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		Bigfoot and the Bimbo

		

		Taryn hiked deeper into the woods. She cut across country, having left the trail half an hour earlier. The trail did not take her where she needed to go. And with her map and compass, along with a GPS unit to back her up, Taryn was confident she would find her way.

		There had been some strange reports lately from this section of the forest. Taryn was there to investigate. She spent about half of each year working as a National Park ranger, but her purpose here was very different. She was not out in the woods in any official capacity. This was purely for her own interest. Taryn was hunting for the elusive Bigfoot.

		How Taryn had fallen into the world of Bigfoot research even surprised her when she looked back on it. She had always been in the right spot at the right time to get the needed information to further fuel her interest. However, it all started while she was in college, out for a run at dusk around a nearby reservoir, she thought she saw something she could not explain. The possibilities seemed to either be a tree blowing in the wind or Bigfoot. Rationally, she knew it was a tree, but that moment excited her enough to dig deeper.

		What Taryn expected to find as she hiked deeper into the woods, she had no idea. The truth was she just wanted to find something that would make her trip worth it. After coming across the series of reports from the area that involved strange noises and smells, a dog that went a bit mad, and the random movement of objects at a nearby logging operation, there was enough there to warrant a search. But after a five-hour drive, Taryn wanted to make the time and effort she had already put in worth it.

		The uphill climb was difficult, especially through the dense foliage. If Taryn was honest with herself, she would have questioned how a large ape-like creature could live in such a dense forest without giving off clear signs of its presence. However, she was past the point of questioning Bigfoot’s existence. She just wanted to find something, anything that would give her a reward for her dedication.

		“Almost to the top,” Taryn told herself, urging herself upward. She could sense that she was near the top of the hill. From there, she would check her map and decide where she needed to go next.

		However, the top of the hill turned out to be more like a knife-edge ridge. Either Taryn’s map was wrong or she was not where she thought she was. The GPS unit was just for backup. She had been confident enough in her map and compass skills to make it a backup. Besides, she needed line of sight with satellites for her GPS unit to work and the heavy tree cover made that difficult.

		Taryn took her eyes off where she was stepping for the briefest of moments, but that was all it took. Suddenly her feet were slipping out from underneath her and she was slipping down the other side of the hill. The soft earth gave way beneath her and she fell flat on her butt, but all the while sliding down the hill. She tried to grab onto something to stop her, but she could not find anything that could stop her from sliding.

		“Ouch,” Taryn called out when she finally stopped. Her foot got caught on a tree stump and caught. There was a crunching sound. Without the shock of pain, Taryn knew it would be bad. There was no way she would be able to hike out again. As far as she knew, she was going to be stuck for a while.

		Getting hurt out in the middle of nowhere was bad enough. Taryn knew she had supplies to sustain her. She had come prepared to make camp. She had a week’s worth of food in her pack. However, that knowledge did not stop the panic from rising in her throat and the tears from forming at the corners of her eyes. The only thing that could have made her injury worse was if there had been blood.

		“Keep it together, Taryn,” she told herself, trying to fight back against the negative thoughts that were spinning around in her head. It only helped a little bit.

		Taryn looked up to see her trail she had left behind with her fall. The hill was steep back up to the ridge. Even if she had not hurt her foot and ankle, she would have struggled to climb back up that hill. And that either meant she was lost or her map was wrong.

		However, before Taryn could even begin to assess her situation, the bushes around her started to rustle. There was someone or something out there.

		“Hello,” Taryn called out, hopeful that she had not just stumbled upon a bear or a cougar. She was not up for dealing with a predator at the moment.

		The rustling stopped as soon as Taryn called out. Whoever or whatever it was, and she was leaning toward whatever, had heard her and stopped moving. Not that Taryn could make herself be completely silent. The panic and adrenaline flooding her body made her breathe heavily. Her heart pounded in her chest. Even she could hear it over the sound of her breathing. Whatever was out there could surely hear her too.

		Then Taryn looked up, trying to get her bearings in case she needed to make a run for it.

		“Holy fuck,” Taryn called out as she came face to face with a hairy face looking down at her. She could not believe it, even after all she had hoped for. It was real. Bigfoot was real, because she was looking right up at him.

		There was silence. Neither of them moved. They just looked at each other. Taryn was staring, because she could not help it, but the Bigfoot creature looking down at her blinked normally, more curious than anything. It was the strangest of encounters. It was as if two cultures of people who had never seen each other finally came face to face and neither of them knew what to do or what to say to the other.

		“Language,” spoke the creature in a chastising manner. The voice was deep, but the words were formed perfectly.

		Taryn sat there on the ground, dumbfounded. This was real. She had to tell herself that. She was not hallucinating. Bigfoot was real. And it just talked to her, in perfect English. It did not make sense, but Taryn was past the point where anything made sense. It just was.

		“You’re Bigfoot?” Taryn said, her voice weak and timid. Any anger at her situation was now gone.

		“That’s what humans like to call me,” the creature said.

		His mouth moved as Taryn would have expected a human’s to move, even though the creature looked far more ape-like than human. This was not someone playing a trick on her. It wasn’t a man in a mask. Taryn had already been the victim of a hoax before, when a fellow National Park ranger dressed up in a gorilla costume to scare her. All it had done was make her angry and two other fellow rangers were needed to hold her back to prevent her from kicking the shit out of the gorilla costumed man.

		“What do you like to call you?” Taryn asked, quickly realizing the grammar was less than stellar.

		“I’m Miles,” the creature said. “And I take it you’re Taryn?”

		For the briefest of moments, Taryn questioned how this creature knew her name, but then she remembered she had been talking to herself earlier, calling herself by her name.

		“Yes, that’s right,” Taryn finally said. “I fell and hurt my foot or ankle. I can’t tell which at the moment.”

		The creature calling himself Miles looked down at Taryn’s foot. It was hard to see anything with all the mud and debris around her. The recent rains had made some areas of the forest quite dangerous. He then looked up the hill to see the trail Taryn had left behind from her fall. It was impressive and almost left him to wonder how Taryn had avoided further injury than a hurt foot or ankle. Humans could be very fragile at times.

		“Can I help you?” Miles asked. It was less a question of whether he could actually help Taryn, but more a matter of whether she would let him help her. One could never be too careful in cross-species relationships such as this one, especially in the first encounter.

		“I don’t know if I can walk,” Taryn said.

		“That’s all right,” Miles answered. “I was planning to carry you.”

		Taryn screamed as Miles reached down with long and strong arms and scooped her up. But it only took a moment before she realized what had happened. Miles had not intended to hurt her. He had not hurt her at all. But he had managed to pick her and her backpack up without so much as a grunt of effort. And a moment later, Taryn looked around to find herself almost hurtling through the trees. But she was not flying. She was still safe within the arms of Bigfoot as he swiftly carried her away from the site of her injury.

		“Where are you taking me?” Taryn asked, her voice shaky. This was definitely not what she had expected when she finally found a sign of the elusive Bigfoot. She figured she might find a footprint or a bit of fur or hair stuck to a tree. If she was really lucky, she might come across some sort of nest that a Bigfoot might use to sleep in. She never expected to actually find the creature itself.

		“I know someplace you will be much more comfortable,” Miles said.

		Taryn nodded her head into Bigfoot’s chest, for once thankful she did not need to solely rely on herself to get her out of her situation. She had someone helping her. Although getting help from the very creature she had been searching for was seriously unexpected.

		“You can speak English,” Taryn said, unable to stop herself from voicing her curiosity. “How?”

		“I pick up things here and there,” Miles said. “I get bored sometimes and like to stalk hikers. Listening to them I’ve learned a lot. And I’ve managed to collect a few books over time and have even taught myself how to read.”

		He seemed so matter of fact about it, as if learning to speak and read were simple feats. But everything Taryn had learned about more primitive species of hominids or whatever Miles really was, that should not have been possible. And yet, there he was, both speaking and supposedly reading. And to do it on his own was even more impressive.

		“Wait,” Taryn said, suddenly realizing something. “Were you stalking me?”

		“No, no, no,” Miles said. “I heard you scream when you fell and I came to investigate. I wouldn’t have even gotten close, but I saw you were hurt. I just wanted to help.”

		Taryn was not sure if she could trust that answer, but she did not see herself having much choice. Without Miles helping her, she would have a very difficult time returning home.

		It was impossible for Taryn to determine how far Miles carried her. He could move so much faster through the forest than she could have. Between his long legs eating up the ground and his intimate familiarity with the terrain, Taryn had little doubt he could travel a mile in mere minutes. That was much faster than whatever she could manage as she pushed her way through the dense foliage.

		But when Miles finally did stop, he did so after entering a clearing alongside a cliff face. There was a cave, but it wasn’t dark and scary. There were lights inside. I didn’t understand. Had Miles somehow managed to obtain electric lights somehow? He had learned to speak and read. What else had he done?

		Miles took her inside and set me down on a woven mat. There were several mats spread out around the cave entrance area. There was a narrow passage, but it looked like there was more space deeper in the cave, an actual chamber or something like that. Taryn was no expert on caves. She had always assumed Bigfoot either created a wooded nest for itself or even lived in the trees. She had not seriously considered caves as a living space. Looking back, it was a major oversight.

		“How?” was all Taryn could ask as she looked around the cave. The lights were actually flowers that fluoresced. They produced their own light, thus lighting the cave and making it more habitable. But Taryn had never heard of plants that could produce such light. She did not think such things existed.

		“Do you mean the flowers or how I learned to speak?” Miles asked as he busied himself in what looked like a part of a hollowed out log.

		“The flowers, but really, both,” Taryn answered.

		Miles continued digging through the log as if it was a trunk or other container. He was looking for something. Whatever it was, he had quite a setup. And Taryn could only assume he had done all of this himself. Unless there were others like him.

		“I learned how to graft plants from my mother,” Miles explained. “She taught me almost everything I know for survival. But I was the one who discovered how to create plants that glow like this and produce light. As for speaking, I found a radio that a hiker dropped once and that got me started on learning language. I later found a guidebook and taught myself how to read from that. You humans leave a lot of stuff behind.”

		Taryn sat there stunned. She certainly could not argue with him about how much trash humans produced and how it found its way into so many places that it should not have. But it was also perfectly clear that Miles, a Bigfoot or Sasquatch or whatever other name he wanted to call his species, was not just some big hairy ape. He was intelligent in ways that completely defied logic.

		It was only now that Taryn could take in Miles in his entirety. He was large, far taller than she was. He sported a reddish-brown coat of hair that almost entirely covered his body. Only his face was partially clear of hair, but his protruding mouth looked very ape-like, or at least a bit like Homer Simpson. And yet, there was an intelligence in his eyes that she could not have ever guessed would have been there.

		“Just so you know,” Taryn said. “I was out here looking for you.”

		Miles stopped what he was doing and turned and looked at her. He studied her for a moment, trying to assess her intentions. He normally never would have interfered in her business, but he had seen her fall and heard her cries of pain. He had already decided to trust her with his secret. The only question was whether she was actually trustworthy of it. He would hate to have to pack up his cave and find a new one to live in. He had already done that before and he was not eager to do it again.

		“I had a feeling,” Miles said. “It’s not often someone finds their way off the beaten trail around these parts. It’s one reason I live where I do. I am a solitary creature. I generally prefer my privacy.”

		“And yet you decided to help me,” Taryn said.

		“I’m not a monster, even if people might think I look like one.”

		“I don’t think you’re a monster. You’ve been kind to me. I don’t know what I’d do without your help.”

		Miles returned to rummaging through the trunk. “Oh, there it is.” He pulled out something bundled in something similar to the woven mat Taryn sat on. The mat was a bit on the crude side, but it kept her from sitting in the dirt or on the hard rock. The material was definitely plant based, largely unprocessed, simply picked and woven before it had a chance to completely dry out.

		“What is that?” Taryn asked as Miles unwrapped the object in his hands.

		“There’s an old family recipe for a healing drink my mother passed along to me. These are dried leaves from a very rare plant. By making a tea, I should have you back on your feet in a day or so.”

		“Wow, that’s amazing,” Taryn said, surprised both by the claim made, but also Miles’ generosity. This was another sign that Miles was far smarter than anyone she had ever met. Humans did not have teas that could cure possibly broken bones in a day.

		“Just let me work my magic and we’ll see what I can do.”

		Miles busied himself making a pot of tea with the special leaves for Taryn. As he did his work, Taryn focused on getting her boot off so that she could better see the damage to her ankle and foot. Removing the boot relieved some of the pain, but only because it had started to swell. Taryn did not know if it was broken or not, but there was no way she would be walking out of the forest on her own.

		It took nearly half an hour before Miles had finished making Taryn’s tea. He even had little wooden cups to drink from. They had been blocks of wood that had been carved out. How Miles had been able to do all of this remained a mystery, but he was no doubt resourceful. And talented.

		“Thank you,” Taryn said as she accepted the cup of tea. She brought the steaming liquid up to her lips and took a deep breath, pulling the steam up into her nose, smelling the liquid for the first time. It smelled decent, although Taryn had never been a tea drinker. Her preference usually came in the form of hot chocolate.

		But the moment Taryn took her first sip, she found herself unable to stop drinking the almost sweet tea. She slurped it down, ignoring the heat as it nearly burned her mouth and throat. It collected in her stomach and sent warm tendrils of comfort around her body.

		The pain in Taryn’s foot and ankle began to dissipate almost immediately. The throbbing slowed. Taryn smiled. It was not just her foot that felt better. Her head felt light and happy.

		“It’s okay if you fall asleep,” Miles offered. He pulled out a woven blanket. The blanket was more finely woven and lacked the stiffness of the mats. He spread it over Taryn’s body as she drifted off to sleep, lulled there by the comforting tea.

		When Taryn woke up she struggled to remember what had happened. Her thoughts came to her slowly, as if she was drunk or high, but she did not feel like she was either. She felt completely sober.

		“My ankle,” Taryn said out loud, remembering her injury. She pulled off the blanket that covered her and looked down at her foot and ankle. The swelling was gone. Her ankle looked completely healed. It was a miracle. She had never seen someone heal that fast before. Whatever that family recipe was, it was ingenious.

		However, it did not take long before Taryn’s gaze drifted elsewhere. She looked down and was greeted by an unexpected sight. Between her eyes and her ankle stood two mounds. They were where her breasts were supposed to be, but Taryn had never been a big woman when it came to her bust. She had always been slim all over and what she did have was often minimized with a sports bra. But what she saw were whompers. They were big and round and completely foreign to her.

		“What happened?” Taryn asked quizzically. However, as soon as those words were spoken, she slapped her hand across her mouth, shocked at the sound of her voice. The pitch was significantly higher than she remembered it being. It was hard to think, what with her mind still sluggish from whatever was in the tea, but she was certain her voice was higher pitched.

		But as Taryn touched her mouth, she became much more aware of how much her lips had plumped up. They were soft and plush. It was actually impressive that her lips had not caused her to lisp. They were that big.

		Taryn climbed to her feet, trying to get a better idea of what had happened to her. She still had her boot on her good foot, although she no longer seemed to have an injured foot. Both feet could completely hold her weight. Her center of gravity definitely felt off. Her large bust pulled her forward. At this size, they were definitely tits, although there still seemed to be a disconnect in her head about that.

		But as Taryn checked herself out, she noticed her butt had expanded as well. It filled out her shorts completely, making them look almost painted on. Yet as scary as the physical changes should have been for Taryn, she felt no panic or even concern. The fact was, every change she had experienced thus far left her feeling good. They made her feel pretty.

		Feeling pretty had never been particularly important to Taryn before. She knew she looked decent enough. But it was not as if the National Park ranger uniform was exactly form fitting or flattering. And that was how she dressed most of the time. Even her personal clothing collection was similar to what she wore while working.

		Now, however, it felt different. Taryn could not understand why, but her appearance seemed far more important to her than it ever had before. She wanted to look pretty first and foremost. Maybe it had something to do with the tingle she felt deep in her belly. It was not exactly familiar, but she recognized it as arousal. She was getting horny.

		“Oh good, you’re awake,” Miles said as he stepped through the narrow gap in the back of the cave. Presumably beyond that opening was his bedroom.

		But as soon as Miles was able to rise to his full height and looked at Taryn straight on, he paused, unable to fully comprehend what had happened. The woman he saw before him only had a passing resemblance to the woman he had saved the day before. She looked like an over-sexualized caricature of her former self.

		“Hi, Miles,” Taryn said with a chipper attitude. She smiled at him as she bounced up and down on the balls of her feet. That, in turn, made her big tits bounce and jiggle under her now tight top.

		“Well, I’ll be,” Miles said as he fully comprehended what had just happened. “My mother warned me about using her recipes with other species. Now I understand why.”

		“I don’t get it,” Taryn said as she started to twirl a lock of hair with her finger. She stood there with a confused look on her face, slowly coming to terms with the new normal of her reality. This was who she was now. Her past life as a National Park ranger and as an avid Bigfoot hunter was over. She was now nothing more than a sexy bimbo who needed to use her body to get by, because her mind was simply no longer able to handle complicated matters.

		Miles buried his face in his hands, shaking his head at the mistake he had made. Yes, her foot and ankle were healed, looking better than ever. But everything else about Taryn had changed. The tea had turned her into a bimbo. Yes, she was made for a sexy bimbo, but it was still a radical change from her past self. And it was all Miles’ fault.

		“Okay, get your boot on,” Miles said with a sigh. He had not expected to play babysitter to a bimbo, but as sexy as she was, Taryn was not his type. Besides, even her bimbofied body was unlikely able to handle him when he was fully aroused. For that, he would need a female Bigfoot. He might find his partner someday, but with all of his species living in relative isolation, it was difficult to find romantic partners. “I’m taking you back to the trail so you can find your way home.”

		“But I’m horny,” Taryn said, pouting petulantly. Taryn was not the kind of person anymore to care whether she fucked Bigfoot or a human male. She just wanted to fuck. She just needed to answer the call of her bimbofied body.

		“Nope,” Miles said. “I’m not even considering it. You can find a man when you get back to the trailhead. I presume your car is there somewhere. Once you get back to the trail, you’re on your own. I’m sorry that I ever helped you.”

		Miles considered walking Taryn back to the trail, but he ended up carrying her. It was just easier that way and she was less likely to get distracted. She seemed to have the attention span of a gnat now. All it took was to spot something shiny or pretty and she completely forgot about the last thing she had just been talking about. Miles doubted she had many thoughts that were not vocalized. Her IQ had caved into the double digits. How far it had fallen would be difficult to measure. She no longer had the attention span to take such a test.

		Taryn did enjoy getting carried by Miles. She enjoyed him holding her nubile body against his strong and hair one. He was all corded muscle, but his thick hair made him soft. And his natural wild odor was growing on her.

		As Miles carried Taryn back to the trail, he did realize no one would believe her if she blabbed about him. That was a benefit to what had happened. He would be safe to continue living in his cave. And even if she did manage to tell someone about him, and get them to believe her, there was no way she would be able to lead them back to him or his cave. There was nothing to worry about.

		“You were really nice to me, Miles,” Taryn said when he finally set her down. Her feet were on the trail, although she had no idea which way she should go.

		Miles pointed the direction he wanted her to go. It would take her down toward the trailhead where she had parked her car. Taryn blew Miles a kiss with her plump lips before she turned and started skipping down the trail in the direction he had pointed.

		There was a part of Miles that felt bad about what had happened. However, he knew it had probably all been for the best. He only hoped Taryn would be happy in her new life as a bimbo. She at least seemed to be happy, even if she had pouted over Miles not taking advantage of her. Then again, she had no way of knowing that she was about as far from Miles’ type as could be. Her nearly hairless body simply did nothing for the Bigfoot. He recognized her sexiness by human standards, but human standards were very different from Bigfoot standards.

		Taryn skipped down the trail, loving the feel of her bouncing tits. They made her feel so sexy and feeling sexy made her feel horny. But in one of the few thoughts that managed to make it through her molasses filled mind, she decided she liked being horny. It felt good. It made her feel alive and present in her own body. And the more present she felt in her body, the less she had to think. She definitely wanted to avoid thinking as much as possible. Too many thoughts would hurt her head or make her sad.

		With no idea where she was going or what she was going to do, Taryn just continued down the trail. It was the offseason, so there was not a high chance she would meet another hiker. And before she knew it, she had reached her car.

		It took Taryn a moment to figure out how to unlock it. The car was old and the key fob no longer worked.

		“Key in lock like cock in pussy,” Taryn said to herself, giggling the whole time at her sex joke. But it was necessary for her to focus enough to get the key into the lock so she could open her car.

		Taryn’s first order of business was not driving away, but was instead changing her clothes. For one, her fall had left her clothes in a gross state, There was mud everywhere. At some point she would need a shower or a nice hot bath, but in the meantime, she just needed to change into other clothes. But with the bimbofication of her mind and body, Taryn also wanted better looking clothes. She wanted to look like the sexy bimbo she had become.

		The trunk was filled with various items. There was nothing really valuable there, just clothes and a few supplies she had left behind. However, among the clothing was a green bikini. Taryn’s original plan for the bikini was in case she needed to stay over at a motel and they had a hot tub for a post expedition soak. But that was before Taryn’s mind and body had changed. A bikini made sense for swimwear then. Now it made sense for regular clothing.

		The trailhead was deserted, but even if there had been other people, the new Taryn would have had no qualms in changing in front of people. It might even lead to sex. Sure, there might be an angry girlfriend or wife, but Taryn could not be bothered with checking whether a guy was with someone before she let him fuck her. Besides, the other woman should have been sexier if she wanted to keep her man from straying.

		“Much better,” Taryn said to herself as she stood there in her bikini. She tossed her old clothes and her pack into the trunk and then sashayed around the car toward the driver door. She did not need to swing her hips like that. There was no one to show off to, but it was good practice. And besides, if there was someone hiding in the woods, she wanted to make sure their eyes were where she wanted them. She wanted them to look at her and make her their sole focus of attention.

		Once behind the wheel of her car, Taryn could not be bothered with the thought of driving home. That was far too long for her to focus. Instead, as soon as she made it down to the closest town, she started looking for how she wanted to spend the rest of her day. As a horny bimbo, sex was at the forefront of her mind.

		And then she saw it. It was called the Hideaway. And the neon signs made it clear what kind of establishment it was. Where before Taryn had been interested in biology, ecology, geology and even archeology, now she was mostly interested in sex. It was about all her bimbofied brain could handle now that she was perpetually horny. And Taryn had no doubt that a strip club would be the perfect place for her. She could dance for all those men, turning them on with her body, and if she was lucky, she could get someone to fuck her afterward. That seemed like the best of all possibilities.

		Taryn parked her car outside the Hideaway and strode in with a sexy wiggle. She was pretty sure she would fit right in wearing her bikini. It might even take people a little while to realize she was not one of the strippers already.

		The wolf whistle from the bar was the first thing Taryn heard. It was still early in the day and there were only a handful of customers. The music was relatively mild with one stripped on stage, milking the early crowd for every dollar they could spare. This was not a high class strip club, but that suited Taryn just fine. She was not a high class bimbo.

		Taryn looked over at the bar. In addition to the bartender, a big burly looking man who stood there cleaning a glass with a rag, there was also a man sitting there pouring over a notebook. He looked like the manager or the owner. He was also the man who had whistled at her.

		Taryn headed straight for the man, giggling at his whistling compliment. There had been a time when Taryn would have scowled and possibly even slapped a man who wolf whistled her, but that was before she became a bimbo. That was before her sole goal in life was to be as sexy as possible. That was before all she really wanted was a steady stream of men to fuck.

		“I’m guessing you want a job,” the man said.

		Taryn bit her lip and nodded her head.

		“Well, let me see what you’ve got,” the man said. “Show me your body.”

		Taryn stood up straight and thrust out her impressive chest. That right there would have been enough to get her hired. But she did a slow turn, making sure to show off everything she had to her future employer. And Taryn was not just a bimbo with a great rack. She had a tight midriff and a well-developed ass. She was the whole package.

		“Oh yeah,” the man said. “There’s just one thing I need from you before I can hire you. Come with me into the back.”

		Taryn, who had not even given the man her name yet, followed him into the back, toward his office. Once there, Taryn felt the overwhelming need to kneel before him. She dropped to her knees without a second’s hesitation, bringing her lips level with the growing bulge in the man’s pants.

		“You knew what I was thinking,” the man said. “Good girl.”

		Taryn quivered as a shot of pleasure shot through her body. She loved being called a good girl. But that was short lived, as soon the man had his cock out. He was big, but that did not stop Taryn. She took him into her mouth, wrapping her plump lips around his cock and giving him the best blowjob she could manage, including taking him deep into her throat, just like a good bimbo should. The fact that Taryn had never given a blowjob before in her life never crossed her mind. Nothing crossed her mind except the determination to make her new boss cum in her mouth.

		“Damn,” the man said as he came hard in Taryn’s mouth. She was so good that his usual stamina failed him. “You are one talented cocksucker.”

		Taryn beamed up at him, enjoying the compliment. She might not be smart anymore, but she could certainly use her body to best effect. She could suck cock, she could fuck cock, she could even take a cock up her ass or get it off with her tits. Nothing was beyond her. When it came to sex, Taryn was the total package.

		“You’re hired,” the man said as Taryn continued to kneel before him, his cock still hanging in front of her eyes. She was still horny and knew that cock was the answer. She needed to get fucked.

		“Thank you so much,” Taryn finally said as she looked up at her new boss.

		“Now go get yourself cleaned up,” the man said. “There’s a shower in the dressing room, along with outfits and makeup. Shoes too. You’re on in an hour. If you do a good job in your first set, I’ll make sure you get fucked.”

		Taryn almost wondered how he knew what she really wanted. Almost. Instead, she jumped up and hurried toward the dressing room. The back of the club was relatively simple with several VIP rooms, the manager’s office, and the dressing room. Even. A bimbo could find her way around.

		It took the whole hour for Taryn to ready herself. She showered and then applied a load of makeup that she had never used before, but managed to figure it out. When it came time to choose an outfit, she really liked her green bikini. It reminded her of the forest where her bimbo life began. It reminded her of Miles. She managed to find some other costume pieces that fit with her forest theme, fans and headpieces that included big green leaves and other forest related accessories.

		When Taryn stepped out on stage, the music was playing and the DJ announced her as Bambi, which made no sense to her, but as a bimbo, she was not going to argue about it. And maybe she really was Bambi. Taryn did not sound like a good bimbo name, but Bambi did. Little did the newly minted Bambi realize that her name meant child of the forest. It was a perfect fit.

		Bambi danced on stage to impressive hoots and hollers from the growing crowd. Money kept getting deposited on stage as Bambi danced, slowly removing her costume until she finished the song wearing only a pair of green stripper heels. Her set ended with further cheers as she picked up her costume and all her money.

		As soon as she was backstage, the owner stopped her, placing a hand on her shoulder.

		“Good job out there, Bambi,” the man said, using her stage name. By this point, she had fully internalized her new name, pushing out her remaining memories of ever being called Taryn. She was just Bambi now. She was Bambi the bimbo stripper. “I think you deserve a reward.”

		Before Bambi knew what was happening, she had returned to the manager’s office. Her cash and costume had been deposited on a chair. She was bent over the desk, her boss pounding her from behind. He told her the room was sound proofed. It was a good thing too, because Bambi turned out to be quite the screamer when it came to sex. And when it was all done, Bambi could only smile. The orgasm had been better than anything she had ever felt before. She loved her new name, her new job, her new life. It was perfect for a bimbo like her.

		Bambi’s boss took care of everything for her, making her old life disappear. He set her up in a little apartment next to the club. He owned both buildings, so it was an easy setup for him. And Bambi did not even need to pay rent. As long as she kept fucking him whenever he wanted, he was happy to keep her around. And once word got around about her, the club patronage saw a big boost. It was a small town, but people drove in from all over to see Bambi dance. And for those who were willing to pay extra, they got a lot more than that in the VIP rooms. No one ever told Bambi she could not fuck the customers, but no one seemed to mind. Even the police chief got in on the action, becoming one of her regulars.

		As far as Bambi could think, she had the best life possible. She did not miss being Taryn at all. She was just Bambi now and her life revolved around the club. Even if her boss had specified that she was to take days off, she would still end up at the club. It was where she wanted to spend all her time. Bambi kept her forest themed costumes. It just felt right.

		Her boss made Taryn disappear. Her car was hauled off and dumped deep in the forest, miles away. No one would suspect that Bambi had once been the former National Park ranger. There was even a note left in the car for searchers to find, with Taryn promising to live in the woods and give up civilized life. Once that was found, the search for her was called off. Bambi was safe to be the bimbo stripper slut she now wanted to be without interference from anyone else. It was a perfect life for her. It was the life she wanted to live.

		However, Bambi always kept an eye out for a tall creature with lots of reddish brown hair. She kept an eye out for Miles, just in case he ever snuck into town to check up on her. She had no idea where he was or what he was doing. But there was a part of her that still wanted to fuck him. It was the one thing that would make her life truly complete, the opportunity to fuck Miles and his Bigfoot cock.
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