Well, I guess I could go. When should I come up?”

		“Whenever you’re ready. The other people should be there in about half an hour.”

		“Okay, I’ll be up in a bit.”

		“All right, see-ya.”

		“Yeah, see you later.”

		I closed the door and sank back against it. I couldn’t believe I had been invited to a party. I was excited in a way I had never felt before. I wondered if this was what it felt like to have friends.

		Getting myself ready proved to be a bigger problem than I had originally thought it would. I mean, Jimmy was reaching out to me and I really wanted to impress him and confirm that his decision for inviting me was a good one. Therefore, I thought it would be prudent to try to dress up, at least a little bit from my usual style.

		I started to dig through my dresser looking for anything that stood out as appropriate for the message I wanted to send. The only problem with that was that I had no idea what message I wanted to send or how to send it.

		In the end I decided on the most form fitting outfit I had. Not that it was particularly tight on my thin frame, but it seemed to accentuate what little curves my body had. The only problem was it was a little dark. In fact, both my shirt, pants and shoes were all black. The only things not black were my pale skin and dark brown hair. My mom bought me these clothes last summer when she thought I might be going through a goth phase. I wasn’t, but my mom had never understood my academic goals. She had married my dad straight out of high school and never looked back.

		It was still fifteen minutes before the rest of Jimmy’s guests were supposed to arrive when I found myself in front of his dorm room door. I had been up here plenty before, but always to complain about the noise. Now I was actually here by his request. It was a strange feeling.

		I knocked on the door.

		“Just a minute,” Jimmy called out through the closed door.

		As I stood there and waited for him to answer, I started looking around. This was a men’s floor in the dorm. Many of the doors had posters of scantily clad women on them. In fact, Jimmy’s was one of the few doors that was bare. That made me feel better about my choice to accept his invitation. He wasn’t some pervert like many of the other students on this floor.

		Finally after the full minute of waiting, Jimmy opened the door and smiled when he saw me.

		“Brooke, come in,” he said as he held the door open for me and gestured for me to enter. “I just got off the phone with David, one of my other guests, and he said he would be a little late. I hope you don’t mind waiting?”

		“That’s okay,” I said as I took a look around the room. It was an exact replica of my room downstairs except for the way he had it decorated. “You live alone, don’t you?”

		“Yeah, my original roommate got sick at the start of school and ended up going home. He’ll be back in the fall. You live alone too, right?”

		“Yeah, Amelia Roberts was my roommate to start, but she moved out after a week. Now she’s living off campus with her boyfriend. I like it though. It helps me study.”

		“I’m sure,” Jimmy added before moving the conversation toward other topics. “Why don’t you have a seat. You should make yourself comfortable.”

		“Thank you,” I said as I took a seat in a camp chair he had sitting in the corner.

		“Would you like something to drink?”

		“Water would be fine.”

		“Oh come on now Brooke, you’re breaking out of your shell here. Why don’t you try something a little more fun?”

		“What do you have in mind?”

		“Well, I’ve been practicing mixing drinks, if you’d like to try one?”

		“I don’t know, I’m not really the drinking type,” I said with obvious reluctance.

		“All I ask is you try it. If you don’t like it, you don’t have to finish it. I just want some feedback on taste.”

		“Okay, I guess I’ll try one. Just don’t put too much alcohol in it. This is my first time drinking.”

		“Oh don’t worry, I can make it practically virgin.”

		I choked slightly at Jimmy’s words, not believing I had heard him correctly. “What was that?” I asked.

		“I said, I can make drinks practically virgin,” Jimmy replied before taking a pause to think. “Oh, I’m sorry. With alcohol, virgin means nonalcoholic.”

		“Oh, okay. I guess there’s a lot I need to learn after keeping myself alone up in my room all the time.”

		“All right, here you go,” Jimmy said as he handed me a drink.

		I held the martini style glass up to the light to get a better look at the contents. The drink itself was mostly clear with just a hint of pinkness, but that might have been from the combination of the maraschino cherry at the bottom and the slice of lemon peel floating at the top.

		I took a tentative sip, letting the various flavors pass slowly over my tongue. I was startled by how delicious it was.

		“Wow, thank you,” I said as I looked up to see Jimmy watching me, obviously wanting to know how good his creation was. “This is delicious. What’s it called?”

		“It’s called a Bimbo,” Jimmy answered with obvious hesitation. “I’m glad you like it.”

		“They do give these drinks funny names, don’t they,” I added. Jimmy noticeably relaxed at my comment. Obviously he had been concerned that the drink name would affect me somehow. I didn’t have to be a bimbo to drink one.

		“Yeah, they do don’t they.”

		I took a couple minutes and simply sat and enjoyed my drink. I could definitely taste the alcohol, but since I had never had any before, I couldn’t say how strong the drink actually was, although I couldn’t imagine anyone wanting to drink this stuff if it were stronger. Before I knew it, I had finished off the last of my drink and was eating the cherry. I loved maraschino cherries.

		“Would you like another?” Jimmy asked when he saw my glass was empty.

		“I don’t know,” I said tentatively. “I don’t want to drink too much.”

		“Well how do you feel?”

		“Pretty good I guess. Relaxed would be the best description.”

		I laid my head back and looked up at the ceiling. My head felt heavy and it felt nice to just let it fall back. That drink had been really good. Could it hurt to have another?

		“I guess I’ll have another. Don’t make it any stronger though. I think two will be my limit.”

		Jimmy made up another drink for me. This time I asked for two cherries. They were just too good not to have more. This time I watched him make the drink, just curious about the process. Of course I had no idea what everything was or how it was supposed to be used.

		When I took my first sip, I could have sworn it tasted stronger somehow. I thought about asking Jimmy if he added more alcohol, but before I knew it, I was taking another sip. This Bimbo seemed even tastier than the last one and I drank it down quickly.

		“Hey, when’s David spos’d to come over?” I slurred. I hadn’t realized how the alcohol was affecting me. I wanted to be angry about letting Jimmy get me drunk, but I felt too good to complain. I was feeling all warm inside.

		“Oh, he should be here any minute now. Are you okay?”

		“Yesh, I’m fine. I’m jusht feelin’ real relaxed.”

		“Here, maybe you should lie down for a bit. I guess I made those drinks stronger than I thought.”

		“Oh, lying down shounds good.”

		I tried to stand up, but quickly collapsed back into my chair. Jimmy finally came over and pulled me to my feet and all but carried me over to his bed.

		“Don’t think you’re gettin’ any mishter,” I slurred, trying to make a joke about being in Jimmy’s bed.

		“I wouldn’t have thought of it.”

		There was a small part of me that was offended at that. What was so wrong with me that he didn’t want have sex with me? Was I that much of a prude? Those thoughts quickly passed however, as I felt like I was sinking deeper and deeper into the bed.

		The room above me looked like it was spinning, but I was too relaxed to care. Before I completely realized I was doing it, I was closing my eyes and falling into a wonderful drunken sleep.

		I woke up to my alarm clock. I released a groan as I looked over at the clock, not really paying attention to the actual time. My entire body felt sore and it felt like I had a jackhammer pounding away inside my head.

		“I’m never drinking ever again,” I croaked.

		I laid there in bed for a long time, looking for the courage to actually tackle the morning. I thought back to the night before and had no recollection of what happened. I remembered everything up until I laid down on Jimmy’s bed and then nothing. It was like I passed out, or at least blacked out, because I could not remember how I got back to my room. Maybe Jimmy helped me. He was certainly proving to be a nice guy and I had to admit that I had had fun hanging out with him until, well, until I got too drunk to stay awake it seemed.

		As my senses slowly stopped their freaking out from the massive hangover I was experiencing, I started to notice something was very very wrong. To begin, it felt like there was a massive weight on my chest to the point that it was almost hard to breathe. I looked down through bleary eyes and my jaw just about dropped. I had breasts. Not that I didn’t before, but I had never really needed a bra before, but now the globes of flesh sticking off of my chest were huge.

		My panic quickly was chasing away the hangover. I jumped out of bed to get to the mirror, but instead of finding myself running across the room to the mirror, I was falling to the floor with pain shooting up the back of my legs. I hit the floor with a thud, my fall only slightly cushioned by my expanded breasts.

		Sitting up, I discovered two facts that were quite disturbing. First, it turned out that I was completely naked. I always slept in full length pajamas, but that was obviously not the case last night. Second, my feet were stuck in a pointed position. I couldn’t stand flat footed if my life depended on it.

		I eventually got up on my knees and crawled over to the mirror. I couldn’t believe that the image I saw in the mirror was me. My breasts were huge and very round. I reached up to feel them with both hands. As fake as they looked, they were definitely real. But that wasn’t what I noticed the most. First, my eyes were drawn to my hands and more specifically my nails. I now had half inch long nails, painted in pink of course.

		However, as much as I wanted to be shocked by my nails, I found that I could not stay focused on them for long, because the sensations of my hands on my breasts were like nothing I had ever experienced before. I quickly found myself getting hot as my hands, practically of their own accord, began massaging my new breasts. If felt amazing.

		Realizing what was happening, I forced my hands away from my breasts and dropped them to my sides. My eyes then looked back at my image in the mirror and continued my self evaluation. My breasts and hands were not the only things different about me. My whole body was changed. I had kept my thin waist, but my hips and butt had expanded, thankfully not as much as my breasts. I also appeared to be hairless down below. I had never even trimmed before, so seeing myself bald was a shock, although a smaller shock than seeing my breasts for the first time.

		My eyes moved slowly back up my image, over my gigantic breasts and up to my face. I couldn’t believe what I saw, but my face didn’t show it. I had the look of a completely dumb blond. Big lips dominated my face along with big blue eyes and long platinum blond hair. Instead of shocked I looked confused.

		And in a way, I was confused. My mind was reeling, trying to figure out what had happened to me and how I had found myself in this position. All I could think of was that Jimmy had something to do with this.

		I wanted to storm upstairs and make him explain himself, but I still had a problem. I was naked and there was no way my old clothes would fit over my expanded curves. I had liked wearing baggy clothes, but nothing I owned would be able to contain the new me. The other problem I had was shoes. I couldn’t walk.

		I crawled over to my dresser to try to find something that might be passable. My desk was right next to the dresser and I quickly decided it would be easier to search through the drawers if I was sitting on my desk chair. Once I pulled myself up however, I noticed a handwritten note on my desk.

		“I got you some new clothes which should fit you,” I read out loud. “Come up when you’re ready for some answers. Jimmy.”

		I crumpled up the note and threw it across the room. My blood was boiling with anger at what he had done to me. I was too angry to even speak, but I knew that the moment he turned me back I would probably kill him.

		Wanting answers and solutions, I eventually started going through the clothes that Jimmy had left for me. He seemed to have replaced everything I owned and I was appalled by his choices. The underwear selection was pitiful, unless you liked thongs and hated bras. I didn’t understand how I was supposed to go around with these beach balls on my chest without extra support.

		I picked out the least offensive thong and pulled it up my legs. I then moved on to finding suitable outerwear. First off, all of my pants were gone. In fact, there were no pants, just skirts and all of them very short. I picked out the longest one. It was dark blue and pleated and despite being the longest one in the drawer, it only just covered the tops of my thighs.

		Moving on to tops, again the selection was rather sparse unless one liked wearing nearly see-through clothing. In fact, the only top I felt safe wearing was a yellow tube top. I had never worn one before, but I figured based on its cut, it would do the best job of covering my monstrous breasts.

		However, there was one thing I had not counted on. While my top did do a great job of covering my new breasts, the amount it had to stretch to do so meant that the bottom of it didn’t come anywhere close to reaching the waistband of my skirt. In fact, it left my navel completely bare. As much as I hated the look I was now forced to wear, it seemed like the least offensive outfit I had.

		With my outfit decided on, I still had one problem. Shoes. While dressing I found I could stand on my tiptoes for short amounts of time, but there was no way I could hope to walk upstairs that way.

		It seemed odd that Jimmy would leave me all of these clothes, but no shoes to walk in. That was when I finally noticed the numerous pairs of shoes at the foot of my bed. I crawled back over to my bed and sat down to begin examining the various pairs I had been left with. Every shoe I looked at had two things in common. They all had extremely high heels and they all had at least a one inch thick sole on the bottom. However, my only thoughts were of how I was going to be able to walk in such shoes.

		After some significant deliberation, I finally decided on a pair of wedge heeled shoes. I figured they would be the easiest to walk in with no previous experience. I was surprised that when I slipped them on how natural and comfortable they felt, like my feet were designed to wear them.

		Using the bed as a crutch I slowly pushed myself to my feet. My first step was tentative, but I quickly found that my body seemed designed to walk in heels like these. It had become obvious that my Achilles tendons and calf muscles were shorter than they used to be, which explained why I could not stand flat footed.

		I was thankful that on my way up to Jimmy’s room, there was no one out in the halls. I’m not sure I could have stood the embarrassment of trying to explain the sudden changes with my body, or even who I was if the person didn’t recognize me.

		I wrapped my knuckled against Jimmy’s door and waited. After a moment I heard movement on the other side of the door before Jimmy appeared before me.

		“Oh hey Brooke,” he started. “I like the outfit. Very sexy.”

		“What the hell did you do to me?” I demanded as I forcibly pushed him back into his room.

		“What, what do you mean?” he stuttered.

		“I mean, what did you do to me to make me look like this?”

		“Oh you mean your body,” Jimmy said, the confidence returning to his voice and demeanor. “I guess that’s what happens when you drink too many Bimbos.”

		“No, no, no. You did something to me. I just spent the last half hour trying to get dressed. I can’t even walk without these ridiculous shoes. I want you to change me back.”

		“Wait Brooke. There is something wrong, but it has nothing to do with me.”

		“Bullshit,” I replied back, but I had a feeling that I had lost control of the confrontation somewhere. I had never been the most socially astute person, but I couldn’t help but feel that I was at a disadvantage. And with that disadvantage, I could feel my anger begin to wane. I just couldn’t keep fueling my rage when I wasn’t getting anywhere with the conversation.

		“No, I’m telling the truth. We wouldn’t be having this conversation if you weren’t such a light weight when it comes to alcohol.”

		“What are you talking about?” I asked. The look of confusion that I was sure was on my face was real this time. “You mean you drugged my drinks?”

		“I did tell you I needed practice mixing drinks, but yes, there was something extra in yours.”

		“What the hell did you give me?” I practically screamed. I so very much wanted to hit Jimmy right then, but I was finding my body unable to release the amount of anger I felt. I felt weak and powerless and I didn’t like it.

		“It’s a special mixer I bought on the web from overseas. It’s guaranteed to turn any woman into a bimbo.”

		“Yeah, except it didn’t work right. It gave me the body, but I’m still operating on all cylinders upstairs. So I want to know how you’re going to change me back.”

		A trace of fear seeped into Jimmy’s expression. Yes, he had all of the information, but he did not have all of the power after all. My body may have been weak, but my mind was as sharp as ever and my entire focus was set on making Jimmy fix what he had done to me.

		“But that’s because you didn’t take the third dose. It takes three drinks to complete the transformation. You have the body, but your personality needs some serious work.”

		I stomped my foot on the ground as I yelled, “I don’t want to be a bimbo.”

		“Calm down, calm down. There’s no need to yell. I’ll try to find an antidote if you want.”

		“Yes. I want you to find it now.”

		I knew I was starting to sound like a bitch, but I felt violated in one of the worst possible ways. Jimmy had completely changed my body without asking me or even telling me. I was just thankful that his little trick hadn’t worked and that I still had my mind.

		“Okay, okay. Let me just pull up my web browser and we’ll see what there is.”

		Jimmy sat down at his computer and started searching for the website he bought the mixers from. I walked up behind him and watched him work from over his shoulder.

		“So tell me,” Jimmy started saying as he looked through the various pages dedicated to his purchase,” how do they feel?”

		“How do what feel?” I responded as I tried to focus on the screen.

		“Your tits. Everything I read before said the girls love the sensitivity of their tits after the transformation. So have you tried them out yet?”

		“Um, a little,” I said, feeling embarrassed talking about my breasts with the guy that forced them on me. “But I was too focused on getting my situation figured out to do much.”

		“How did they feel?”

		“Good, I guess. I never really played with them before, because I didn’t have much.”

		I couldn’t figure out why I was telling Jimmy all of this. I guess it was because I needed someone to talk to and he was the only person who was aware of my situation. I didn’t really know anyone else that I could share my problem with.

		“Since we’ve got some time, why don’t you try them out?”

		“But you’re here.”

		“So what? Why don’t you go sit down on the bed and try out your new tits and I’ll keep looking for the antidote?”

		I didn’t trust Jimmy, but the more I thought about it, I had really enjoyed my short moment of playing with my breasts earlier. And the longer I stood there thinking about it, the more it seemed that my body wanted it.

		“Fine, but I’m doing this because I want to, not because you suggested it.”

		“That’s fine, Brooke,” Jimmy said as he continued to stare at the computer screen. “I’ll admit that I screwed up, but you might as well enjoy your little problem while you can. Who knows, you might find you miss having tits like those when you get changed back.”

		I didn’t think that was likely, but I otherwise ignored him as I moved toward the bed. I kicked my heels off after I sat down and then I scooted back so that I could lean against the wall.

		As I sat back and got comfortable, I brought my hands up to my breasts. Jimmy had called them tits. I had never liked that word, but as my hands began to gently massage my breasts and the heat that I had felt earlier returned, I started to realize that my breasts weren’t merely breasts anymore. They were tits. It was the only way to describe the pleasurable globes of flesh.

		And they were pleasurable. I let out a moan as I pulled my tube top down, freeing my tits and letting them breathe in the open. The cool air made my nipples grow erect and hard. I gently scraped my long nails across my aureoles and shuddered as my pussy grew wet. I quickly followed that by grabbing both my nipples between my thumb and forefinger of each hand and squeezing.

		I let out a yelp as little lightning bolts of pleasure coursed through my body. I had explored my old body from time to time, but had never felt anything close to what I was feeling now. Without even thinking about it, one hand made the short trip south and dipped underneath the top of my skirt. Soon it found exactly what it was looking for, my honey pot.

		“Oh god,” I moaned as my fingers began to play with the hard nubbin that was my clit.

		I closed my eyes as I leaned my head back and reveled in the delicious sensations my new features were giving me. Two of my fingers began to slide inside my channel, pumping in and out as my thumb continued its work with my clit. With my otherwise free hand I found myself rolling my hard nipples between my fingers.

		My whole body was acting as a big sexually driven furnace. The heat inside of me was building, getting hotter and hotter and hotter. I felt like my skin was on fire as I continued masturbating on Jimmy’s bed.

		My breathing quickened as I felt myself nearing my climax. I needed to cum so very badly. I couldn’t think of anything else but my need to cum.

		Finally, after what felt like an eternity standing at the gates of orgasm, I slid a third finger into my wet and needy pussy. The added stimulation was enough to send me over the edge into a massive orgasm. My whole body shook as I came. Every fiber of my being sung out with pleasure as I collapsed onto the bed, my body no longer able to hold itself up against the wall.

		I laid there for several minutes as I tried to recover from the greatest sensation I had ever felt, my hand still buried in my pussy. I could honestly say that I had never before felt more content than I did right then. It didn’t matter to me that Jimmy was sitting a few feet away. It didn’t even bother me that he had stopped his search and had been watching me since I had first stuck my hand down my skirt.

		I finally started to sit up as I extricated my hand from my pussy. It was covered in my juices. With no place to clean myself up, I brought my hand up to my mouth and licked it clean. I loved how I tasted. It was like maraschino cherries. Once I was clean, I set about fixing my clothes, pulling my tube top back up and over my tits and straightening my skirt. I finished by slipping my shoes back on so that I could walk.

		“So how was it?” Jimmy asked.

		I simply looked at him and smiled for a moment, finding myself no longer angry. I felt too good to be angry. Anger would have just ruined the great relaxed and happy vibe I was feeling. To be honest, I think at that moment, I was the closest I had ever been to being high, and I loved it.

		“Wow, it was amazing,” I gushed, excited about how great I felt and wanting to do it again soon.

		“That’s one of the side effects of the mixer. It makes your body’s libido really high and it increases sexual pleasure by something like one hundred fold.”

		“Well I guess I can’t complain about that side effect too much.”

		“Yeah, well, from what I read, there is an antidote. It would completely reverse everything that happened to you. You would go back to being the same old you.”

		“But what about the side effect? What if I wanted to stay the way I am now? That way I could be smart and really sexy.”

		“I’m afraid it doesn’t work that way. Because you didn’t get the third dose, the sexual side effects will eventually fade. It doesn’t say how long it will last. It could be months, days, or even hours.”

		“So that means that if I want to keep the side effects, I have to keep everything and get turned into a full on bimbo?”

		“Yes. Tough decision I bet.”

		I had always hated making big decisions like this. My dad ended up choosing Thatcher College for me, because I couldn’t make up my mind on which school I wanted to go to. This was the same thing, except I was entirely on my own on this one. I needed to know more. Specifically, I needed to know what would happen to me if I took that third dose.

		“So, let’s say I want to feel this good forever. What would taking the third dose do to me exactly? How dumb would I get?”

		“I’m not sure it makes people dumb exactly,” Jimmy said. It seemed that he was being completely forthright with me, which I appreciated. It was really hard not to have someone to talk to about this. “I think it more just reorganizes the brain to do more pleasurable activities. When coupled with the enhanced libido, that equates to the person thinking about sex a lot and acting in ways to help her have more sex.”

		“So I would actually keep all of my intelligence?”

		“That’s my understanding of it.”

		I jumped in excitement at hearing this fact. I had always considered my intelligence to be the most important thing about me. Now, I viewed it as number two. My earlier orgasm had ensured that. But the fact that I would actually be able to keep both was the best news I had ever heard. I could stop being a complete nerd. My nerdiness was always something that I used to define myself, but I also hated myself for it. It kept me from doing so many fun and interesting things. But now, I could cast that aside and embrace a new and improved me.

		“All right, make me that last drink,” I said, deciding that I would rather have a ridiculously sexy body and be able to cum like that and keep my brain, than go back to the old me. I had tasted a pleasure I had never had before and now I wanted more.

		“You want to be a bimbo?” Jimmy asked.

		“I won’t really be a bimbo if I get to keep my intelligence,” I answered back proudly.

		“Okay, why don’t you have a seat while I make that drink for you.”

		I sat down in the same seat from last night. It seemed fitting to finish my transformation there.

		“Here you go,” Jimmy said as he handed me my third ever alcoholic drink. I glanced at the clock and saw that it was only 9:30. It was a little early to be drinking, but I was more concerned about locking in my new libido.

		“Bottoms up,” I said before I put the glass to my lips and tilted my head back, letting the entire contents of the martini glass slip down my throat. I caught the maraschino cherry with my tongue and finished eating it separately.

		I hardly noticed the alcohol as it slid past my tongue. However, I started feeling it almost right away. Like the night before my whole body relaxed. I sank a little deeper into the chair as my head tilted off to the side a little. I was still a light weight when it came to drinking.

		I giggled at that thought. It was strange. I had never giggled in all my life, but there it was. I actually kind of liked it. It felt like a natural form of expression. Some combination of finding something funny and silly. I giggled again just for practice.

		“So, Brooke, how do you feel?” Jimmy asked me.

		I looked at him and giggled. Then I looked down and saw the big bulge in his shorts. My pussy instantly grew wet as I thought about what he had between his legs.

		Without even asking, I stood up and walked the short distance to where he was standing and then gracefully dropped to my knees. Within moments I had pulled down Jimmy’s shorts and freed his long thick cock. I breathed in heavily, enjoying his musky aroma.

		Seconds later I found myself with Jimmy’s cock in my mouth. I used my fat lips to the best of my ability as I found I had natural cock sucking skills. He tasted so good. I was getting hot all over again and this time without touching myself. Within minutes of me starting, Jimmy grabbed my hair and shoved my head farther onto his shaft, forcing it down my throat. I nearly gagged, but for some reason I was able to stop myself.

		Finally Jimmy came hard, his cock spurting a huge load of white hot jizm into my mouth. I swallowed it down the best I could, but I couldn’t keep some of it from escaping my lips and running down my chin and dripping onto my tits.

		“Hmm, that was tasty,” I said once Jimmy pulled out of my mouth. I scooped up his cum from my tits and licked it off my fingers, wanting to savor every last drop.

		“God, you are so gullible,” Jimmy said once he had put his cock away.

		“What do you mean?” I asked, not following what he was talking about.

		“You actually believed me when I said you would keep your intelligence.”

		“Yeah, so, I’m still smart and stuff,” I shot back, not wanting to admit the fact that I felt considerably dumber than I had earlier.

		“Okay, answer this question correctly and I’ll believe you’re still smart. I saw you were working on your math homework last night when I took you back to your room. What’s the difference between a differential equation and a linear equation?”

		“Um, give me a moment,” I said as I pursed my lips in concentration. I idly twirled my hair with my finger as I thought about the answer. I remembered those words. I knew I had been working with the differential thingies last night, but now, I couldn’t remember what I was doing.

		“Okay, let me give you an easier one. What’s four times three?”

		“Oh, I, like, know that one. It’s forty-three.”

		“Wrong. See, I told you you were dumb now.”

		“You’re mean,” I said as I folded my arms underneath my tits and pouted.

		“But you can have so much more fun now.”

		“I can?”

		“Of course. Now that you aren’t smart anymore, you don’t have to worry about making hard decisions. You obviously weren’t very good at that before, but now you can use your body to get other people, especially guys, to decide for you.”

		That did sound really nice. Thinking was really hard. It was easier to listen to my body and, like Jimmy said, guys.

		“Okay. So what should I do now?”

		“How about I fuck that wet pussy you have?”

		“Hey, how did you know my pussy’s wet?”

		“You’re a bimbo. Your pussy’s always wet.”

		“Oh yeah. Where do you want to, like, do me?”

		“Strip your clothes off and climb up on the bed. I want to be able to see that nice ass of yours as I fuck you from behind.”

		I did just as Jimmy ordered me to do. Once I was on the bed, I wiggled my ass, enticing him as he finished taking his own clothes off.

		“Damn you’re hot,” Jimmy exclaimed as he gave my ass a smack. I giggled in response.

		Jimmy started by sliding his cock against my outer pussy lips. I was leaking juices, so his cock quickly became slick. He sat there behind me, teasing me relentlessly. I looked back at him, hoping he might end my torture and split me open. He just sat there and smiled.

		When Jimmy finally entered me, I screamed out in pleasure. His hot cock almost felt like it was burning my insides with pleasure. My arousal skyrocketed as he began to pump into me with his long hard shaft.

		“Damn you’re tight,” Jimmy commented. I squeezed down on his cock with my pussy as a thank you to his compliment.

		I started pushing back at him, meeting his thrusts and driving him deeper inside of me. I had never experienced feeling this full before and I loved it. I couldn’t think why I hadn’t done this before, but then I couldn’t remember much of my old life. It was too boring compared to what I was experiencing right then.

		“I’m about to cum,” Jimmy shouted as he sped up his thrusts.

		“I want you to,” I moaned back. “I want you to cum in my pussy.”

		“If that’s what you want slut, that’s what you’re going to get,” Jimmy roared as he unleashed a torrent of cum into my hungry wet pussy. The feeling of his jizm inside of me sent me over the edge into my own climax, my body seized in pleasure as I came hard. The room got blurry and then turned white as I couldn’t see anymore. I collapsed onto the bed, the force of my orgasm zapping me of strength.

		It probably took me like ten minutes before I was able to pick myself up off the bed. Jimmy had already pulled out of my pussy and he was now sitting back at his desk, browsing on his computer.

		“That was amazing,” I said as I scooped up a little bit of cum that had escaped my pussy and sucked it down off my finger, tasting our combined juices.

		“Yeah, you make one hot bimbo,” Jimmy said as he turned to face me.

		“Thanks. But, like, what should I do now?”

		“Well, you still have the rest of the weekend to suck and fuck to your heart’s content. You have an entire floor of guys available and I’m sure all of them would love to get their hands on your tight little ass.”

		I giggled at the thought of taking on all the guys on the floor. It was actually a great idea and I was already getting horny again.

		“On Monday however,” Jimmy continued, “You’re going to need to go to class. Obviously you won’t be very good at learning anymore, but I’m sure you might be able to arrange passing grades in your classes if you’re willing to use your new skills with your professors.”

		“Ooh, that sounds like fun,” I squealed. I couldn’t believe I would be getting to fuck this much.

		“Well, you should probably get dressed and go find another guy to fuck. I’m spent.”

		I pulled my skirt back on and I was able to shove my tits back into my tube top before I slipped my heels back onto my feet. I didn’t bother with the thong. It was just going to get in the way with all of the fun I was planning to have.

		Before I left Jimmy’s room I turned to him and said, “Thanks for, like, turning me into a bimbo. I love being a college fucktoy. This is the bestest present anyone’s ever given me.”

		I ran up to Jimmy, taking little mincing steps that caused my tits to jiggle and hugged Jimmy. I held him for a long time, pressing my big tits into his chest.

		“You’re not going to get me to fuck you again, Brooke.”

		“Oh, phooey,” I said as I turned and walked out the door. I wasn’t sad for long, because at the end of the hallway another guy was just going into his room after taking a shower. He was going to need another shower when I was done with him.
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