
        
            [image: cover]
        

    

The Bimbofication of Wing Mao

 


B.R. Eastman

Copyright 2017

Smashwords Edition

 


All characters depicted in sexual situations in
this publication are eighteen years of age or older.

 


 


These stories are about fictional consenting
adults engaging in taboo and controversial sexual acts. Nobody
involved in the creation of this ebook, including authors, editors
and models, support immoral or illegal acts in real life. Cover
models are not intended to illustrate specific people and the
content does not refer to models' actual acts, identity, history,
beliefs or behavior.


 Wing Mao was
in the library, and for the first time in a long time, she couldn't
study. Normally she remembered everything she read, and she read
plenty. She'd gotten through her first three years of college in
only two years on that brain, all while playing cello in the
university orchestra as well.

But today -- and increasingly on
recent days -- Wing had trouble concentrating because she kept
running into him.
He was Delroy Hopkins, a blond god, rugby jock and broad-shouldered
hunk who made Wing's mouth water.

She had never had a real crush on a guy. She'd
seen guys she thought were hot, but Wing was always too serious to
have a heart-stopping, shrieking-hot, life-consuming crush even
when all her friends did in middle school.

But lately every time she saw Delroy, Wing
wanted to beg him to give her just one kiss. It was all she could
think about when he was nearby. She was too scared to ever ask, or
even to speak to him about any topic.

"Man, how much of this do I gotta learn?!" he
said with a scowl aimed at the bespectacled nerd beside him --
seemingly a tutor. Delroy sighed and leaned back. "It's a nice day,
I wanna go to the beach."

"You have to learn all of it, the test is
tomorrow," said the squeaky-voiced tutor.

Delroy sighed again and looked up. For the
first time ever, he made eye contact with Wing, who blushed but
couldn't turn her head away. Delroy smiled at her. There was a
flash of recognition. Did he notice that they had seen each other
around campus on many occasions? Or was he too oblivious? Guys as
sexy as him probably just didn't register sad-faced nerds like her,
Wing thought as she pretended not to notice his eye
contact.

He looked back down at the book. Wing was
overwhelmed by every feeling in the book -- lust, love, fear,
loneliness, envy, rage, sadness -- all at once. She closed her
laptop, gathered her books and darted out of the library so quick
it attracted attention.
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