
  
    [image: Daddy Dean’s Bimbo Slut]
  


  
    
      daddy dean’s bimbo slut

    

    
      
        lilah vixen

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Daddy Dean’s Bimbo Slut

      

      
        More from Lilah Vixen

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            daddy dean’s bimbo slut

          

        

      

    

    
      Lola doesn't know why the dean called her to his office. She's not sure what he looks like or what he does, exactly. Help students like her? She already has good grades. She doesn't need help.

      But she's here anyway. She doesn't have another choice.

      He asks her to sit down. His voice is smooth and deep, and it makes her shiver. He's older, distinguished, with a bit of gray at his temples but strong muscles over his tight, white dress shirt.

      She doesn't normally notice things like that. Why is she noticing the dean?

      "Do you know why you're here?" he asks her, just a bit condescending. And it sends another bolt of awareness through her.

      "Um... no," she lets out a nervous giggle and furrows her brow.

      "You're on my list."

      That's good, right?

      But the dean continues. "My list of little sluts too dumb for this school. College is for smart girls, not bimbos."

      Bimbo. Bimbo. Bimbo. She can feel the word starting to furrow deep into her brain. "I'm not a bimbo!" she protests. "I'm smart!"

      "No, my little slut, you only think you're smart. And bimbos aren't supposed to think." There's a strangely hypnotic quality to his voice and she can't block it out, even though she's not supposed to listen to this.

      She's not a bimbo.

      Lola presses her legs together tight and squirms. "I'm not dumb. I'm... I'm not a bimbo. Don't say that."

      "Oh, Lola, but you are. Look at how you're dressed. Like a little whore."

      "What's wrong with my clothes?" She looks down at her jean shorts and t-shirt, the same thing a hundred other girls are wearing on this warm day. If she's a bimbo then aren't those other girls. But she's NOT a bimbo. She's NOT.

      She's smart.

      Right?

      She's trying to think, but her head's all fuzzy. The dean's saying more, but she can't quite hear it for some reason. So Lola does what smart girls do and blocks it out. Her clothes are the problem, the dean said. Her clothes make her look like a bimbo.

      Ah ha!

      She pushes her shorts down and pulls her shirt over her head and stands there in just her bra and panties. She must have taken her shoes off already, but she can't remember.

      "There!" she's trium...triu...happy! She figured it out. "Not wearing bimbo clothes!"

      The dean laughs, and she thinks maybe he's impressed. She looks up at him, and he nods. "Almost, baby girl. But you're still wearing part of your bimbo outfit."

      Oops!

      Her bra and panties, silly her, she forgot them. She wiggles her hips and twirls around, stripping them off, leaving her naked and smiling wide.

      "See, I'm smart!" her voice is higher than usual but that doesn't matter. All that matters is proving to her big, sexy dean that she's smart.

      "Not with these grades," the dean says, gesturing to his computer.

      "Nuh-uh, my grades are real good!" She studies so hard, staying up late and fingering herself to stay awake, and sometimes forgetting that she's supposed to actually write things down and turn stuff in. "I'm super smart!"

      "Are you?" the dean leans back in his chair, appraising her with an amused smirk. "Then come here and look at your grades."

      He's sitting in his big chair in front of the computer. Lola tries to squeeze in, but she can't just stand there with her booty in his face. But she's smart.

      She sits in his lap.

      "Good girl," he rumbles, and she melts under the praise.

      The screen in front of her doesn't have grades on it, but before Lola can say something, she's entranced by the spiral on the screen. The dean whispers things in her ear and she can't look away.

      Then he sticks his hand between her legs, and she realizes she's horny. Like REALLY, really horny. Like she needs his fingers deep inside her more than anything.

      Her brain tries to tell her that this isn't right, that she's not supposed to let the dean touch her like this. But the spiral is so pretty and the dean's fingers are so big and he keeps telling her she's a good girl.

      And she needs to be a good girl, a good bimbo, a good little whore for her big, strong Daddy Dean.

      Suddenly it makes perfect sense. She's a bimbo and she doesn't need to think, Daddy does the thinking for her. She just needs to be a good fucktoy for him.

      Lola spreads her legs wide and throws her head back, bouncing on the dean's lap. It feels good, so good, better than anything else she's ever felt.

      "That's my little slut," Daddy trails kisses down her neck and reaches around to play with her titties. "You're going to get nice fake titties for me, aren't you? You'll look like such a perfect whore when I let all my friends fuck you. But you know who owns you, don't you?"

      Owned. That sounds so good. To belong to a man, to serve him and give him what he wants. Lola can be the Dean's little slut, his pretty bimbo. His owned bimbo.

      She moans and writhes and the spiral blurs and fades from her view. She doesn't need it anymore, not now that Daddy's in her head, owning her mind, making her into what she was meant to be.

      And with his fingers plunging deep into her cunt, his thumb rubbing her clit, she comes harder than she ever thought possible.

      "Who do you belong to?" Daddy growls, fucking his fingers into her dripping pussy.

      "You, Daddy! You own me." She gasps and her vision blurs.

      "Good girl." His hands move under her ass and then she feels something hard pressing against her pussy. "This is what you were made for. Taking Daddy's cum. Letting it fill you up. I'll probably fill that belly of yours, get you pregnant. Keep you needy and horny forever. A good little breeding bitch for Daddy Dean."

      And he pushes his thick cock into her tight cunt, spreading her wide. She squeals and whimpers in pleasure.

      "Such a little slut, a little breeding bitch. And all mine."

      Owned. Bred. Used. These words are beautiful and wonderful and everything that she's ever dreamed of. Lola throws her arms around Daddy's neck and rides him as hard as she can, milking him with her pussy. She wants to be filled with his seed, to prove that she's his little whore, his pretty little toy, his personal fuck doll.

      With a grunt, he thrusts up one last time, shooting his hot load inside her, claiming her as his.

      Lola feels the warmth spreading through her core and relaxes, satisfied. She never wants this moment to end, this perfect bliss of being Daddy's obedient bimbo slut.

      As he gently removes himself and pulls her back into his lap, kissing her forehead and cooing soft praises into her ear, Lola knows that this is the best thing that ever happened to her.

      She doesn't need to be smart, not when she can be Daddy's sweet, dumb, little whore.

      She slides to her knees and settles between Daddy's legs when he says he has to get ready for his next meeting.

      Lola wraps her lips around his cock and sucks every drop of cum that she can until Daddy groans and pumps another hot load down her throat.

      She looks up at him with big, adoring eyes. Her fingers wander between her thighs and stroke her needy cunt as she swallows and waits for more.

      This is all she wants, all she needs, to be Daddy's cumslut and nothing else. And with that, she smiles. This is so much better than good grades.

      No more worrying, no more studying. Just happy thoughts and cum and obeying her master. Lola sighs happily, licking her lips and waiting to see how Daddy wants her to please him next.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            more from lilah vixen

          

        

      

    

    
      the bimbo cure: angie

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          
        

      

      “I am such a blissed out little bimbo.”

      I worry too much and I’ve been cooped up for too long. I’m going out of my mind with boredom. When an advert on a video app shows me a way to let go of all my worries and enjoy life, I’m ready!

      Soon I’m meeting the BLONDE BEAUTIES who promise to take my troubles away. Before I know it I’m all GIGGLES and my hair is just as blonde. Then I meet the dominant ALPHA MAN who's taken CONTROL of my mind. And when he takes my VIRGINITY and BREEDS my tight body, I finally know where I belong.

      Read It Today

      more hot shorts on my website - completely free!

      Studious Stef Becomes Stef the Slut

      
        
        She’s supposed to be studying. But it feels so much better to touch herself and listen to the video that’s playing in the background. Listen and touch herself. Listen and touch herself and giggle.

      

      

      Raven Becomes a Goth Bimbo Slut

      
        
        But there’s something whispering in her ear at night. A soft sultry voice that tells Raven she should just give in. Let go. It’s fun to stroke between her legs and listen to that voice, a whisper that might be coming from Stef’s desk, like a video playing in the background somewhere. She can’t quite hear it.

        But she knows what it says.

        And it feels so good.
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