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Bimbo Side Effect

Lisa couldn't concentrate on the book she had to study. An essay was due soon so it was vital to read, study and start writing. She was nineteen and doing well at university as she had done in high school. Recently it was becoming difficult to concentrate, until that evening the words hardly made sense. She knew her subject well, business studies, but there was a blockage, where nothing made sense. Friends said it was like writer's block and not to worry. The lecturer also said not to worry, as it often happened to first year students. 

It was alright for Clive, he'd submitted a biochemistry essay ahead of time and was starting an experiment. She wasn't sure where or how they had met, as it seemed they were just suddenly friends. There was something about a big boring guy bothering her and Clive had come to her rescue. 

She decided to visit her friend for advice and support, because she needed reassurance. The books were slammed shut and shoved into a draw. She looked for something to wear but everything was in the wash. Sniffing a couple of items condemned them all. She found something in the back of a draw and wondered how to wear it. It was almost a one piece leotard so she pulled it on and fiddled with the top. It wrapped around her neck which was good, because she didn’t have a bra and it kept her breasts secure. She had a good figure, long legs, a slim waist and a pair of pert breasts. Her youthful face meant she didn't bother to wear makeup. Her dark hair shined in the sun, though it was dusk when walking down the street to Clive’s apartment. She hurried in case someone saw her in the too brief outfit. 

Walking in she seemed distant and worried. That's all he needed, a student needing his help when he needed an early night. It wasn't an exam tomorrow, it was an interview with his tutor, which didn’t feel right as he'd been summoned.

‘You okay?’ He dutifully asked.

‘I don't know, I just can't study, nothing makes sense anymore.’ Lisa shrugged and giggled. 

‘What do you want to drink, coffee, tea? One of those cold drinks you've been testing?’ He offered.

‘Okay, like, that's cool!’ She enthused.

They left the kitchen with him feeling he owed her his time for helping with the protein drink. It was produced with a variety of natural proteins and bio chemicals, though the main one was grown in the laboratory on campus. When a couple of male students had unexpectedly developed muscles he became worried. 

Lisa hadn't developed muscles and he found out they worked out at a gym, so he relaxed. The guys were pleased, Lisa was happy to continue and so he was ready to recruit more volunteers. Lisa went to sit down but slipped between the old leather sofa and a wooden box used as a coffee table. 

He put the coffee and cold drink down and told her not to move. She was squeezed in tight but he was concerned she might have hurt herself. 

‘Wiggle your toes, now your fingers. Do you hurt anywhere?’ He asked.

‘I'm okay, just stuck, I need your help, again!’ She shyly giggled. ‘I'm such a silly head recently.’

He tried to pull the table away but it was a big, old trunk full of books and too heavy. It might hurt her so he dare not try. She smiled up at him, taking in the concern for her and admired him for it. He pushed a leg up to free it then stopped, still holding the ankle.

‘Oh! You’re not wearing underwear.’ He sounded foolish and felt it too. 

‘Sorry!’ She shyly said and coloured red with embarrassment. 

The crotch had popped open showing her bits down there. There were press studs holding it together.

‘Don't you wear panties,’ he asked, not sure why he was being so intrusive. ‘Sorry, I shouldn't have asked.’ 

‘Like, yea, no! It’s okay. I forgot to do the washing and, well, I wanted to see you and rushed out, so here I am, needing you to save me again. This old thing is supposed to be under a skirt and top. Sorry Clive, like, I'm a nuisance. You have important things to do.’ She quietly said and sniffed. 

She looked so cute, helpless and sorry for herself again, which is why he helped that first time in the canteen. 

‘It's okay. I'm glad you came to me for help.’ He told her with a smile, meaning to be comforting.

He was trying to push her leg down from the coffee table as it was disconcerting seeing her crotch glistening. He tried pulling the other leg to close her up as it was effecting him. Pulling at the skirt didn't help. She had her eyes tightly closed as an escape from the ordeal. He didn't mean to, he couldn't help it, having a good look at her sex. He'd not seen many before, just the one and Lisa's was smooth looking, nicely shaped, not much hair.

‘Hold still. I'm going to turn you around and pull you out.’ He told her.

Slowly and gently he turned her over which at last allowed her legs to close. He started pulling her from the tight space.

‘Tell me if it hurts and I'll stop.’ He said.

She was almost flat on the floor caught tight against both the sofa and the old box when he pulled. He had hold of her ankles and she put both arms out straight above her head. Her hips caught on the box pulling up the skirt, so now her cute bottom was bare. He stopped a moment then decided to get it over with. A strong pull, a squeak from her and he fell backwards on the carpet. She was suddenly pulled free, though continued sliding up his body with her face in his crotch. Her crotch was inches from his face. 

‘Oh hell! Sorry Lisa. I didn't mean to. . .’ He blustered random words. 

It was a hell of a way to strip a young woman of her clothes and if planned it wouldn't have worked. They both lay there breathing heavily. She felt his hardness against her cheek and despite her usual moral reticence she smiled. She had done that to him, which made her feel good. She could interest a man and that was new to her. Without a thought she pressed her cheek against it, nuzzling his manhood. 

Clive realised she was naked and it was his fault. Her skirt was wrapped around the hips and the top was around her neck. He quickly sat up to do something, only to have her ankles caught around his neck, pulling her body up a little. Her legs were spread with him looking down at her sex.

He pushed her legs down from his shoulders and pulled her up closer. He wrapped his arms around her, unsure of what he was doing. Was he covering her up or wanting to be intimate? 

‘I'm, like, really sorry to be such a nuisance. Recently I've been, well, such a dumb bimbo, getting into trouble and doing silly things. Thank you for, err, well, not being cross with me. Just hold me tight will you? I feel safe in your arms. You don't have to do it to me, if you don't want to. I know I'm not much of anything, like, not sexy and guys don't think I'm, you know.’ She rambled on.

Clive realised she had offered herself to him. He put a guiding hand behind her head to look into her eyes. 

‘I think you are gorgeous and sexy and attractive and wonderful. I like your long dark hair, your little nose, your full lips, your nice breasts, your cute round bottom and your long legs. Even your feet are beautifully perfect. I've seen your sexy bits and they too are nice and neatly shaped. Most of all, you are a good girl and a nice person.’ 

‘I'm falling in love with you.’ Lisa said with a gleam in her eyes. ‘Tell me I'm sexy and a good girl again.’ She giggled.

‘You are a gorgeous, sexy woman, yet an innocent looking good girl.’ He couldn’t help doing what she asked.

She giggled and he was tempted to tickle her and other things. He was pleased she hadn't screamed over him stripping her, yet shocked at her words. The declaration of love was a surprise and resonated within him. It happened naturally, from wanting to  and being so close, he simply kissed her. He had a naked woman in his arms and she was passionately kissing him!

They rolled over while still locked in a passionate embrace, still deeply smooching. They broke off kissing while he undid his clothes and she helped by pulling at them. Worked up enough, she spread her legs for him to kneel between them. Their sincere gazes into each other's eyes turned into sex masks, which shouldn't be seen.

She guided his love tool to where it belonged and he eased it in. She was wet enough for them both. It occurred to him that she was gripping him tight just before his thinking concentrated upon shafting her. With her hands on his hips as a guide, he pounded her pussy hard and furiously. Her squeaky sounds of pleasure encouraged him to greater efforts.

Out of breath, panting, he stopped, braced himself above her and climaxed. She let out a trill sound like a little bird of paradise, all from the pure pleasure of a wonderful orgasm. The handsome man she looked up to, certainly at that moment, had made her his girl. Was she being a good girl at that moment?

Clive collapsed to her side pulling air into his lungs and wondering how it happened. He felt guilty for pushing her to the floor and doing it to her. There hadn't been even a moment of flirting or foreplay, he'd just used her. He'd rutted her like a wild beast.

He opened his mouth to apologise, though what could he say in such an awkward situation. He wasn't very experienced with girls, though he knew something and what he did wasn't right.

‘That was wonderful my lovely man.’ Lisa giggled. ‘I'm your girlfriend now. I hoped you would want me someday, which is why I helped with your experiment. I wanted to be close to you. I drank both bottles each day as you said.’ She giggled again.

‘I didn't realise. I've always thought you were a beautiful young woman and yes, you are my girlfriend.’ He was pleased to say.

She giggled and kissed him, then breathed out sensually a question, ‘I'm your girlfriend, like, do I get your love tool to fix me whenever I want?’ 

Then something occurred to him. The way she said it he had to ask, ‘Did you give one to your friends a drink each day?’ 

‘Oh no! I was a good girl for you my darling man. I drank it all myself, every drop, every day. Rose had the ones for her but I drank the ones for Gloria. We don't like her so we didn't give her any.’

‘You were only supposed to drink a glass a day. Okay, no harm done. I just need to know for my notes.’ Clive was worried about her now.

‘Erm, do guys really like their thingy, err, sucked clean. My friend told me, only, maybe she was joking me. She said I was being a stupid bimbo recently and called me names, so I don't see her much. Would you like it? I'll do anything to make my boyfriend happy, honestly.’ She saw him nod.

He was thinking about her changed behaviour and that he did notice it but didn’t take it
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