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“You should totally join the Kappas!” the
tall, pretty blonde girl said, handing me a piece of paper.

Was she really talking to me? I looked around
the lawn where I was sitting, just to be sure. “Thanks,” I said
softly, reading the flyer. “Do you really think I’d fit in with the
Kappas?”

I had just begun my freshman year, but I
already knew about the Kappas - they were a sorority filled with
stunningly gorgeous girls. Many of the members were well-connected,
coming from rich families. Others had gotten into the exclusive
club based on their looks alone. All of them dated the cutest frat
bros and athletes on campus. They were college legends.

And here I was, a mousy, timid freshman, my
brown hair piled on my head in a messy bun, wearing old sneakers
and faded blue jeans.

“Do I think you’d fit in?” the girl said
incredulously. She burst into laughter. “I have a recruitment
quota. I have to give out a hundred of these stupid flyers because
those are the chapter rules. So, short answer…no.”

I felt very small and very embarrassed. The
girl walked off, and I hated myself more than ever. College was not
how I had imagined it would be. I thought that this was going to be
my chance to let loose and have fun. Instead, I had been relegated
to an even lower rung on the social ladder. Pretty girls like the
Kappas enjoyed college life. Girls like me, on the other hand, were
completely invisible.

So far, I only had one real friend here. His
name was Ted, and he was a total nerd. We talked about dumb movies
and sci-fi books and all kinds of geeky stuff. I had a little crush
on him, until the day that dream evaporated. Ted revealed that he
had a crush on a girl in his dorm. When I saw her, my heart fell to
the floor. The object of his desire was gorgeous, with long,
straight black hair, huge boobs, and a slim figure. She was
definitely out of Ted’s league, but it hurt to know that an
average-looking girl like me wasn’t even good enough for a geeky
guy like him.

After my Kappa recruitment embarrassment, I
met up with Ted to study. He saw the flyer balled up in my hand.
“What’s that?”

“Oh, nothing. Just some stupid sorority
thing.”

He snatched it from me playfully and read it.
“Thinking of joining the Kappas?” he laughed.

“Shut up!” I said. “You know they’d never let
me in.”

“But their recruitment event is on Saturday.
You have to go, Rachel!” he said sarcastically.

“Stop it, Ted!” I muttered.

“Why would you want to be a Kappa anyway?”
Ted asked. “They kind of have a reputation for being the biggest
sluts on campus.”

“It must be nice to be that hot,” I said
dreamily. “Life is so easy for them.”

Ted shrugged. “Forget about them! They’re a
bunch of rich ditzes who are going to end up as some old guys’
trophy wives. You’re too smart to join a sorority.”

I appreciated the compliment, but deep down,
I would have given the world to become a hot, vapid sorority girl.
Life would be amazing if I could date any guy I wanted to - even if
people called me a slut. I didn’t want to admit it, but I was tired
of being “the smart girl.” I had to do something to change my
reputation…

 


I decided that if I ever wanted to be a
Kappa, I would have to start caring about my appearance. I started
hatching a plan. Step one: make myself look hot. Step two: make a
big impression at the Kappas’ recruitment event. Step three: become
a Kappa and sail through my college career as one of the cool
girls.

The first step was dying my hair blonde. I
knew that the old “blondes have more fun” saying wasn’t necessarily
true, but a little change couldn’t hurt. After bleaching my hair, I
decided to buy myself a nice party dress - something tight and
revealing. I normally wore baggy jeans and T-shirts, hiding my
figure under ill-fitting clothes. Seeing myself in a little black
cocktail dress threw me for a loop. I still didn’t feel “hot,” but
I was at least cute now.

I was determined to make an impression at the
Kappas’ recruitment party. I had promised Ted that we would go to
the movies on Saturday, but I blew him off at the last minute.

“Are you going to that sorority thing?” he
asked skeptically.

“Of course not!” I said. I hated lying to my
only real friend, but I didn’t know what to say to him. Besides…I
was tired of hanging out with Ted. All he wanted to do was talk
about the beautiful girl who was just out of reach for him.

On Saturday afternoon, all dolled up in my
new dress, my bleached blonde hair straightened and my eyes rimmed
with black eyeliner, I headed over to the sorority house to meet
the Kappas. The place was packed. My heart sank when I realized how
many competitors I had. Out of the two hundred girls milling
around, maybe ten or so would go on to secure a bid and become
members. I felt insecure around all of these leggy, beautiful young
women. They all looked like models., their make-up impeccable,
their clothes and shoes so well-matched, they must have had
professional stylists. I felt like an impostor with a bad dye job
and a cheap dress.

I didn’t talk to anyone. After half an hour
of aimless wandering, I rushed back to my dorm room and buried my
face in my pillow. It was then that someone pushed the flyer under
my door.

“Not another sorority,” I muttered. I picked
up the piece of paper.

It said “Wonder Shakes for Women.” What was
this? “Are you tired of being the odd one out? Do you wish you
could feel sexy? Is something holding you back from being the best
possible version of yourself?”

Yes, yes, and yes. I read on. “Your body is a
temple. Drink Wonder Shakes and you, too, can become beautiful and
desirable!”

It sounded like a scam. Or maybe it was a
sign. At this moment, I really needed a pick-me-up. I went to the
website listed on the flyer and impulsively ordered a supply of
Wonder Shakes.

The next morning, I heard a knock on the
door. I opened it and wondered who had delivered a package on a
Sunday. It was my supply of Wonder Shake powder.

I read the packaging quickly. “Three shakes?
What a rip-off!”

I didn’t bother reading the ingredients, or
the long list of side effects. Instead, I went to the bathroom,
filled a glass with water, and mixed it with the powder. I drank
the shake quickly - it was incredibly sweet and cloying. Then I
called Ted.

“What do you want, Miss Kappa?” he asked.

Unsurprisingly, he had guessed the reason
that I didn’t see him yesterday. “Ugh. I only went for like, thirty
minutes. Can we hang out today?”

Ted and I met at the library. When he saw me,
he did a double-take. “What happened to your hair?” he asked,
shocked.

“I dyed it,” I sighed. “I just wanted a
change. It was a dumb idea. Pfft… as if my hair color alone was
what was keeping me from being a sorority girl! I’m a loser, Ted.
No matter what I’ll do, I’ll never be cool or popular or hot.”

“Are you okay?” he asked, concerned. “You
look like you’re going to pass out.”

I placed my hand on my forehead. “I think I
have a fever or something…”

Suddenly, I felt very dizzy. I was seeing
stars. And then…the strangest thing happened. My chest…was it
getting larger? It felt like the fabric of my bra was getting
uncomfortably snug against my breasts.

“Maybe you should lie down,” Ted was saying.
I could barely understand him. My whole head was foggy, and my
vision was kind of blurry, too.

Oh, no. What was in that shake?

That was the last thing that crossed my mind
before I passed out. I must have only been unconscious for a
minute, though. I woke up and Ted was fanning my face with an open
library book, as if that would help.

Suddenly, my breasts began to grow more
quickly. Ted gasped and leaped backwards. I had been an A cup; all
of a sudden, I was at least a C cup. My once loose-fitting shirt
was now tight, and I had cleavage for the first time in my
life.

At the same time, I felt a stretching
sensation in my legs. Were my legs getting longer? I noticed that
my hair, which had fallen to my shoulders, was now flowing halfway
down my back. I lifted my shirt tentatively and watched in horror
as my waist shrank and my hips widened. My jeans felt extremely
tight as my flat ass began to swell into a sexy bubble butt.

“What’s happening?” Ted asked, terrified.

“I think…the Wonder Shake worked!” I cried,
incredulous.

“The what?! Rachel, what are you talking
about?”

I felt my bra give way, ripping in half. I
was a full D cup now. My breasts strained against my T-shirt,
nipples clearly visible through the thin fabric.

Ted stared at my chest in disbelief, then at
my ass. He gulped. “Rachel, you look so…hot.” He seemed surprised
to be uttering that phrase. No one had ever called me hot before.
Ever. But now…there was no other way to sum up my appearance. In a
matter of minutes, I had gone from plain Jane to pin-up girl. I
stood up, carefully examining my new tits, my round ass, my slender
waist, my long legs. I looked like I belonged on the cover of a
dirty men’s magazine, or maybe even in a porno. I tossed my long
blonde hair flirtatiously; the gesture came naturally to me.

“I didn’t know it would work,” I said
breathily. Even my voice was sexier now. I touched my new breasts,
which were high on my chest and surprisingly perky, considering
their large size.

I should have been afraid and confused after
such a rapid transformation, but instead, I felt quite calm. I
wondered what I was doing at the library - why would I want to read
books? Did I have to study for some exam? Thinking about academics
suddenly put a huge strain on my new bimbo brain. I decided to let
myself focus on my new body, admiring my sensual curves and
hourglass figure. I pinched myself, hoping this wasn’t all a
dream.

“What do you think, Ted?” I spun around for
him, biting my lower lip playfully. I wanted to see if I could get
a reaction.

Ted was reluctant to answer me. Everything
about my transformation was confusing him. He had never associated
smart, shy Rachel with sex. But looking at me now, I could tell he
was getting aroused. I oozed sex appeal. I was definitely way
hotter than his crush now.

“Do you think I’m hot, Ted?” I probed. I
lightly touched my nipples through my shirt. A shiver of excitement
ran through my body like electricity. I felt insanely turned on. My
skin was extremely sensitive to the touch. I rubbed my arms, my
belly, my butt. I started to feel my pussy get moist. My libido was
suddenly sky high; I felt like I was about to explode.

Ted was adorable in his uncertainty. He was
cute and nerdy and entirely unprepared to be in this situation. Ted
was the kind of guy who pined for the attention of the hot chicks;
when he finally had a sexy girl right in front of him, flaunting
her body and trying to get a rise out of him, he had absolutely no
idea what to say or do. He was totally unspoiled.

Of course, I had no real sexual experience
myself. But I wanted to learn everything and do everything. And Ted
was the perfect boy to practice on.

I approached him, placing my hands on his
shoulders and saying softly, “Ted, you know…I’ve always had a
little crush on you.”

“Really?” he asked, dumbfounded. He was
hypnotized by me. In an instant, he had forgotten what I used to be
like. He was thinking with his dick now.

“Yes. But…I know you like someone else.”

“Well, I…I mean, sort of. But not really, you
know?” he stammered.

I extended my index finger and stroked his
cheek. “You’re so cute and nerdy and inexperienced. That’s what I
like about you, Ted.”

“Rachel, you’re so hot, I just…”

I inched closer to him. My huge breasts were
almost touching his chest. I ran my hand over his heart, which was
beating rapidly, down his chest, stroking his stomach, and then
stopping, my fingers hovering just above his belt. I glanced down
and saw his cock bulging under his pants.

“You just what?”

“I just…want to fuck you.”

“You can do whatever you want to me…”

He hesitated, unsure of how to proceed. The
hottest girl he’d ever seen in his life was standing right in front
of him, touching him temptingly, her sexy body within arm’s reach.
And she was willing to do anything he wanted.

I couldn’t stand the tension anymore. “Kiss
me, Ted!”

He grabbed me, pulling me close and kissing
me. Neither of us were very experienced with the opposite sex, but
the longer we kissed, the more comfortable it became. I let out a
little sigh as our tongues touched, and I bit his lower lip. In
response, he shoved his tongue deeper into my mouth. I felt my
pussy start to get really wet.

“Let’s go somewhere a little more private,”
he said. I had forgotten we were in the library. Anyone could walk
in on us.

We found a secluded conference room and
locked the door. We started making out again passionately,
caressing each other’s bodies. I had always wondered what it would
be like to do things like this with Ted. He was just as I’d
imagined he would be - sensitive, gentle, sweet. But I needed
something different.

“Be rough with me,” I whispered.

“How?”

I took off my shirt and Ted sighed as my huge
breasts bounced out, perky and round. Ted touched them reverently,
teasing my skin with his tentative fingers. “Don’t be afraid of
them,” I said, thrusting my chest out. “Play with them. Suck on
them.”

Obediently, Ted began to suck on my tits,
slowly at first, then stroking them with his long, slippery tongue.
The long licks were enough to make me melt. I was soaking wet now.
I moaned softly as his tongue crossed my fully erect nipple and his
hands massaged my breasts.

“Do whatever you want to me!” I begged,
hoping he would take things a step further. “I’m so, so wet…”

He swiftly pulled down my jeans and squeezed
my large, ripe ass. His fingers crept dangerously close to my
throbbing pussy as his mouth continued to kiss and suck on my
breasts. He yanked off my sopping wet panties and began to finger
fuck my bare pussy. His fingers probed inside my tight vagina,
which was pulsing with excitement.

He lowered himself into a kneeling position
and eagerly buried his face in my pussy. I leaned back against the
conference table, spreading my legs apart so give him easier access
to my wet vulva. He swirled his tongue around my clit, then along
my labia, his fingers moving in and out of the hole quickly. I knew
Ted was getting me nice and wet so he could fuck me. Ted wasn’t
very experienced, but somehow, he instinctively knew how to please
a woman.

 

My body trembled. I stroked his hair and
pushed his head against my crotch. I needed more pressure. More
stimulation. I was insatiable.

He looked up at me, eyes wide. “Can I fuck
you now?”

“Yes!” I cried.

Ted immediately pushed me onto the table so
that I was lying on my back and took off his pants and boxers. I
stared hungrily at his dick - it was a lot longer and thicker than
I had imagined. I couldn’t wait to feel it inside my pussy. Ted
reached into his pocket. “I always carry a condom…just in case…” he
said, putting it on. “Not that I ever thought I would need it…”

“Shut up and kiss me.”

He climbed on top of me and began to kiss me
again, and I closed my eyes, relishing the feeling of his hands on
my bare skin. I felt his hard cock penetrate me. It slipped easily
into my wet hole, and he fucked me tenderly, gently. In and out,
slowly, deliberately.

“Fuck me harder…” I begged. It wasn’t enough.
I needed more.

He began to go deeper and faster.

“Treat me like a whore…”

“But Rachel, I don’t know how…” he said,
continuing to pump steadily.

“If you saw me on the street and I wasn’t
your friend, but I looked like this…with these gigantic tits and
this perfect ass and this nice, tight pussy…what would you want to
do to me?”

His imagination must have been running wild.
Suddenly, he was able to separate the sweet, smart girl who had
been his platonic friend from the lustful slut whose body was
underneath him. He pulled my hair and pressed his hand on my neck.
I let out a cry from the mix of pleasure and pain he had given
me.

“You look like a fucking whore…and I’m going
to treat you like one,” he said.

He began to fuck me harder, more
aggressively, thrusting his hard member in and out of me. He wasn’t
thinking about my pleasure anymore, but that turned me on. The new
me wanted to be completely and utterly objectified.

He squeezed my breast hard. “You know we
can’t be friends anymore, Rachel. With your big fucking tits and
everything else, I won’t be able to see you as a friend. You’re
just a fucking hole for me to fuck.”

I let out a shuddering sigh. “Good…that’s all
I want to be. A hole to be fucked…”

“Dirty whore,” he muttered, slapping my tit
as he fucked me harder and harder.

“I’m…cumming…” My voice rose and then I let
out a scream of pleasure as I had the most earth-shattering orgasm
of my life. My entire body felt it. I began to shake violently as I
climaxed, my breasts heaving, my pussy throbbing intensely as I
released a gush of fluid.

My explosion of pleasure must have triggered
Ted’s orgasm. He shoved his tongue in my mouth as he came,
thrusting his dick in and out of me quickly before collapsing on
top of me.

“Fuck,” he whispered, breathing heavily.

It was true. We could never be friends again
after this. Now that I knew what it was like to have Ted’s cock
inside me, I couldn’t view him as a mere friend. I couldn’t imagine
talking to him about school or nerdy stuff. I wanted his body, not
his brain.

Likewise, Ted would never be able to take me
seriously again. I looked like a bimbo porn star, and every time he
saw me, he would be playing a dirty movie in his mind. He would
constantly be undressing me with his eyes, imagining my tight pussy
squeezing his hard dick, thinking about my big, bouncy breasts and
my supple, firm ass.

“See you soon, Ted,” I said as we left the
library. I gave him a kiss on the cheek and he stared at me, mouth
gaping, perhaps wondering if this had all been a dream.

As I strutted across campus, still wet from
my sexual encounter with Ted, I noticed that guys were checking me
out. I played with my hair and made eyes at all of them. I could
use my body as a weapon now.

While heading to my dorm, I happened to see
the pretty girl who had given me that Kappa recruitment flyer the
other day. “Hey!” I said.

She looked at me, perplexed. “Um…do I know
you?” “Is Kappa still recruiting?”

She looked me up and down. I could sense she
was a little jealous of my hot body. “Maybe. We just had our first
mixer, so it’s a little late now…”

I puffed out my chest. “I don’t think it’s
too late…I heard you only wanted hot girls to join. I fit the bill,
right?”

The girl seemed to be weighing the pros and
cons. Sure, maybe I was too hot and I would only inspire
jealously…but at the same time, by bringing in a recruit like me,
she might curry favor with her sorority sisters. Girls like me
could get a lot of hot guys to go to their parties.

“All right,” she said. “We’re having a party
on Friday at the house. You can come. Just don’t look like too much
of a skank - Kappas don’t dress cheap, you know.”

I realized I was still wearing my plain
T-shirt and jeans - of course, with my new curves, they hugged my
body tightly.

“Awesome. See you then!” I said brightly.

It would be my first college party. I
couldn’t believe it. But at this point, I wasn’t thinking about
impressing the sorority girls. I was imagining all the hot guys who
would be there…so many cocks in one room…

 


When it came to the magical Wonder Shakes, I
wondered if I should quit while I was ahead. I looked sexy and
mentally, I was totally pleased with the effects of my first dose.
My libido was off the charts, and every time Ted and I met up, we
ended up fucking. We were both going to start failing our classes
if we didn’t get back to studying, but neither of us cared.

The day of the party, I called Ted and told
him I was busy that night. Instantly, he got suspicious.

“Busy doing what?”

“I’m just going to a party,” I said
casually.

“A party? With who?”

“None of your business, Ted.”

“What, you’re too embarrassed to be seen with
me?” he muttered. “Have fun with all your cool new friends.” He
hung up the phone, and I instantly felt guilty.

Maybe I was being rude, but I couldn’t risk
bringing Ted to Kappa’s party. If I met a guy there, I couldn’t
have my fuck buddy at my side. This was my first chance to really
show off my newfound sex appeal and my ridiculously hot body.

I needed a pick-me-up, and I decided to have
a shake, hoping it would give me the boost in confidence I needed
to impress the Kappas and their guy friends.

After drinking it, I lay down on my bed. This
time, the side effects hit me quickly. I closed my eyes, my mind
racing, my body shivering. What if I overdosed? I clutched my
sheets, holding on for dear life as the room started to spin.

A minute later, my head cleared. Every worry
about life and Ted and the Kappas melted away. I was very horny all
of a sudden. Mm…I sighed, letting my mind run wild. Tonight, I’d
meet so many hot guys, all of them with nice, big dicks. I would
end the night covered in cum, like the whore I had become…

At that moment, my breasts began to grow
rapidly. They were now two huge, round orbs with big, hard nipples.
My shirt gave way, ripping open as my tits burst free. I gasped
with pleasure at the sight of them. They were so big, I could
barely see over them. I giggled.

I felt my ass swell, and I heard a tear as my
tight jeans started to rip. My waist got even smaller, my legs
longer, my hair more lustrous.

I got up and looked in the mirror. Even my
face had changed. My eyelashes were longer, and my lips were
fuller, sexier. I looked like a living, breathing sex doll.

I licked my finger and swirled it around over
my nipple. I was so hot, even I wanted to fuck me. The sight of my
own reflection was getting me wet.

I knew I needed to make a big impression at
this party, although the more I tried to think about it, the more
abstract it became. I couldn’t handle really deep thoughts. The
second shake had turned me into an even simpler bimbo. Sex wasn’t
just my number one priority; it was literally my only priority now.
I decided to get ready for the party, forcing my tits and ass into
a tiny white dress. I put on sky high stilettos and caked my face
with make-up. God, I looked like a porn queen.

There was no way the men at the party would
be able to resist me. I pursed my lips, practicing the perfect sexy
pout, and bounced up and down so I could watch my new, enormous
tits in motion. This was going to be the best night of my life.

 


When I arrived at the party, the Kappa’s
sorority house was crowded with rail thin, long-legged girls and
beefed-up, macho bros milling around, drinking cheap beer and
eyeing up members of the opposite sex. The moment I stepped into
the room, all eyes were on me. Girls glared - who did I think I
was, outshining them? Guys drooled, and at first, none of them
approached me, obviously intimidated by my incredibly sexual
appearance. I was everything they wanted, but they probably weren’t
sure if they could handle me.

I felt a hand on my shoulder. The girl who
had invited me to the party was standing behind me. “I told you not
to look cheap!” she hissed.

I smiled at her. “This dress was very
expensive,” I replied, giggling. “Are you jealous of me or
something?”

“No!” she snapped. “But you look like a total
whore. We’re a very classy organization. We don’t want skanks like
you hanging around, cheapening our brand!”

“Hmm…I thought the Kappas were known as the
campus whores.” I towered over her; my huge breasts were at eye
level for her. She was staring at them, probably wondering how they
had grown so quickly. “Are you worried that I’m just too much of a
whore? And that once the guys here get a taste of my pussy, they
won’t want yours anymore?”

“You’re - you’re a dirty slut!” she
sputtered.

“You’re flat-chested and bitter,” I said
sweetly, letting my breasts whack her in the face as I pushed past
her.

I had my eye on a group of attractive men
standing near the dance floor. I decided to put on a show for them.
Getting into the rhythm of the music the DJ was playing, I
seductively danced, moving my hips sensually, my huge ass bouncing
up and down to the beat. I let my hands playfully stroke the edges
of my tits.

Within moments, a handful of guys had swarmed
around me, dancing close to me. I examined them all carefully. To
me, they were interchangeable. Sure, physically, they were all
different, but in my eyes, they were all the same. I only wanted
their attention for one reason.

“Hey, come have a drink with me!” one of them
said, grabbing my hand.

Another one, jealous, tried to get my
attention. “Let’s dance, cutie!”

“You’re so beautiful,” another guy said,
stroking my hair. “Are you a model?”

“I can’t pick just one of you!” I said,
giggling. “I wish I could have all of you at once…”

And then I realized that I actually could
have all of them. That is, if they were up for it…

“Is there a place we can all go together?” I
said, loud enough so that all of them could hear. The five guys
looked stunned.

We headed to a bedroom. A couple catty
sorority girls tried to stop me, but surrounded by my entourage, I
was invincible. I didn’t care if the Kappas let me come back.
They’d unintentionally helped me out, by giving me access to all
these hot guys.

Once we were all alone in the room, the guys
sat down on the king-sized bed and one by one, I began to give each
of them lap dances. At first, they were all nudging each other,
wondering if this was for real. “Are you going to charge us for
this?” one of them asked me, laughing.

“Charge you?” I asked, bending over in front
of him, my tight white dress riding up to reveal my sumptuous ass.
“For what?”

“Aren’t you a stripper? Or a prostitute?”

“I’m a college freshman,” I said coolly.

“You’re the hottest college freshman I’ve
ever seen in my life,” one of the guys chimed in. In response to
the compliment, I jiggled my tits in his face.

“Do you want to see more of me?”

They all nodded eagerly. I tore off my dress.
My enormous breasts were free. I was just wearing a thong and
stilettos now. None of these guys could have imagined that just a
week ago, I was a plain, unsexy girl that none of them would have
ever given the time of day. Now, I was the luscious, sexy campus
bimbo.

“Could you show me your cocks?” I cooed.

Quickly, they all pulled their pants down,
revealing their big dicks. A couple of the guys started jacking
off, hoping to get harder and look even bigger so they’d impress
me.

“You’re all so hot!” I breathed. I knelt down
in front of the guy with the biggest cock. I needed it in my mouth
- I was starving for sex. I began to suck his dick, swirling my
tongue along the tip and tickling his balls with my fingers. He got
fully hard in my mouth.

“My turn,” the guy sitting next to him said,
shoving his cock in my face.

I began licking both cocks, wishing I had two
mouths so I could please them at the same time. I went back and
forth, sucking each dick one at a time.

Soon, all the guys were asking for a turn,
and I had to oblige. I went down the row, sucking each of them off.
Meanwhile, I was getting wetter and wetter. I felt so dirty and
used.

I needed more. I wanted all of the guys
inside me. I seductively removed my thong, tossed it across the
room, and straddled one of them, sitting on his hard dick and
letting out a groan of pleasure. I ran my fingers through his hair.
His mouth opened to suck on my hard nipples as I bounced up and
down on his dick.

He came quickly. I felt his warm cum fill me,
and I saw the look of intense pleasure in his eyes.

“Who’s next?” I asked mischievously.

One by one, I fucked each of the guys. One by
one, they each came inside me. My pussy was soaking wet and cum was
dripping out of it, droplets slowly running down my silky
thighs.

When I got to the last guy, he surprised me
by pushing me down onto the bed. “I want to fuck you from behind,”
he said. This guy had the biggest dick, and as he pounded my pussy,
I felt more and more aroused. This was the kind of man I needed now
- a dominant, aggressive man who would toss me around like a rag
doll and use me as his personal fuck toy.

He pulled his dick out and grabbed my body,
flipping me over onto my back so that he could aim his cock and cum
all over my big, sweaty tits. I started to rub my clit and within
moments, I was cumming. All of the men watched me orgasm - they
were drained, exhausted, but their eyes lit up as I climaxed,
moaning and letting go completely, my whole body quivering on the
bed. I was their personal porn star.

The men got dressed and left the room quickly
without another word. Once they had gotten what they wanted, they
had no use for a whore like me. I lay on the bed, panting, beads of
sweat dripping down my body, cum drying on my bare skin.

No…Ted would never satisfy me again. I needed
guys like this, who didn’t care about me. Guys who would use me for
my body and then leave me. The impersonal nature of this kind of
interaction pleased me. I wasn’t a girl worth knowing anymore. No
one would ever be interested in me for my brain, or my hobbies, or
my sense of humor. I would be known as the hot blonde campus bimbo
with the enormous tits. But that’s all I wanted to be. And there
were so many young, good-looking men here - not to mention
dirty-minded professors. If I wanted to, I could fuck a different
stud every day.

Should I stop with the Wonder Shakes? I
thought for a moment. I’d already come this far…why stop now? How
hot and sexy could I become? I wanted to find out just how
outlandishly cartoonish my body could get, how ridiculously
libidinous I could be. I started to get wet all over again,
thinking about all the fun I would soon have.

I was beginning to love college.
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