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		A Bimbo at Oktoberfest

		

		“I ’m so glad you could help me out today, Annalise,” Karl said as he greeted his roommate at the entrance to the beer hall. “One of my servers dropped out and I needed someone to cover for her.”

		“I’m happy to help,” Annalise said. “But I don’t have any restaurant experience. I’m not sure how good I’d be at taking orders and stuff like that.”

		“You won’t need to do any of that,” Karl reassured her. “I just need an extra set of hands to take food and drinks out to the tables. It’s the last day of the event and it’s often our busiest. I wouldn’t be surprised if I have to pitch in a few times.”

		Karl was an event planner and one of the biggest events he put on every year was the local Oktoberfest celebration. The town did not actually have much German history, but he had only been hired to run the event, a fundraiser for the local food bank. It had started years ago and this was Karl’s fifth year in charge.

		“That’s all?” Annalise asked. “Not exactly rocket science.”

		Karl laughed, knowing that Annalise actually was a rocket scientist. Despite her naturally nerdy and shy disposition, she did have good comedic timing with her rocket science jokes.

		“No, but there is one thing I didn’t tell you when I convinced you last night to come help,” Karl countered. “You need to wear a dirndl. I know it’s a stereotype, but it’s part of the uniform. All the women servers will be wearing traditional clothing.”

		“Um, okay,” Annalise said, slightly annoyed at needed to change out of her preferred jeans and sweatshirt. That was almost all she had in her closet. She even wore that ensemble to work.

		“And there’s one more thing,” Karl added. “Sometimes a few of the patrons get a little… Let me put it this way. They aren’t always politically correct. I recommend wearing a ring on your left hand. Guys will see it and usually back off a bit.”

		Annalise looked down at her bare hands. “Um, but I don’t have a ring.”

		“I’ve included one with your costume,” Karl explained. “Trust me. This isn’t my first event.”

		The two roommates had lived together for several years, finding it helpful to save money on rent, even if they did not actually interact much at home. Their schedules tended to be different and they both kept to themselves.

		Annalise had been concerned about having a male roommate when she first moved in with Karl, but he had proved himself to be a perfect gentleman and actually a really nice guy. If she had been interested in pursuing a romantic relationship with anyone, he wouldn’t have been a bad choice in partners. However, Annalise much preferred focusing on her work and often, at the end of the day, she simply did not have the energy to think about romantic relationships, real or imaginary.

		“And obviously, if you have any problems, come find me and I’ll take care of it,” Karl added.

		There had been incidents in the past around drunk men getting handsy with his servers, all of whom were volunteers. Karl hoped that the rings he had his servers wear this year would help. It was actually a test run, but so far there had not been any complaints from the women working in the beer hall. Then again, the final day of the event was always the craziest.

		“Thanks,” Annalise said. “Hopefully it doesn’t come to that.”

		“It’s been a smooth event so far. Just one day to go. Your costume is in the back, behind the kitchen. There is a room to change. It’s safe to store your stuff there too.”

		“Thanks,” Annalise said before she headed to the back of the beer hall.

		She was smart enough to find the backroom and the assigned costume for her to wear. She had little doubt it would fit poorly. Her body was simply not designed like most other women. No matter what she wore, it always seemed to bunch or hang off of her in strange ways. Even going for a skin tight look never worked out as she had hoped. Not that Annalise was someone to show off her body. There was a reason she mostly wore loose jeans and baggy sweatshirts, beyond simple comfort. She felt more confident wearing them than any other articles of clothing.

		“Could be worse,” Annalise said as she held up the dress she was expected to wear. Although that was little comfort once she actually changed into the dirndl. It had been made for someone with a bigger bust. It was baggy where it should have been tight and it left more of her chest exposed than she would have liked. Any cleavage was generally too much to show for her.

		The dress came down to Annalise’s knees, which again was not how she preferred them. The few times she did wear dresses or skirts, they almost always came down to her ankles. It was just preference and Annalise preferred not to put her body on display. Unfortunately, that was unavoidable for the day.

		“At least this is for a good cause,” Annalise reminded herself as she slipped the provided ring onto her finger. It was too big to fit on her ring finger, so she slid it onto her middle finger instead. That was close enough that a drunk guy probably wouldn’t notice it was on the wrong finger. She could only hope it would not matter.

		When Annalise stepped back out into the beer hall, it was already beginning to fill up with patrons. She glanced up at the clock to confirm that it was still morning. In her mind, it was much too early to be drinking, but then again, Annalise was never someone who liked alcohol. She had tried it at various times, mostly when she was in school getting her degrees, usually at small get togethers with faculty and other students. The taste had never appealed to her and seeing the way some of her faculty could act when under the influence made her even less interested. How could they change so much when drunk?

		“You’re the new girl?” a woman dressed in an identical costume asked Annalise as she stood off to the side, clueless as to what to do.

		“Um, yeah, that’s me, I guess. I’m Annalise.”

		“I’m Brandi,” the woman said. “Nice to meet you. Can you take these two beers over to table five?”

		“Oh, yeah, sure,” Annalise answered, surprised she was already being put to work.

		The beer hall was a large wooden structure with wide doors that opened out onto a field. Thankfully the event came early enough in the fall before the cold air had settled in the area. Annalise was especially happy for that given how much skin she had exposed. She had never been good in the cold and always wrapped herself up more than most other people.

		There were at least 30 tables, each one with a large wooden sign in the middle, helping to identify each table. When full, the hall could seat nearly 200 people. And that did not include the overflow tables outside. Annalise could only imagine how crazy the event would get later in the afternoon when it was not just the diehards coming in to drink.

		Annalise picked up the two beers and walked them over to the two gentlemen sitting at table five. They seemed to be deep on conversation when she arrived, but she knew her job was not to wait for them.

		“I’ve got two beers for table five,” Annalise announced as she approached, trying to mimic what she had sometimes seen other servers do.

		The two men stopped their conversation and looked Annalise up and down. Her face burned with embarrassment when their gazes turned more into leers.

		“There you go, gentleman,” Annalise said as she set the two beers down. “Enjoy.”

		“Thanks,” one of the men said.

		Annalise smiled and started to walk back toward the counter for her next order. However, before she left earshot of the two men, she overheard the second man say something odd.

		“I wish she had blonde hair.”

		Annalise had always had red hair. It was the one part of her that stood out, as much as she hated that. With her shyness, Annalise always preferred to blend in instead of stand out.

		However, as Annalise returned to the counter to pick up the next order, her hair slowly shifted color, lightening as she went from ginger to blonde. She and no one else around the hall noticed, not even Brandi when she returned to pick up another order.

		“Table 15,” was all Brandi said, pushing a beer stein toward Annalise.

		Annalise said nothing as she picked up the heavy stein, nearly overflowing with beer. She then carefully walked it across the hall to table 15.

		“Oh, perfect,” the man said as he eyes Annalise approaching him. “Thank you.”

		“You’re welcome,” Annalise said. “That’s a heavy stein.”

		“That’s because it’s nice and full,” the man said, “just like I wish your boobs were.”

		Annalise was about to say something, but there was something about the situation that made her want to brush off the man’s comment. Was it really that bad? After all, her breasts did not do a good job of filling out her costume.

		In the end, Annalise ignored the man’s comment and began her trek back across the hall toward the counter. As she walked, however, her breasts slowly grew, filling up until they pushed out slightly against the fabric of the bust on her costume. Even her bra shifted and transformed to compensate. When Annalise looked down, she was greeted with a look down into cleavage she had never had before. But despite the sudden change, she paid it no attention. It seemed natural.

		For the next several hours, Annalise found herself getting into a simple routine. She spent most of her time walking orders out to various customers. Most of the orders were beer, but as the morning wore on, food became started pouring out of the kitchen, needing to be delivered to the hungry patrons.

		The job was certainly not as mentally taxing as Annalise’s real job as a rocket scientist, or aeronautical engineer as was her official title. But she actually worked on designing rockets, so she preferred the colloquial term rocket scientist. However, her work as a server taxed Annalise in other ways. Her feet and legs were tired. She doubted she had done this much walking in a long time. And the concrete floor of the beer hall did not help matters.

		Then there was the music. When Annalise first started working, the band was still setting up, but once they launched into their set, it was nonstop polka music playing out of speakers turned up much too loud for her tastes. It pounded through her head, giving her a headache.

		Annalise was oblivious to the changes being made her to body as she worked. Not every patron wished a change upon her, but many did. Sometimes it was something small and simple like pink nails. Other times it was more complicated like turning her comfortable sneakers into high-heeled ankle boots. Those proved much more difficult to walk in and they did not provide the same cushioning as her trainers did. Still Annalise kept working, doing her part to keep the event running smoothly.

		Of course, as much as Karl said he would be around should Annalise need anything, she did not see him all morning. Then again, the Oktoberfest event was more than just a beer hall. There were other activities elsewhere and he was responsible for all of them. If something went wrong, it was his responsibility to fix the problem.

		As the day progressed, Annalise got better at her job. She started to feel more comfortable carrying out whole platters of food and drinks, not just the items she could fit in her hands. The fact she managed this in previously unfamiliar heels and with a body that kept changing proportions on her was all the more impressive.

		“Table 30,” Brandi said, pushing a larger order toward Annalise as she approached the counter.

		Annalise took a deep breath and picked up the order. It was heavy with several beer steins and several plates of food on it. Thankfully Brandi had arranged everything to keep it balanced. It was just the weight that was the problem. And table 30 was on the far side of the hall, meaning Annalise would have to carry it the length of the room. She sighed as soon as she looked up to see how far she had to go. But that was part of the job.

		“Looks like we’ve got some hungry and thirsty people here,” Annalise said, trying to put on a smile. That had been a wish made earlier, that she smile more. It was not a genuine smile, but she tried.

		“Wow, look at those tits,” one of the men said.

		“Shut up,” said the woman sitting beside him. “You’re such a pig.”

		Annalise set the order down and let everyone pick their food and drink off of it. She had no idea what most of the dishes were and she knew nothing about the beers being offered. Of course, when the beers were in the large decorative steins, she could not see what color the beer was, even if she knew the difference between them.

		“You don’t mind, do you, babe,” a second man at the table said. He reached out and slapped Annalise’s ass.

		Even through her smile, Annalise grimaced, but tried to avoid causing a scene. She knew this was a moment where she needed to speak with Karl.

		Annalise said nothing as she walked back to the counter, returning the platter she had used to carry the order. However, just before she left earshot of the group, the man who slapped her ass made a comment. “I wish she had an ass to rival her tits.”

		And just like that, Annalise’s ass started to grow in size until she sported a bubble butt. It was not obvious under her dress. The knee-length dirndl flared out. But there was still one obvious change as Annalise made her way back across the hall. Her hips started to sway more, emphasizing the change in her ass as her body responded to the further change to her center of gravity.

		“Karl,” Annalise called out when she spotted him talking to Brandi.

		“Annalise,” he answered in greeting, not noticing all the changes to his roommate. However, he looked tired and frustrated. Clearly something was not going well. “You getting by okay? Brandi says you’re doing a good job.”

		“There’s a guy at table 30 who slapped my ass,” Annalise said quietly.

		Karl sighed. One more thing for him to deal with. Next year he was going to hire security to patrol the beer hall.

		“I can go talk to him if you want,” he said, “but I wish you could just let things go, stop worrying, and enjoy yourself.”

		And just like that, Annalise’s concern and frustration over the ass slapping incident disappeared. It was not something to worry about. She had even enjoyed it. And she certainly had an ass worth slapping.

		“No, that’s okay,” Annalise said with a happy smile. “I can deal with it.”

		“Good, because I need to go back out and deal with other problems. I don’t need to hear about petty issues happening in here right now. I just came in for a glass of water and to check on how things are going here.”

		“They’re going great,” Brandi said. “Annalise here has a future in this if she wants it.”

		Brandi, not knowing Annalise’s real job, did not understand why both Karl and Annalise laughed at her comment. But there was not time to explain. Another order was ready for Annalise to take out to a customer and Karl was needed back outside.

		After that encounter, Annalise found her day rapidly changing. She found herself enjoying the attention she got. She reveled in the way guys looked into her cleavage. She even made sure to bend over to specifically enhance their view. And when somehow her dirndl shortened so that her modesty could not be preserved when bending over, she enjoyed the comments she got about her ass. And she did have a nice ass and it was highlighted well after a patron wished she was wearing a thong.

		Before long, Annalise more closely resembled a waitress working at a breastaurant rather than a volunteer server in a beer hall at a Oktoberfest fundraiser. And after a few choice wishes, she acted more like a stereotyped waitress than what was reality.

		“Ooh, you’re hard,” Annalise cooed as she sat in a patrons lap. He had invited her to sit with him, but she had taken the initiative to actually sit on his lap. Her hands guided his, first onto her waist, but eventually up until he was groping her tits.

		“That feels so good,” Annalise said. It was unclear what made her turned on by the whole situation, but having a strange man’s hands groping her tits was more than enough to get her juices flowing.

		And her breasts were definitely in the category of tits now. When they first started to grow, they had been full, but natural. But somewhere along the line, possibly after a combination of different wishes, Annalise’s tits had grown even bigger, boosted in size by large implants. There was no way anyone could think they were natural, although there were still plenty of guys who seemed interested enough to ask. And Annalise was honest. She could not remember when she had them done, but she was not shy about admitting to the fact she had surgery.

		Eventually Annalise had to leave her new friend and return to her work, but she promised more seat time if he ordered more. There were no new wishes as she made her way across the beer hall, but the woman she was now was unrecognizable as the woman who arrived earlier that day. She now walked in high platform heels as if they were the only kind of shoe she ever wore. Her legs were tight and toned. Her hair was long and platinum blonde. Her nose appeared smaller and her lips were plumped up. She kept licking them as if she were imagining a cock between them. Her pink nails were now glamor length, making many tasks more difficult, but she somehow managed to keep serving drinks and food.

		“You’re slowing down,” Brandi said, slightly annoyed at how long Annalise was spending with patrons. “You’re here to serve food and beer, not whatever it is you were just doing.”

		The old Annalise would have been terrified at getting called out for her behavior, regardless of what that behavior actually was. She always lived on the straight and narrow. But after everything that had changed, including her worry-free attitude thanks to Karl, such criticism simply washed off her. She paid it no attention.

		“I’m just providing personalized service,” Annalise countered. “It increases sales and helps the food bank. That’s why we’re here, isn’t it?”

		Brandi had nothing to say to that. She simply pushed another order toward Annalise and told her where to take it.

		“What’s your name?” slurred the man sitting to Annalise’s right. She had dropped off another round of beers to two gentleman who had invited her to sit down between her. She had eagerly accepted. The man on her right had his hand around her shoulders. The man on her left was gripping her waist, but he kept struggling to keep his hand from grabbing her ass. Not that Annalise minded. She enjoyed being treated like a sexualized piece of meat.

		“I’m Annalise,” she answered with a genuine smile. She could tell both gentleman were drunk, but it was not her job to police the intoxication levels of the patrons. There were other people responsible for that.

		“Can I call you Anna?” the man on her left asked. His eyes were glued to the upper slopes of her tits.

		“But my name is Annalise,” she countered. She had never much enjoyed nicknames. And after the popularity of Frozen, she hated being called Anna.

		“I wish we could call you Anna.”

		And just like that, Annalise became Anna. Interestingly, while the we in the wish could have just been applied to the two men, it seemed to go beyond that. Anyone could call her Anna. She would even introduce herself as Anna over Annalise.

		As the day wore on, Anna should have been tired, but somehow her energy remained high as she continued to ferry food and drink across the beer hall. But it was not just her physical energy that remained high. Her sexual energy remained high as well. Anna was kept in a constant state of arousal, her body enjoying the way men treated her. She would have changed her panties if she had another pair to change into. She even considered going without, but the brief dress simply would not keep her from exposing herself. And as hot as that might be, she knew not everyone wanted to see her bare pussy.

		Brandi might have been annoyed by Anna’s behavior, but she could not argue with the results the sexy woman got. And Anna was definitely sexy after multiple men helped to remold her into a fun loving slut. Anna caused boners all over the beer hall, but that only seemed to make people order more, all for a chance to get a visit from Anna who was more than happy to stop and chat for a while.

		“So what do you do when you’re not serving beer?” one man asked. He was in a group of six men, all of them handsome and successful looking.

		“I’m a rocket scientist,” Anna admitted truthfully.

		“A rocket scientist?” another man asked. “I don’t believe it.”

		“I am, even if I don’t look like it,” Anna admitted. She definitely did not have the look of a scientist or engineer. But that was half the fun of it, surprising people who expected something else of her.

		“You’re too smart for me,” another of the men said.

		A fourth chimed in saying, “I wish you were as smart as you looked.”

		And just like that, Anna was no longer a rocket scientist and anyone suggesting otherwise would have gotten laughed out of the room, including by Anna herself.

		“I’m sorry that I’m kind of a bimbo,” Anna said in mock embarrassment. In reality, she was actually quite proud of her own poor intelligence. Life was more fun when she did not have her brain get in the way. Her body was her best asset and she let it lead the way.

		“Don’t be,” the first man said. “I love bimbos. It doesn’t matter that you’re dumb. You’re a sexy woman. That’s what matters.”

		Anna’s smile broadened at what she now viewed as the most important of compliments. These men found her sexy. That was all that really mattered.

		“Thanks, boys,” Anna said. “It’s been a treat, but I need to get back to work, you know?”

		“We’ll just order another round if when we want you back,” one of the men said.

		“Oh, you’re all so, like, sweet and stuff,” Anna practically cooed. She meant every word.

		After that, the rest of the day went by in a blur for Anna. She minced around the beer hall, serving when needed, or spending some quality time with the patrons. Anna enjoyed letting the various men touch, grab, and pinch her body. It only served to turn her on. It was not as if she was going to go too far with them. She might be a bimbo slut, but she understood the rules. Not that she stopped every action that went too far. When a man stuck her hand up her dress, she took a moment to slowly rock against his fingers, almost reaching orgasm.

		Then there was the time when she reached between a man’s legs and found his cock sticking out of his pants. By then, she simply could not help herself, giving him a quick hand job under the table. Anna was still licking her hands clean when she took a quick break to clean herself up. Cleanliness was important and she could not serve other customers with hands that had been on a man’s cock.

		When the day was finally over, when the last of the patrons had left the beer hall, Anna could finally sit and relax. It had been her first time acting as a server, but she liked it. In the moment, she did not understand what she did for her day job, but it was nothing like this. Anna could not remember having this much fun outside of the bedroom in a long time.

		“You survived,” Karl said when he found Anna sitting at one of the tables, nursing a beer. It was a nice reward for all of her hard work, even if she had previous disliked the taste of beer. But that was before patrons started to offer her sips from their beers. She had a hard time saying no, especially after someone wished she liked to drink beer. And just like that, she no longer argued when offered a sip.

		Anna had managed to stay sober enough to continue her work. She had no tolerance to the alcohol, but had managed not to get drunk. But now that the event was over, she already had a nice buzz going and would not have minded going further.

		“Easy peasy, super easy,” Anna said. “I bet you didn’t think I could, like, do it.” She broke out into a fit of giggles over the words “do it.” Then again, she would have enjoyed doing it at any point that day.

		“I never said that,” Karl countered, although he had his doubts. At the start of the day, those doubts had been centered on whether Annalise could manage not to drive herself crazy with such a menial task as serving. However, now his doubts had been about whether she was smart enough to get the job done and whether she could go long enough without sex. She was quite the nymphomaniac.

		“Well, I did it,” Anna said, poking Karl in the chest with a long-nailed finger.

		“You certainly did,” Karl agreed. “Sorry I couldn’t be here to see you work, but there was an issue with one of the carnival rides. One of the operators was either drunk or having a mental breakdown. I got it all sorted out, but we had to call in the cops. Thankfully I’ve handed off the event cleanup to one of my employees. I can take you home if you’d like.”

		“Sure,” Anna said before she lifted the mug of beer and started chugging. She could not drink fast enough, allowing beer to pour out from the corners of her mouth and flow down her chin and over her tits. She let out a satisfying sigh when the mug was empty. “But first, we have something we need to do.”

		Anna took Karl by the collar of his shirt and pulled him toward the back of the beer hall. Once they reached the back room, Karl took the lead. He pushed Anna up against the wall and bent down and started to lick her chest clean of the beer she had spilled. She loved letting him take charge, vaguely wondering why they had never fucked before. They were roommates, but they had never done this before. However, rather than worry about the conflicts in her memories, Anna simply went with the flow and followed Karl’s lead.

		His tongue on her body felt marvelous. She was already turned on and she helped him to find her nipples by pulling down the front of her dress. Karl got the hint and soon he was sucking on her sensitive nipples while her hands moved to his pants, unbuckling his belt and working to retrieve his cock.

		“That’s a big one,” Anna said as soon as her hands wrapped around his hard shaft. She could not wait to feel it inside of her.

		After Karl and licked most of Anna’s chest clean, he easily pulled her dress up over her head. Her bra and panties followed shortly after, along with his clothes as well.

		Anna was beyond ready, but Karl took him time, pulling her chin up toward him and planting a hot kiss on her lips. She melted into his body, letting him claim her with his tongue. She wrapped one hand around his back, helping keep her pressed against him. Her other hand remained on his cock, gently stroking it, making sure he would remain hard for the main event.

		When Karl was ready, he lifted Anna up against the wall and let her sink down onto his cock. She cried out in ecstasy as he impaled her. His cock was big and even her slutty pussy was stretched by his girth. His length pushed into her, reaching places that only a few special toys had reached before.

		Anna was in heaven as she began to bounce on Karl’s cock. The moment he was inside of her, she felt like she was on the verge of cumming. That feeling only got stronger as he fucked her against the wall, using his strength to hold her up. All Anna could do was grip him for all she was worth. Her arms and legs were wrapped around him while her pussy milked his cock for all it was worth.

		“You’re such a hot fucking bimbo,” Karl grunted as his pace began to quicken.

		Anna could only agree, although her words were lost on her. She was too far gone, lost on a sea of orgasmic activity to respond. Her whole body was awash with endorphins and other hormones that meant all she could feel was the pleasure emanating from her pussy. Her brain had practically shut off. Even had she still been her rocket scientist self, she would have been unable to make a coherent sound.

		When Karl started to cum, his cock twitching inside Anna’s channel before surging with his hot white seed, Anna came too, her body convulsing in orgasmic energy. Her long nails raked across his back as she screamed out in passion. Her vision turned white as she became overwhelmed by the cascading waves of pleasure coursing through her body. It felt like such a relief to finally cum after all those hours of being teased and having to hold back from her true nature. But in that moment, she was little more than a rag doll, completely dependent on Karl to keep her upright.

		When Anna finally started to come down from her orgasmic high, a broad dopey smile formed on her face. She looked even dumber than usual as he mind seemed unwilling to immediately reboot following such an earth shattering orgasm.

		Karl took his time to recover as well. After a long and stressful day, he was both glad it was over and thankful he had someone like Anna to help him relieve his stress and exercise his frustrations. There was nothing like a good fuck to set his mind straight.

		“Time to go home,” Karl finally said as the pair continued to support each other. Karl could feel Anna’s big tits pressed into his chest. He could imagine having them wrapped around his cock. He could also imagine her plump lips on his cock as well, but there were only so many times he could cum, and he still needed time to recover, no matter how much his cock was currently trying to make a comeback.

		“Can we fuck again at home?” Anna asked, her mind going to the same place as Karl’s.

		“We’ll see,” he answered, not wanting to promise anything he could not deliver on.

		The pair dressed. For Karl, he just needed to put his clothes back on. For Anna, however, she left the dirndl behind, instead changing into her old clothes. They had changed slightly to adapt to her new figure, but they were otherwise the same loose jeans and baggy sweatshirt Anna had arrived in. The different was there was more room in the seat of her pants for her expanded ass and the sweatshirt left a small band of flash bare around her midriff, pulled up as the size of Anna’s tits forced the sweatshirt to stretch a little.

		Anna fidgeted on the drive home. Her hands seemed to alternate from playing with her tits to rubbing between her legs. A wet patch was forming on her jeans, a result of her continued arousal. Her thong had been too wet to put back on, but that just meant her jeans were treated to those same juices.

		“My cock is recovered enough for a blowjob,” Karl said at one point during the drive.

		Anna said nothing as she excitedly bent over the center console and deftly freed Karl’s cock. A moment later her plump lips were wrapped around his cock as she practically gagged on it. But despite the fact Anna had never actually given a blowjob before, she used expert moves to bring Karl to orgasm before they reached their shared home. She sucked down every drop of his seed, not spilling a single drop.

		“Thanks,” Anna said. “I super needed that.”

		Karl could only chuckle, as if eating cum was some sort of addiction for his roommate. Luckily, such an addiction did not seem to have any negative side effects and he was more than happy to provide her with an occasional dose. Karl had no misconceptions that he was Anna’s only source for sex, but he certainly was not going to turn her down. She might have not been much smarter than a rock, but she was hot as hell and a great lay. He would never be able to chase her out of his bed.

		However, once they arrived home, Anna made excuses to take a shower. And that made sense. She had been busting her ass all day and then she had spilled beer all over herself, probably on purpose, but stale beer never smelled good. And his tongue had only done a mediocre job at actually cleaning her body.

		Karl could only listen as she happily hummed and sang a nonsense song as she showered. Karl would be needing a shower as well. And he would unfortunately be returning to the Oktoberfest site in the morning to review the takedown procedures and made sure all the tents and other structures had been properly dealt with. By Monday the following afternoon there would be no sign that the Oktoberfest event had ever taken place. That is accept for the large check deposited in the food bank’s account.

		“Karl baby,” Anna said, stepping into his room after her shower. Her hair was wrapped in a towel and her body wrapped in another. Still, her big tits were on display with an enticing display of cleavage. That was simply how they looked in almost anything she wore, even a towel.

		“What’s up?” Karl asked. He had sat down at the desk in his room, at his laptop, reading his email. The people on the food bank board were complimenting him on another great event. They especially seemed to like Anna, although none of them mentioned her by name. But descriptions like attractive blonde and well-endowed server made it obvious who they meant.

		“I forgot to give you back your ring,” Anna said. She slipped the ring off her finger and placed it on the corner of Karl’s desk.

		“Thanks,” Karl said.

		But in that moment Karl’s memory suddenly shifted. He could barely pay attention as Anna said good night. He could now remember Annalise as the shy rocket scientist he had always known. And yet, there was Anna, the hot and dumb bimbo who would fuck just about any man who asked. It didn’t make sense until his eyes fell to the ring. That had to have something to do with it. He did not know how it worked, but somehow the ring had turned Annalise into a bimbo.

		Unfortunately, Karl could not keep thinking about the ring and its effects on Anna. After a long event like Oktoberfest, he was always left drained and in this case, he had been drained in more ways than one. Sleep came to him fast, no matter how much he wanted to remain alert.

		However, when Karl awoke the next morning, he discovered something had changed again. He stepped out of his bedroom and into the kitchen for a cup of coffee. And the sight that greeted him was Annalise, the old Annalise. She stood over the stove, cooking old fashioned oatmeal, as was her preferred breakfast. She had brown hair again. She had tiny breasts on a skinny body. It was as if the previous day had never happened.

		“Good morning,” Annalise said.

		“Morning,” Karl countered, dumbfounded. “Thanks again for your help yesterday. Hopefully you had fun.”

		They were the only words Karl could think to say. Clearly the woman who had sucked him off on the car ride home was gone. Anna was gone. In her place was Annalise again.

		“I think I did,” Annalise said. “It’s all kind of a blur though. But still, the next time you need help, feel free to ask me.”

		Karl definitely planned to. In fact, he was already trying to figure out how to replicate the events from the day before. He figured it had to be something with that ring, but he had no idea how it worked or what it would take to turn Annalise back into a bimbo. But he was hoping he would find the chance to explore that real soon.

		For Annalise, her memories of her day as a server may have been cloudy, but the sense that she had fun remained strong. It would take little prompting by Karl to try and replicate the circumstances. But whether either of them would ever crack the magic of the ring would remain a mystery.
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