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		Introduction

		

		It is always amazing where one can get inspiration for new bimbo fiction stories. In this case, I was stung by a bee (twice) and it gave me the idea to have a new species of bee that causes women who get stung to turn into bimbos.

		This is the second of the Bimbo Bee books, this time featuring Bella. The books can be read in any order, however, they will be written in alphabetical order.

		With all this in mind, and the aching and itching results of my two bee stings (thankfully I’m not allergic), please enjoy Bella and the Bimbo Bee.

		

	
		

		Bella and the Bimbo Bee

		

		“G ardening again, Bella?” Hannah asked from the patio of the house we shared with Palmer.

		“It helps my nerves,” I called back as I pulled another weed from the raised bed in the backyard.

		“You have another job interview coming up?”

		“Monday morning,” I replied.

		“Well, good luck,” Hannah said before she began to turn to go back into the house. “Let me know if you need anything.”

		It was Friday evening and I was doing everything I could to avoid thinking about my upcoming interview. It wasn’t that I was dreading it, but after looking for work for so long, I was honestly beginning to wonder if I would ever have any luck.

		I had thought everything was planned out when I graduated from Thatcher College. I had all but been officially hired to work at a local advertising agency where I had worked during the past three summers as an intern and temporary employee. Everything had been set.

		But the bad news came the day after my college graduation. The company had lost their two biggest accounts in the span of a week. Not only had my position been cut, but there were layoffs affecting about a tenth of the staff.

		It seemed it was a bad time to be in advertising. Not only was I now searching for a job, but I was searching in the same market as all those people who had lost their jobs. In all but a few cases, those other people had more experience than me. All I could promise was a lower starting salary.

		Luckily, I had money to float on, thanks to my inheritance. I wasn’t hurting for money and wouldn’t be for a year or so, but that wasn’t the point. Sure, I could sit around for a year and fully enjoy being young, but I also knew the importance of getting the ball rolling early. An entry level position now could mean I was a manager before I turned 30. From there, I hoped I would be able to start my own advertising firm, with a list of clients following me.

		I don’t know how I would have stayed sane without having a garden to work in. With the job hunt being slower than I had hoped, I might have gone a bit overboard with all the plantings. The landlord didn’t mind me turning the backyard into one big garden. I had raised beds for some of the smaller vegetables, but I also had sunflowers and corn growing along the fence.

		Keeping the garden seemed like a lot of work at times, but it kept me grounded. And I would forever be grateful for the opportunity. I knew Hannah and Palmer enjoyed having fresh vegetables around the house. They were the cooks here, not me.

		“Ouch,” I cried out, pulling myself out of the garden, a sharp sting hitting me in the arm.

		I looked down at my left upper arm to see a tiny red spot at the site of the pain.

		“Shit,” I said with a sigh. It had been years since I last got stung by an insect. I had no idea what had done it. All I knew was it hurt.

		I quickly pushed myself to my feet and pulled off my gloves, throwing them on the ground before I marched toward the house.

		I kicked off my shoes at the doorway. They were my gardening shoes and they never went inside in an attempt to keep our house cleaner. I didn’t know how well it worked, since Palmer could be a bit of a slob sometimes.

		“Everything okay?” Hannah asked as she looked up from the kitchen sink, a glass of water in her hand.

		“I got stung by something,” I answered. “Shouldn’t be a problem. I’m not allergic.”

		“That’s good,” Hannah said. “Let me know if you need anything.”

		“Thanks, but I’m sure I’ll be fine. I guess I’m done gardening for the night.”

		I marched upstairs and into my room. Since I had the funds available, it was decided that I would take the master bedroom, which came with the master bath. It was all because I could afford it. Also, when we had signed the lease and decided on the terms, I had expected to make the most money too. The job I thought I had secured would pay well, especially since I had expected to be a big player in several important accounts for the firm.

		Looking at the reflection of my arm in the mirror, I could see the little mark left by the sting. At first glance, I couldn’t see that anything had been left in the wound. Whatever kind of insect it was, it wasn’t a honey bee. Then again, I never would have expected a honey bee to sting me. They were gentle creatures and only stung when their lives were in jeopardy. Me pulling weeds did not pose a risk.

		“Could have been worse,” I said before I yawned. “Hmm, I didn’t realize I was so tired. It’s not late, but I guess I could use a little nap.”

		The pain was already receding as I washed my hands and face. By the time I had plunked myself down on my bed, the pain felt like a distant memory. The moment my head hit my pillow, I was asleep.
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		I stretched lazily as I woke up. The sun was streaming in through the window.

		“What the…” I said as I tried to understand what had happened to me.

		It was clearly morning. It had to be. My window faced east, so the rising sun always poured in through the window in the mornings. However, it took me a moment to remember what had happened and why I was waking up in my clothes. I hadn’t even crawled into bed. I had slept all night on top of my covers.

		“Wow,” I finally said as the events of the night before finally came into focus. “I must have been more tired than I thought.”

		It was Saturday, so I didn’t exactly need to get up right away. However, I had planned to spend a good portion of my day preparing for Monday’s interview. I was getting near the end of my rope. I had already failed at landing jobs at the major advertising companies in town. Now I was applying to more boutique operations. The money wasn’t as good at them, but in some ways, but I wasn’t in advertising for the money. It was the creativity of an advertising campaign that I enjoyed. And boutique operations certainly had the flexibility to be creative.

		However, the boutique quality of Harper & Sons also meant I didn’t know much about them. I planned to spend several hours pouring over their website and some of the campaigns they had recently run. Then I needed to practice tailoring interview question responses to the company with an eye on how I could contribute to successful campaigns for the clients.

		That had been a big takeaway from my last interview. I had been beaten out by one of the laid off workers from the firm I had originally intended to work for, but not before the HR director gave me a piece of advice. She was always going to go with the more experienced candidate, but she hinted that I would have a better shot in the future if I was familiar with the company’s work and in a position to add something to it. This wasn’t about tearing down a past campaign, but talking about how I would make it better than it already was.

		So that was my plan for my day. I planned to sit down, look over everything I could about Harper & Sons and then try to find a way I would have made their campaigns better. First, however, I needed to get myself cleaned up. I never knew what it was, but I always felt gross after sleeping in my clothes. Somehow the act of changing into my night clothes always left me feeling cleaner in the morning. I had fallen asleep and not woken up, so I never had the opportunity.

		The hot water from the shower felt amazing on my skin. Usually I was the last one up, what with not having a day job that forced me to get up early. Those late mornings carried over into the weekends, meaning I was usually the last person awake. Both Hannah and Palmer had standard jobs to get to, working Monday through Friday. They got to sleep in on the weekends, but they had already found themselves naturally waking up earlier on the weekends, more closely matching their weekday schedule.

		This time, however, I was the first one up, having fallen asleep far earlier than was my norm. That meant I had all the hot water I could want. I could only smile as the needle-like spray bounced off my skin. I wasn’t sure if it was the hot water or something else, but I could feel my arousal building. The heat was building below my stomach, an ache forming between my legs. I didn’t know what had turned me on, but it quickly became evident that I would need to seek relief before I got started with my day.

		“Oh, that’s nice,” I moaned as my fingers worked away at my clit. Soon I had two fingers pushing into my pussy while my free hand roamed upwards to find my small breasts. My nipples were almost as hard as rock. And they were sensitive too. A tweak and a pull and my arousal skyrocketed.

		“Gotta cum,” I started to chant, repeating those words over and over again. I didn’t even realize I was saying them, but they were an accurate description of how I felt.

		I didn’t just want to cum, although I did. I needed to cum. There was nothing else I needed in that moment. All that mattered was my impending orgasm.

		When it finally did hit, I fell back against the glass wall of the shower, using its strength to hold me upright. My legs were close to giving out as a cascade of pleasure washed through me. I moaned loudly as my vision turned white. My fingers had driven me beyond what normally happened on the rare occasions when I masturbated. Normally I would let out a little squeak and that was it. It felt good, but it was nothing like this.

		This encompassed my entire body. Every fiber in my being shook with orgasmic energy. And if this was what my fingers could do, I could only begin to wonder what would happen if I had actual sex. My previous partners had been good, but this moment far surpassed every one of those previous encounters.

		Not that I was in any frame of mind to think about more sex. For the moment, my body was sated. I had my fun and now I was ready to finish getting myself cleaned up and dressed. To my shock, there was even still hot water flowing from the faucet.

		It didn’t take me long to finish cleaning up. And once out of the shower, I took little time in pulling on a t-shirt and a pair of shorts. I didn’t bother with a bra, although I normally would have. While I wasn’t large by any sense of the word, my breasts had always felt better encased in a bra. It was a security thing, as well as a modesty thing. I tended to have pointy nipples that showed through my tops if I wasn’t wearing a bra. Even then, it sometimes couldn’t be helped. Yet, for whatever reason, I looked at my bras in my dresser and I ignored them. It was as if there was a voice in my head telling me I didn’t need them. I had no idea why and if I was actually pressed on the matter, I would have denied the idea a voice in my head had told me to go braless.

		Not that it mattered. I wasn’t planning to go anywhere. I knew Hannah wouldn’t mind. I had seen her go braless many times and her breasts were bigger than mine. And I knew Palmer wouldn’t mind, what with him being a guy. I know it might be strange to add Palmer to the household mix as a roommate, but the three of us had been good friends since we met freshman year of college. We were like the three musketeers or the three amigos. Either way, Palmer had never shown any interest in us as romantic partners. He had an active sex life, probably the most active of the three of us, but living with two women had nothing to do with that.

		Anyway, I doubted Hannah or I were really Palmer’s type. Despite him being a nice guy, he had awful taste in women. Big breasts and small brains were the norm for him. He seemed to have a thing for blondes, which neither Hannah nor I were, but I had seen him with women hanging on his arm with the full spectrum of hair colors. I had even seen him with a woman who had bright pink hair, obviously dyed.

		Not that I worried about Palmer’s taste in women. He knew what he liked and the women he liked seemed to like him in return, although nothing had stuck past more than a couple weeks, it seemed. His bedroom had a bit of a revolving door that way.

		After getting dressed, I plunked my old college laptop down on the dining room table and set out a paper notebook and a pen to take notes on as I worked. I figured I could have most of the data I needed in an hour or two. After that, I would begin crafting my interview answers, bending Hannah’s ear if I needed a second opinion. She had landed a job in human resources at a big company. It wasn’t what she wanted to do long term, but it was a good way to get her foot in the door. Even though she was only two months into her job, she was already on several hiring committees. Her experience could be invaluable when it came to crafting my answers. She had already offered her help whenever I needed it.

		However, despite my best intentions, I couldn’t seem to get settled. After getting nowhere for what felt like hours, although looking at the clock it had only been about 20 minutes, I decided I needed a change of scenery. I moved from the dining room table to the couch in the living room. Usually this was not a good place to work, since Palmer was often playing video games when he wasn’t bedding some bimbo. And when Palmer wasn’t gaming it up, Hannah was often watching documentaries. Her entire Netflix account had documentaries queued up in her to watch list.

		But likewise with the hot water, my being up meant neither of them had yet to set claim to the living room. Obviously, I would need to move if either of them wanted to watch something or play a game, but I figured this would be a good way to at least break my routine and get some work done.

		“What is wrong with me?” I asked, chastising myself after another 20 minutes with no progress. I found myself staring at the home page of Harper & Sons, with no engagement with the words written on the page. I hadn’t even made it off the home page. I planned to look at every page publicly available, but I hadn’t even gotten that far.

		“Having trouble?” Palmer asked as he walked through the living room toward the kitchen. He scratched the back of his head and yawned as he walked through the house in his pajamas. We were all pretty familiar with each other and had no qualms about seeing each other in sleepwear or even our underwear.

		“I’m trying to research this company I’m interviewing with on Monday,” I started to explain.

		Palmer let out a belch, interrupting me. “Sorry,” he added. “Go on.”

		“Yeah, so I’ve got this job interview on Monday and I’m trying to research the company.”

		“That’s smart,” Palmer agreed.

		“Yes, but I can’t seem to concentrate on it. Every time I do, I just kind of zone out.”

		“You had any coffee?”

		“You know I don’t drink that stuff,” I said.

		“Maybe you should start. A jolt of caffeine might be just what you need to jump start the old brain box of yours.”

		I didn’t say anything right away, letting his words sink in. I wasn’t having any luck, so maybe he was right. Maybe, as much as I disliked coffee and the idea of becoming addicted to caffeine, it might be helpful in my current situation.

		“You want me to make you a cup?” Palmer asked.

		“Sure, I’ll try some I guess. It can’t hurt, can it?”

		“That’s the spirit,” he said with a sleepy smile. “Just give me a moment and I’ll have a nice hot cup of coffee for you. And I’ll make sure to add plenty of milk and sugar, since I know you aren’t a coffee drinker usually.”

		“Thanks,” I said. “Who knows, maybe I’ll actually like it this time around.”

		I didn’t.

		It wasn’t Palmer’s fault. I was sure he made good coffee. I just didn’t like the taste. Coffee flavoring had never tasted good to me. Even with the milk and sugar, it was no use. I drank it down, but the face I made as I did so just made Palmer laugh.

		However, the caffeine didn’t take long to kick in. And once it did, it did absolutely nothing to help me focus. Instead, I became hyper aware of a growing wetness between my legs. After already succumbing to the need to masturbate in the shower, I was already getting horny again. Usually one orgasm was enough to last me at least a week. Here I was less than two hours removed from my last one, and I was already gearing up for a second one.

		“You feeling better?” Palmer asked.

		“Um, I’ll be back in a bit,” I said as I closed my laptop and set it on the coffee table. A moment later I was rushing up the stairs to my bedroom.

		“Did you do something to your hair?” Palmer asked as I took the stairs two at a time. I didn’t bother to answer him. I hadn’t, but I didn’t need to explain that to him. I was too focused on my personal needs to pay attention to something like my hair.

		This time, I didn’t just use my fingers. After all, I did have a dildo for just these kinds of needs. It had originally been a gag gift from Hannah. We had been freshman roommates and she had bought it for me to tide me over while I stayed in the dorms for spring break. I had nowhere else to go that year, so I was given permission to stay in the dorms. Since the campus basically emptied out for the school break, Hannah thought it clever of herself to buy me a dildo to keep me occupied.

		Not that I was seeing anyone at the time. I wasn’t sleeping with anyone at the time either. It was just her way of having a laugh, however, I had held onto it and used it on an as needed basis. This happened to be one of those times when I needed it.

		I pulled off my shorts and underwear and sat back on my bed. I pulled the dildo out of my bedside drawer and brought it close to my pussy lips. There were times when I needed a little extra lubrication, but this was not one of them. I could see my wetness on my pussy lips. I had rarely been this ready to accept something inside of me.

		“Oh yes,” I moaned as I pushed the dildo into my pussy. I felt a sense of relief from the action, but that relief was overshadowed by the spike in my arousal. Rather than feel better, I felt needier than ever.

		I knew exactly what I needed. I had been in this exact same position before. I let my head fall back and rest on the pillow behind me as my hands got to work.

		And before I knew it I was on the precipice. “Come on,” I pleaded with my body, begging to cum. I was so close. I could feel it. I felt as if my entire body had been filled with potential energy. It physically hurt to hold that energy in. I wanted to release it. I wanted to cum. But my body wouldn’t listen. Instead, I kept fucking myself with the dildo, doing everything I could to cum. I felt like I was a dam holding back a giant lake. The water kept getting higher and higher, putting more and more force on me. However, I seemed unable to break.

		Then it happened. I didn’t know what it was that sent me over the edge, but suddenly the dam broke and I was submerged in a torrential current of orgasmic energy. I screamed out as my body was rocked with the strongest orgasm of my life. This was unlike anything I had felt before. It was bigger. It was stronger. It left me completely exhausted, my head lulling to the side, my arms limp on the bed, my bent knees splayed out, putting my pussy on display if anyone had wanted to walk into my bedroom.

		I’m not sure if I lost consciousness or not, but I felt myself jolt upright, becoming aware for the first time post-climax. I looked around my bedroom. It was just as I had remembered it. The door was closed. No one had seen me, although I had a hard time believing neither of my roommates had heard me. I had been far too loud for that.

		Then I looked down at my body. It took me a moment to take in my appearance and decide that something had changed. It didn’t help that I was still wearing my t-shirt. It obscured my upper body, but even then, it was clear something was different.

		First and foremost, my breasts appeared bigger. I reached up and touched them through the fabric of my top. They were bigger and perkier. They were a little heavier too, although I hadn’t noticed that until I held them in my hands as if I was presenting them to someone. What was more, my waist appeared smaller. I would be the first to admit that I had put on a few pounds around my middle. I had been planning to join a gym once I got my employment figured out. I figured that would help me lose the pounds and inches around my waist, but now I was left questioning whether that was necessary.

		I climbed down off my bed and approached the full length mirror on the back of my bathroom door. I pulled off my t-shirt so I could get the full picture, discarding it on the floor. Yes, my breasts were bigger and my waist smaller. My butt seemed a little bigger too, but I couldn’t really confirm that. I didn’t spend much time looking at my butt. Then there was my hair. At the very least, it seemed longer. But it also seemed lighter. I had always had light brown hair, having grown up as a blonde, but letting it darken naturally. It was not until my sophomore year of college when I finally gave up calling myself a blonde. It had darkened to the color it had been yesterday. However, now it was like those years had disappeared, as my hair had returned to the darkest of blonde colors.

		“Wow,” I said, surprised by the changes I saw in myself. Whatever had happened to me was strange, but not unwelcome. For the first time in a long time, I actually felt good about my body. It was something I had always been embarrassed about. Now, I was wondering if what I saw could make me embarrassed.

		But as I stood there looking at my improved body, I was faced with another realization. I did have something to be embarrassed about, but it was not my body, it was my wardrobe. I looked down at my discarded t-shirt with disdain. Why had I ever worn such clothes? They did nothing to highlight my figure, which was better than ever. Here I was without a job or a boyfriend and I somehow expected either of those things to change when wearing such dowdy clothes. I should have known better.

		My interest in gaining a boyfriend was new, but I didn’t pay it any attention. The fact was, I knew I was lacking and there was only one way to fix the issue.

		“You know what I need?” I asked my reflection. “I need to go shopping.”
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		Finding something to go out in proved difficult. The shorts and t-shirt I had worn to start my day no longer held any appeal. And there was no doubt the bras I owned would no longer fit me.

		“Why were you such a loser?” I asked myself as I raided my closet, looking for anything that I felt comfortable wearing. I really had no idea what I was thinking before. The only reason half my clothes even hoped of fitting my improved body was because they were baggy. They were baggy when I bought them and they were still baggy now. It was as if I had never heard of a v-neck or scoop-neck top. How was I supposed to show off my bigger breasts without showing a little cleavage?

		Finally, at the very back of my closet, I found something that I could stand to wear. It wasn’t ideal, but nothing in my closet fit ideal. The dress in question had been worn for a friend’s wedding, when I was required to be a part of the bridal party. At the time, the entire experience had been a pain. I wasn’t even that close of friends with Mary. But after being asked, I couldn’t think of a way to back out.

		Looking back on the experience, I should have had more fun. I got to wear a pretty dress and stand up in front of a bunch of people. To be honest, I had no idea how I didn’t get dragged off by one of the groomsmen to get fucked in a coat closet or something like that. Those guys were pretty hot.

		I shook my head to try and clear it of my fantasy. I had already cum twice and I could already feel my arousal beginning to build again. It wasn’t that I didn’t like cumming, but I felt out of control. It was much easier to focus on what I could control, which was going out and shopping.

		The dress I had decided to wear was not a normal bridesmaid dress. It didn’t flow down to my ankles, instead ending at my knees. It was belted around the waist, which I loved and it also had a neckline low enough to actually show off some of my newfound cleavage. It looked good on my improved frame, but it also looked off. To put it plainly, it would need tailoring to look how I wanted it to, but there simply wasn’t time for that.

		After slipping on the dress and taking a few minutes to arrange it properly, I started searching for appropriate footwear. Wearing a dress meant I needed to wear high heels. That was a requirement. To be honest, there were few outfits I could imagine me wearing that would not look best with high heels. And yet, as I dug around the floor of my closet, looking for the right pair of shoes, I realized I didn’t own any heels.

		I slapped my forehead with the palm of my hand, cursing my stupidity and lack of fashion sense. How could I have been so dumb as to not own any heels? It now seemed unconscionable. There were reasons for wearing heels. They improved the shape of the leg. They made the butt more prominent. They forced the hips to sway when walking. And they could look sexy as hell. What had I been thinking? I did not understand my previous arguments against heels. I vaguely remembered having this argument with Palmer, talking about heels being created by the patriarchy or some bullshit like that. I didn’t care about the patriarchy. I cared about looking my best.

		I remembered back to the wedding and steadfastly refusing to wear heels. And it wasn’t like I was an overly tall woman. I was about average height. With all the other women wearing heels, they practically towered over me. I must have looked like an idiot. Then again, it wasn’t like I was close friends with Mary anymore. After she got married, she got caught up in the life of a wife and mother. Being a young parent makes it hard to stay friends with college students.

		With no chance at heels, I selected the next best thing: sandals. They were reasonably fashionable, although they lacked a heel. I was pretty sure they had been a gift from someone with more fashion sense than I previously had. I was thankful I had chucked them into the back of my closet and not thrown them out. Otherwise, I was really going to be hurting for footwear.

		Once I was dressed, it took another half hour before I was ready to leave the house. Doing hair and makeup took longer than it ever had for me before. Then again, I didn’t have a lot to work with. That was something else I would need to shop for. No wonder no one wanted to hire me. I didn’t even know how to doll myself up for job interviews. I could only shake my head at how stupid I had been. Luckily, I had the means to fix all that. In addition to shopping for a new wardrobe, I would also be shopping for a new makeup collection.

		Palmer was nowhere to be seen when I returned downstairs. Hannah, however, was up and watching one of her documentaries. I used to join her sometimes, but now the idea of sitting in front of the television and watching something about the history of someone who lived ages ago gave me a headache.

		“Wow, what are you all dressed up for?” Hannah asked when she saw me. I could tell she was impressed with my outfit, such as it was.

		“I’m headed out for some job interview clothes shopping,” I said. “Want to join me?”

		Hannah’s expression, which already showed a bit of confusion based on my outfit turned to complete confusion. “You shopping? I can’t believe it.”

		“But do you want to come?” I asked, pressing the point. It wasn’t hard. If Hannah ever asked me to go shopping my first answer would be a resounding yes. I would need no time to think about it. Shopping was always a yes.

		“Um, maybe next time,” Hannah finally said. “I’ve been waiting all week to watch this docuseries. Palmer left to go camping with a buddy, so I have access to the tv uninterrupted.”

		“Your loss,” I said haughtily, annoyed that Hannah would turn her back on a chance to go shopping. Then again, I shouldn’t have been surprised. I knew my desires had shifted, but Hannah was still the same woman I had always known her to be. And she loved her documentaries. “I’ll see you later,” I added with a smile.

		However, it seemed that Hannah had already returned her attention to the television and she missed everything I said. It didn’t matter. I walked out of the house and got into my car.

		There was one advantage to not wearing heels as I drove to the mall. My car had a manual transmission. I could have managed driving an automatic with heels on, but I doubted I could have done that with my manual. It was an old car too, making me almost embarrassed to be seen climbing out of it when I reached the mall. Thankfully, the parking lot was not very full. It was still relatively early and many of the regular weekend mall visitors would not arrive for another couple hours. I doubted I would be done shopping by then, but I was also sure I would be feeling a lot better after a few hours of retail therapy.

		My first stop was a makeup boutique. I never would have stepped foot inside the small store before, but now I knew this was the best place for makeup. The department stores would have sufficed before, but I knew a small boutique would be able to cater to my needs better.

		I spent an hour working with the women at the boutique. We went through an array of cosmetic choices, finally deciding on a collection of products that would look great on me, especially if I decided to go lighter with my hair.

		I also bought enough lipstick, lip gloss, and nail polish to make it so I could wear a different color everyday and not repeat for nearly a month. The bill was bigger than anything I had ever spent before, but it was worth it. And the fact was, I could afford it.

		Next came shopping for clothes. I had already taken a load of shopping bags out to my car before I even reached the point where I was shopping for clothes. And unlike my cosmetics shopping, there was no one-stop-shop for what I needed. I went from store to store, both small and large, so that I could get everything that I needed to remain fashionable for the next few months. With trends changing frequently, this would not be my last big shopping haul.

		First up was a lingerie boutique. I didn’t bother with bras even though my breasts were now big enough to bounce and jiggle when I walked. I didn’t mind, but I also had a feeling that whatever had made my breasts grow wasn’t done yet. If I ever did decide to buy bras again, I wanted to make sure I had seen any changes for a while.

		But bra shopping was the only aspect I put on hold. I felt fully comfortable shopping for everything else. I practically cleared out the shop in panties that fit me, especially when it came to thongs and g-strings. Full-cut panties no longer interested me, even though that was what I had always worn before. I really don’t know what I had been thinking. I used to be so stupid when it came to fashion. I really didn’t understand.

		In addition to panties, I found other fun lingerie items to buy. Stockings of all sorts, multiple styles and colors, made it into my basket. Some could stay up on their own. Others required a garter belt. The body stockings were nice too, as were several other pieces that were more wisps of lace than anything else. All of it looked stunning on my improved body.

		After loading up on lingerie, including changing into a new thong I had bought to replace the ghastly pair of panties I had arrived at the mall wearing, I started buying proper outfits. I bought dresses, lots of them, some more along the lines of sun dresses, others clearly designed for club wear. I also bought skirts and tops, all of them designed to highlight my body, sometimes even presenting it to the people who saw me.

		I also bought a few pairs of pants, but I knew those would be for days when it was colder, not for the current summer weather. The difference between those pants, however, and every other pair I had worn before was in their tightness and their specific design of showing off my body. The leather pants were probably my favorite, although the way they hugged my body, they were closer to leggings than regular pants. I looked amazing in them.

		With the next month or two of outfits purchased, I moved on to shoes. I couldn’t stop myself from buying pair after pair. If they had a high heel and if they went with one of the outfits I had just purchased, I bought them. I quickly lost count of the number of pairs, but I was certain that if I tried to count them, I would run out of fingers and toes before I ran out of pairs of heels.

		My credit cards were practically on fire, but I knew I could afford all this. I wasn’t concerned about money. And once I was working, I knew it would be even better and I could make regular shopping trips, although maybe not quite so expansive and expensive.

		When I walked out of the mall several hours after I first entered, I looked like an entirely different person. My cork wedge sandals clipped and clopped on the ground with each step. With the thick platform sole, I couldn’t walk very fast, but I didn’t mind. That just meant people, especially guys, got more time to look at me. As I moved from store to store inside the mall, I could sense all the different men staring at me. It didn’t even matter if they were there with their girlfriends. They simply couldn’t help themselves.

		I left my legs bare under a pink circle skirt that barely reached the tops of my thighs. I knew that if I turned or moved suddenly, I would probably end up exposing my pink lace thong. I was afraid I had already soaked through it, my arousal continuing to build throughout my time shopping.

		I considered going off to the bathroom to quietly masturbate, but I was too caught up in the act of shopping to take a break like that. Besides, I knew there would be time for some personal time when I returned home.

		The top I wore along with the skirt was a white cropped short sleeve top. It nearly reached the top of my skirt in the back, but it completely failed that in front, leaving my belly-button bare. Since I now had a flat belly, I figured I might as well enjoy showing it off. There weren’t that many women who could do that. I prided myself on being one of them now.

		In this case, my chosen top did not show off my breasts. I wasn’t even showing any cleavage. However, the way the front of my top hung away from my midriff as I stood up signaled the size of what sat underneath. Anyway, I now had multiple tops that showed cleavage, so I wasn’t worried about that. This just felt like a nice day out shopping kind of outfit.

		By the time I arrived home, it was already late afternoon. It took me multiple trips to carry all of my new purchases up to my room. Hannah heard me arrive, but she barely looked up from the television. Her eyes were glued to whatever documentary she was currently watching.

		It then took me nearly an hour to pack everything away. After all, not only did I need to hang up all my new clothes and stock my vanity properly, but I also needed to toss everything I wouldn’t be wearing or using anymore. All those ghastly sweatshirts and baggy denim pants needed to go. I didn’t want to wear them again.

		I was almost tempted to just throw it all out. I really didn’t want to see another woman wearing them. I felt the need to share my newfound fashion sense with others and not let them make the same mistakes I once did. However, despite that desire, I really couldn’t see myself wasting all my old clothes entirely. I still cared about the environment and all that. So rather than throw everything away, I bagged it up with the idea that I’d let Hannah have what she wanted before I donated the rest to charity. That seemed like the more responsible thing to do.

		When I finally finished, I began to think about how I wanted to spend the rest of my day. I had no interest in studying for my interview. I felt like there was a mental block in my mind preventing me from thinking about it. As soon as my thoughts moved toward the interview, my brain would suddenly find itself occupied by something else. And if that something else was bright, shiny, or in some way pretty, it was a foregone conclusion that I would choose the distraction over the interview.

		“I know, I can go clubbing,” I said to myself. It was as if a light bulb had gone off in my head. My face brightened and a big smile broke out on my face. I could just imagine me wearing one of my new dresses shaking my ass out on the dance floor. All around me were a flock of men. They were like a moth to a flame, coming nearer, hoping to score with the blonde beauty that was me. I didn’t know who in my fantasy was going to win, but I knew the winner was going to get lucky. I was just too horny to say no to the right man.

		It didn’t take me long to pick out the dress I wanted to wear. It was of course one of my new ones. None of my old clothes had been salvageable, especially for a night out on the town. The little black dress I had chosen was covered in black sequins that reflected the light. It was mostly backless and the low neckline of the halter style dress meant my breasts would be well displayed. So too would my ass, because the bottom of the dress was both tight and short. I doubted I would be able to wear panties with it, but that was okay. They would only get in the way as the night unfolded.

		“Ooh, I should ask Hannah if she wants to come,” I said just before I started to change clothes.

		I hurried downstairs, which wasn’t all that fast as I was still wearing my wedge heeled sandals. Hannah was where I expected to find her, sitting on the couch, watching her documentary still.

		“Hannah,” I said quietly, wanting her attention, but not so much that she couldn’t also watch the television.

		Hannah turned to look at me and her jaw nearly hit the floor.

		“Bella, is that you?” Hannah said as she turned off the television.

		“Of course it’s me,” I said, wondering how Hannah could be so stupid sometimes. For all the documentaries she watched, she could be so silly.

		“Wow, I didn’t realize what you meant when you said you were going shopping,” she said, still surprised by my appearance. “I mean, you look great, but so different.”

		I giggled. I could not remember the last time I had giggled. It had to have been years, maybe even longer. Regardless of how long it had been since I last giggled, I decided I liked it. I giggled again for good measure, enjoying how it felt like bubbles were popping in my head as well as how it made my unrestrained breast jiggle.

		“Thanks,” I said. “I was wondering if you want to go clubbing with me tonight. I bought this new sexy dress and I wanted to go out and see how much the guys like it.”

		I wasn’t sure if it was the giggling or if Hannah could not understand what I had just said, but she simply stared at me like I had been speaking a foreign language.

		“Hello,” I said. “Earth to Hannah. Are you in there?”

		I very nearly started knocking on the side of Hannah’s head, but she seemed to shake herself out of her shock and began to process my words.

		“You want to go clubbing because you got a dress and want to see how the guys like you in it?” Hannah asked.

		“I think that’s what I said, wasn’t it?” I said. “So do you want to come? I bet it will be a lot of fun.”

		“No,” Hannah said. “I don’t want to go clubbing. Are you on drugs or something? Is that why you’re acting strange? Because if you are, I either want to know what so you can share or I want you to stop taking them and not leave the house until you’re sober again.”

		I scoffed at Hannah’s suggestion that I might be on drugs. “Now you’re just being silly.”

		However, I was not going to take no for an answer. I wanted Hannah to join me at the club. But more importantly, I wanted Hannah.

		I stepped toward Hannah and slid down onto the couch. I made no secret of what I was doing. Before either of us knew it, I was sitting beside my best friend, my hand running up her arm onto her shoulder.

		“What are you doing?” Hannah asked as I moved in closer. I could feel the heat of her body on my skin. We were only inches apart.

		“Shh,” I said as I pushed Hannah back. She gave no resistance as I moved atop her.

		And then I leaned down and I did something I had never done before. I kissed a girl. My lips met hers, but that rather than revulsion, there was only desire. A moment later we were kissing properly, our tongues darting in and out of each other’s mouths, performing a sensual dance that left us both overheated in arousal.

		“I’ve never been with a girl before,” Hannah said, her fight or flight instinct kicking in.

		“Neither have I,” I countered as I pressed my advantage.

		A moment later and Hannah was willingly kissing me back, her hands pulling me toward her. We tumbled down, Hannah falling onto her back and pulling me down on top of her. I reached up and took hold of her right breast. I squeezed. I was gentle at first, but as our making out grew more feverish, I became more aggressive, groping both her breasts, squeezing harder, pinching and twisting her nipples.

		“Fuck,” Hannah moaned in one of the few moments when we came up for air.

		“Yes,” I said. “Let’s fuck.”

		Hannah’s eyes shot open. I had pressed her too hard and pushed her too far.

		“We shouldn’t,” Hannah said.

		“It’ll be fun,” I countered.

		“But—“

		“Shh,” I said, putting a finger to her lips. “No more talking. You want this. I can feel it.”

		At that moment I reached down with my free hand and slid my hand under the waistband of her shorts. I could feel her wetness soaking through her panties. She wanted this as much as I did. She was horny. I was horny. It only made sense to give into the moment, to give into our carnal desires. It made sense to fuck.

		“Oh god,” Hannah moaned as my fingers lightly strummed her clit.

		“You still want me to stop?” I asked, already knowing the answer.

		“Um,” Hannah started to say. I could see the fight in her eyes, but I knew what would win out in the end. “Uh, no. Don’t stop. Whatever you do, don’t stop.”

		After that, it was easy. We started kissing again. My hand stayed inside her shorts, continuing to encourage her. It wasn’t that Hannah was sexually inexperienced. She was more experienced than I was. It was that she was still shy about it. And the fact she had never been with a woman before meant she was even more shy about the two of us becoming so intimately involved.

		However, the resistance had been broken. It was not long before we began to undress each other. When Hannah’s top came off, I took the opportunity to kiss my way down her body, starting at her lips, moving down across her chin and down her neck. I then took a moment to give her short kisses along her collarbone before I moved south.

		I paid special attention to Hannah’s breasts. I kissed them, licked them, and I even lightly bit her nipples. The latter made her squeal so hard I nearly thought she was going to wet herself.

		By the time I reached Hannah’s honeypot, we were both nude. I took a few tentative licks, tasting her wetness for the first time. I couldn’t place the taste, but her juices were sweet, just like her.

		But it wasn’t enough for just me to lick pussy. Hannah was soon in the game as well. I needed far less foreplay to get my motor going. As far as I was concerned, I was ready from the moment our lips first touched. We positioned each other on the couch, Hannah on the bottom and me on top. She had such a cute little pussy. I couldn’t help but want to compliment it as I dove in with my tongue.

		Hannah did the same to me from below. Her tongue on my clit and along the outside of my pussy lips was enough to drive me insane with pleasure. Yet, despite the overwhelming sensations I received, I made sure not to slack off in my own efforts.

		I could only imagine what Palmer would have thought if he saw the two of us going at it on the couch if he walked in. He probably would have made some witty comment about us waiting for him to leave to get it on. Luckily, he wasn’t expected home anytime soon, meaning Hannah and I could take our time. Not that I needed much time before I was ready to cum.

		As it turned out, Hannah didn’t need much time either. After only a few minutes I could feel the telltale signs of my own approaching climax. I did my best to hold on as long as I could, but suddenly I was cumming, unable to hold back as I was overwhelmed by a tsunami-like wall of pleasure crashing down onto me.

		Little did I realize that Hannah was cumming too. Her arms let go of their hold on my ass. They flailed about, her body unable to control them while under the onslaught of pleasure.

		As our orgasms subsided, we managed to roll off the couch in coordinated fashion and somehow end up once again in each other’s arms. The kisses continued, but this time they were slower, deeper, more sensual. I could taste my juices on her lips, much as I assumed she could do the same with me.

		When we finally finished, Hannah looked well and truly fucked. She had a broad smile on her face, a dopey grin that told me everything I needed to know about how much she just enjoyed our coupling. I had enjoyed it too, but it was more than that. As I looked down at my bare cleavage, I could see that my breasts were bigger. For some reason, that made me smile.

		“How about now?” I said after I finally regained my original train of thought before I began to seduce my roommate. “Care to try out a club or two? I bet it would be fun. I’m sure you could score a date out of it, if you wanted.”

		I could tell that Hannah was considering my offer. However, she did not have the same needs that I did. That much was clear. Despite just having cum again, my third time of the day if I was counting correctly, I was all ready to go again. But as much fun as it was to have sex with Hannah, there was something she simply could not adequately give me. She could not fill me the way a real cock could. That was what I really needed and that was my reasoning for going clubbing. It wasn’t just about scoring a date later, but scoring a man now who could finish fucking my brains out.

		“I think I’m good,” Hannah finally said. “That was fun and all, but I think I need some time alone. You go. I’m sure you’ll have lots of fun.”

		It was decided with that. I would be going out to a club, but I would be flying solo. There would be no wing woman for me. It was just going to be me, my sexy dress, and my even sexier boobs. What could go wrong?
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		After picking out my dress, I only needed to redo my makeup before heading out. I didn’t even spend that much time appraising my growth spurt I seemed to have attained since returning from shopping. My breasts were bigger. My hair was lighter and longer. My butt was bigger. My waist was smaller. It was all good.

		I might have taken more time to take stock of how my body had changed, but my ride share had arrived. I hurried out of the house, wearing nothing but my black sequined dress and a pair of black platform high heels. These were even taller than the wedge sandals I had been wearing before, slowing my stride down more, but also increasing the swing and sway of my hips. My driver certainly seemed to appreciate it. His eyes never left my hips as he held open the door for me.

		“Headed out for the night?” the driver asked as soon as we were both situated in his car. According to the app, his name was Justin. He looked reasonably attractive. And given my newfound sexual proclivities, I was actually licking my lips at the thought of sucking his cock. I wondered what kind of discount I could get for a blowjob. Too bad all the money in paying him was handled by the app. I was certain I could get a big chunk of that money off if it were a cash business.

		“Yeah,” I said as we pulled away from the curb. “I spent all day shopping and now it’s time to celebrate.”

		“What’s the occasion?” Justin asked.

		“Um, I went shopping,” I answered, unable to understand his question. What more reason did I need to spend a night out on the town? I had bought a bunch of cute and sexy outfits and I wanted to wear them out. It wasn’t that difficult of a concept to grasp, at least not for me.

		“You look fantastic,” Justin said in response.

		“Thanks,” I said with a smile before I pulled out my compact and checked my makeup for the fifth time since applying it.

		We didn’t talk much more after that, but I could tell that Justin was watching me in the rearview mirror. He kept his eyes primarily on the road, but his gaze kept darting up to get a good look at me.

		I took a moment to adjust my dress, making sure my boobs gave him something to look at. I pulled my shoulder back, pushing my chest out for added effect.

		The drive downtown wasn’t a long one. In about 15 minutes Justin pulled up alongside the curb in front of the Lucky Seven. It was the hottest club in town and I figured it would make for a good test of just how good I looked in my new dress. And given the kinds of guys the club attracted, I was certain to have a good selection if all went well.

		Justin got out and ran around the car to open my door for me. He then gave me his hand to help me out of the car. I had to be careful, because I didn’t want to flash the line of people waiting to get in. After all, I wasn’t wearing any underwear. I fully planned for someone to see my pussy tonight, but I didn’t need everyone in line to see it.

		“Thanks for the ride, Justin,” I cooed once I was standing. I pushed myself up onto my tiptoes and gave Justin a kiss on the cheek. At the same time, I reached down and gave his cock a little squeeze. “Maybe you can give me a different kind of ride sometime.”

		“Absolutely, anytime,” Justin said as I turned and walked toward the club entrance.

		Even from outside, I could hear the booming bass from inside. I already could feel the music fill me up, making me want to dance. But those moves would have to come once I was inside.

		I had never actually tried to go clubbing before. It had never been something I was interested in. Now, however, it was a different story. This was how I wanted to spend my nights. I wanted to drink and dance and find hot guys to take me home with them for some extracurricular fun. That was all that was on my mind as I approached the bouncer.

		“Hey, baby,” I said as if I knew the bouncer. I didn’t. I had never seen him before. He was a big black man that towered over me with arms bigger than my thighs.

		The bouncer gave me a look up and down and then opened the velvet rope, letting me cut in line. I felt bad for all those people stuck in line to get in, knowing it was my looks that got me in ahead of them, but I couldn’t help be the person I was. I certainly wasn’t about to stand around outside all night for the smallest of hopes that I would make it in before the club closed for the night. It was a shitty system for many, but not for me.

		As soon as I stepped inside the club, the music amplified in my ears and chest by a factor of 10. I couldn’t help but start to shimmy and shake a little as I made my way toward the bar. I needed a drink to get my night started. After that, the real fun could begin.

		It turned out I didn’t actually need to pay for my drink. A handsome man who happened to be standing nearby when I ordered my cranberry vodka offered to pay for it. I certainly wasn’t going to turn down the offer of a free drink.

		With the drink paid for, I took a tentative sip. The alcohol hit me with a rush, almost making me cough. It was strong, but that was fine by me. I didn’t mind getting a little buzzed. I was at the club to have fun and find a guy who wanted to fuck me. It was a basic plan and getting drunk did not hurt anything.

		“Thanks for the drink,” I said to the man. He wore a proper suit, although without a tie. His white shirt opened to reveal a muscled chest and tufts of hair. There was something about him that reeked of money, which would see no complaint from me, assuming he could back up the show of wealth with some personality.

		“Care to join me at a booth?” the man asked, having to shout over the sound of the music.

		I didn’t try and scream back. Instead, I motioned for him to lead the way.

		We snaked through the crown, just circumventing the dance floor, moving toward the back of the club where there were various alcoves and other more private spaces, away from the bustle and noise of the dance floor.

		The man chose a booth, possibly the quietest spot in the whole club, and motioned for me to join him.

		“My name’s Michael,” the man said.

		“Bella,” I countered as I sat down beside him. The semi-circular booth featured a low table in front of us to set our drinks.

		“So, what brings you out on this fine night?” Michael asked.

		I couldn’t help but smile. Michael was quite handsome. I could already feel a building attraction toward him. I was definitely looking forward to the potential of how this night was going.

		“I just wanted a night of drinking and dancing,” I answered. “I went shopping earlier today and bought this dress. Do you like it?”

		“You would look ravishing with or without the dress, but I must say, you look fantastic tonight.”

		“Stop,” I said, my face turning red. “You’re making me blush.”

		“I only tell the truth.”

		“Well, if we’re telling the truth, you look pretty good, yourself,” I said. I had probably had half my cocktail and I could already feel the early effects of the alcohol.

		“This?” Michael said. “I just threw this on. I’m in town on business and figured I should check out the local scene. You come here often?”

		“It’s my first time,” I answered. “But if this night turns out how I think it will, it won’t be my last.”

		I couldn’t help but lead Michael on. The more he spoke, the more I wanted him to pick me up, turn me over, and fuck me from behind. My dress was short enough it probably wouldn’t get in the way. It would easily flip up over my ass. I was horny and as long as I got to dance a little bit, I would gladly leave with Michael or just have him take me somewhere in the club and fuck me there. It didn’t really matter which.

		“To firsts,” Michael said, holding his glass up in a toast.

		“To firsts,” I repeated, clinking my glass against his. However, rather than just take another sip, I downed the rest of my drink.

		“Whoa, easy there,” Michael started to say.

		“I like you,” I said. “Let’s dance.”

		This time it was me leading the way. I took Michael’s hand and pulled him toward the dance floor. We had talked enough. Now it was time to see if he could match his good looks and smooth talking with moves on the dance floor.

		I didn’t have much experience with dancing. I had tried taking lessons once in college, but it had been like I had two left feet then. Now, it was a different story. Quite simply, I found it easier to just turn my brain off, stop thinking about what I was doing, and just move to the beat. And if Michael was there, I was going to just let him lead. As the man, that was his job.

		As it turned out, that was the trick to success. I didn’t worry about my lack of experience and past clumsiness. I just jumped onto the dance floor and started shaking my ass, quite literally at times. Michael came up behind me and I took a moment to grind my ass into him. I could feel his cock hardening as he danced behind me. I knew he liked me.

		We danced for what felt like hours, although I was sure it wasn’t even close. I lost all track of time as we had our fun. The alcohol from my drink hit me full force after a few minutes and I rode that wave the rest of the night, taking the occasional break to do a shot with Michael. I went head to head with him, shot for shot. Yes, I was the drunk one, but I was having fun and so was he.

		The club was still rocking when we finally headed out. I leaned on Michael’s strong frame, unable to walk without assistance. Outside, the cool night air helped to sober me up a little, but I didn’t let go of Michael. I wanted to feel his warmth and strength pressed up against me, keeping me warm and safe.

		“My hotel is only a couple blocks from here,” Michael said, his voice sounding even better now that we were outside the club and he didn’t have to shout to be heard.

		“Fun,” I said, the best indication I could give that yes, I wanted to go back to his hotel room.

		We walked along, the city lights flashing in front of my eyes. It was a busy night with a lot of people out on the street, all of them enjoying themselves, just like me. A car drove by us and honked. I turned and pulled down my dress to flash the car my tits. In the moment it seemed like the right thing to do.

		Michael played the gentleman. He turned me around and helped me put my boobs back in my dress. He didn’t scold me though. Then again, as he helped me, he also copped a feel. I could only smile at that.

		“Are you going to fuck me?” I asked. “Because I want you to fuck me. I want you to stick your big cock in my tight pussy. Did you know I can’t remember the last time I fucked a guy? Isn’t that just sad? So you better fuck me real good, because I want to remember it, because you’re hot.”

		“We might need you to sober up a bit, but I was hoping that was how the night would end,” Michael said. “You’re a sexy woman. I would be honored to give you a night that you remember.”

		When we reached the hotel, Michael whisked me up to his room. It was on the top floor. It wasn’t the penthouse, but it was a sizable two-room suite with a fireplace and a full bar.

		Michael sat me down on the couch in front of the fireplace and then flicked the switch to turn it on. He then joined me on the couch, sitting beside me.

		I pushed my body up against his, my free hand reaching into his lap to find his hard cock hiding in his pants.

		I was about to beg him to fuck me when Michael bent down and kissed me. I melted into his kiss, responding with all of my passions. This was what I had wanted. This was what I had needed. Playing with Hannah had been fun, but I had needed a real man to take me.

		Both of us were ready. We didn’t need the foreplay, but Michael took his time. He kissed along my jaw. He kissed across my collarbone. Each kiss drove my arousal higher and higher.

		“Please,” I begged. With every passing second, my need for him to fuck me grew and grew. How was I supposed to respond? I already felt like putty in his hands. He could mold me as he wished. I would do anything he asked of me if it only meant he would finally fuck me.

		“My, you are a needy little slut,” Michael said. “I like that.”

		“I’m whatever you want me to be,” I said. “I just need you to fuck me.”

		“All in good time,” Michael said with a chuckle. “All in good time. But I’m curious. Can the needy slut think as well as she fucks? Let’s start with something simple. Who was the first president of the United States?”

		“What?” I said, surprised by the sudden turn of events. This wasn’t what I had expected at all. I just wanted to fuck, not answer history questions. “Come on, Michael. Just fuck me. You know you want to.”

		“I do want to,” Michael said. “I want nothing more. But first, I want you to answer a few questions, just so I can get a better feel for the type of woman you are. So again, who was the first president of the United States?”

		I really did not want to think about all this. I was too turned on to care about presidents. But if my only chance at Michael’s cock was to answer a few dumb questions, I would do what I needed.

		“Um,” I said, trying to think. Somehow I knew this question should be easy. It should have been automatic for me to respond. Instead, I was nearly flummoxed by it. My thoughts felt struggled to coalesce, fighting to swim upstream in a river of arousal. I was far too turned on to be thinking about history. But knowing my reward drove me to focus.

		“You sure you know the answer?” Michael asked as my pause to think extended beyond a time that was reasonable.

		“Washington,” I suddenly blurted out, remembering the first president. However, it was not because I actually remembered my history, but I remembered him being the first president in the musical Hamilton.

		“Very good,” Michael said. “I was beginning to think you were a bimbo. The jury is still out on that, however. I have two more questions for you before I fuck you.”

		“What’s next?” I asked. I didn’t want to know, but I had already resigned myself to this course of action. I could only hope the next questions were easier.

		“According to Newton’s Third Law, for every action there is what?” Michael asked.

		Newton? He was that scientist guy, right? I couldn’t seem to remember. Science was never my strongest subject. But if Newton had laws, maybe he wasn’t a scientist. Maybe he was a lawyer or someone who made laws. The last part about actions sounded familiar. I felt like I should know it, but there was no way I was going to be able to figure it out before Michael’s hard-on subsided.

		I shook my head. “I don’t know.”

		“That’s all right, my dear,” Michael said. “These questions have no bearing on what comes next.”

		“What do you mean?” I asked, feeling more confused than ever.

		“I’m still going to fuck you.”

		“Oh goodie,” I said, my mood elevating. Knowing my answers didn’t actually matter was a huge relief.

		“Your last question is simple enough,” Michael said. “What is the airspeed velocity of an unladen swallow?”

		“You want me to swallow?” I asked. “I can swallow.”

		My hands automatically went to Michael’s pants, wanting to free his cock. My mouth watered at the prospect of sucking on his cock. Yes, I would swallow. I would swallow all of his yummy cum. That was what I would do.

		“No, no, no,” Michael said, pushing my hands away.

		“But…” I said pouting. I didn’t understand.

		“I didn’t actually expect you to know any of those questions, but you got one out of three. You might be a bimbo, but you might just be a really horny slut.”

		“Or both,” I said without thinking.

		“Touché,” Michael said. “Now come here.”

		Michael wrapped me up close, kissing me hard again on the lips. I melted into his embrace, letting him take charge of the moment. I had passed the questions, whatever they were for. Now we could get down to the fun. I had never needed anything as much before as I needed his cock in my pussy at that moment. Yes, I would have gladly given him a blowjob, but it would have left me ultimately unsatisfied. I needed to get fucked. I needed to cum.

		“Please,” I begged again. We both knew what I meant.

		“I’ll decide when,” Michael responded. “For the moment, I am thoroughly enjoying the foreplay.”

		Michael took his time with me. His hands and his lips roamed across my body. Somehow, through it all, he slowly removed my dress. I was far too caught up in the erotic sensations to even notice. Nor did I notice when he removed his own clothes.

		However, the moment I saw Michael’s cock, I knew he was the right man for me. I knew all the teasing, all the questions, everything had been worth it. He was big and in a moment he would be pushing his long, thick cock into my wet and waiting pussy.

		Micheal laid me out on the plush carpet in front of the roaring fire. I was only vaguely aware that I was still wearing my heels. I could only smile at that. I always wanted to wear heels, even during sex.

		“Are you ready?” Michael asked.

		It was another question, but this one I knew the answer to.

		“Yes,” I moaned. “Please fuck me.”

		My eyes rolled up into the back of my head and I let out a ragged moan the moment Michael entered me. He took his time, thrusting his thick cock into my tight pussy, pushing in inch by inch.

		Already, I was in heaven. This had been what I wanted. This had been what I needed.

		“You are tight,” Michael commented as he bottomed out in me for the first time.

		I had never felt this full before. No dildo could compare to the real thing. For the first time in my life, I not only felt properly filled, but fulfilled as well. This was my highest purpose. And the best was still yet to come.

		It didn’t take long for Michael to begin fucking me in earnest. He thrust in and out of me, driving my arousal, driving my pleasure, higher and higher. I had never felt like this before.

		I could not control myself in the moment as Michael pistoned in and out of me in a steady rhythm. I could not feel my hands or arms, but they wrapped themselves around him, trying to pull him close, my nails scratching his back.

		My body knew what it needed and it responded in the moment. My mind, however, had all but shut down. All I could feel was pleasure. Every other sensation had been overwhelmed by that fact. I had become little more than a robotic fuck doll. My body responded on instinct, but my mind was useless to me.

		And yet, in the moment, I had a revelation. Clearly my body knew what it wanted and it knew how to get it. My mind, on the other hand, simply got in the way. Maybe I needed to stop thinking so much and just let my body take control. If it led to moments like this, who was I to complain?

		If there was any outward sign of the light bulb going off in my head, Michael showed no signs of noticing it. He was such a smart and strong man. I was more than glad that we had crossed paths.

		Time lost all meaning to me as Michael fucked me. It was a wondrous feeling as I went along for the ride. I never wanted it to end.

		But all rides must end eventually. The feeling of Michael’s cock twitching inside of me told me where we stood.

		“I’m about to cum,” Michael grunted.

		“Do it,” I said, my answer requiring no conscious thought. “Cum in my pussy.”

		A moment later, Michael roared as he buried himself inside me once more. His cock surged with his seed, quickly filling my pussy with his hot white cum. My orgasm came to match his, the pair of us cumming together. It was like a dam had broken. Suddenly I was buried under a torrent of orgasmic energy, striking every nerve with pleasure at once. I screamed out, unable to hold back, as every fiber of my being hummed with pleasure.

		There was no way I would have been able to stay conscious. It overwhelmed me, causing me to black out.

		When I opened my eyes again, I found Michael sitting beside me, still naked. He was gently playing with my hair. I looked up at him with a dopey smile, enjoying how the flickering firelight played off his muscled arms and chest. My brain felt like mush, but I didn’t mind in the slightest. I still basked in the afterglow of orgasm, a high that I never wanted to go away.

		“That was really something,” Michael said. “But your hair… I think it got lighter.”

		“Don’t be silly,” I finally said, even though I now understood what was happening to me. Despite my fading intellect, I understood it was the orgasms that were changing me.

		That knowledge should have scared me. My body and mind were changing every time I came. But I couldn’t stop. I knew that as plain as day. Stopping meant it would be the end of this wondrous feeling. It would be the end of everything I now held dear.

		I sat up and stared into Michael’s eyes. I could feel the increased weight of my tits. Without even looking down, I could sense their presence. I could sense their size. They had passed the point of merely being breasts. I had tits now. I had big tits and I absolutely loved them.

		“I’m stunned,” Michael said as he took in my body. His eyes told him I had changed, but he refused to believe them. I didn’t blame him. It seemed impossible, but I wasn’t about to tell him otherwise.

		“I need to tinkle,” I said, excusing myself to the bathroom.

		Michael could only watch as I seductively swayed my ass back and forth. When I reached the bathroom door, I paused and looked longingly over my shoulder. Yes, I was certain our night was not complete.

		But first I wanted to get the latest view of my changing body. The moment I saw my reflection, my pussy responded, growing wet. I was getting turned on by my own reflection. And there was plenty to be turned on by. My tits were big and inviting, with upturned nipples that were just begging to be played with. My waist was the smallest I had ever seen it, giving me a wasp-like appearance. My ass was definitely in the bubble butt area now, which made it all the more appealing.

		My hair was again longer and blonder. It looked like there might even be streaks of platinum mixed in. My face, framed by the blonde hair, looked different too. My lips were juicy pillows. I stuck my tongue out and licked my lips invitingly. I knew they would need to be put to use soon. The bump on my nose, something that had been there all my life, was gone. The bridge of my nose was now smooth as it ran down to a slightly upturned point.

		But of all the facial changes, it was my eyes that had changed the most. In the heat of the moment, while Michael had been forcing me to answer questions, I had become vaguely aware of the truth, but now that I was looking into my own eyes, I was forced into a new understanding. Looking into my eyes, I could see the vacancy. Where I had once had bright intelligent eyes, now it looked like there was barely anyone home. My mind was growing dimmer with every orgasm.

		I took a few minutes to complete a mental check. It quickly became evident that my mind had been fractured through the transformation process. Math skills? They were all but gone. I realized I struggled to do any calculations that I couldn’t use my fingers for. My knowledge of history was shot. Even though I remembered Michael asking me about the first president, I could no longer think of the answer. I didn’t even remember what answer I had given.

		Yet, despite my mental failings, I discovered that my knowledge of fashion and personal care were still there. In fact, they seemed stronger than ever. And my familiarity with sex, in all its forms, was greater than my actual experience.

		“Shit,” I suddenly said, growing worried. “I’ve turned into a dumb slut. I’m a bimbo.”

		I had known women who were bimbos before. At every level of my academic career, there had been women who gave up and slowly transitioned out of the academic environment. I had always looked down on those women. Now, it seemed, I was becoming one of them.

		“Is everything all right in there?” Michael called through the door.

		“Yes,” I called back automatically.

		But was that true? Was I all right?

		Suddenly I felt my arousal spike. The thought of Michael standing on the other side of the door, his cock growing hard again at the thought of my sexy body was enough to turn me on.

		And then it dawned on me. I had planned to go into advertising. Well, the first rule of advertising was that sex sells. And what better way to be involved in the advertising world than by being the epitome of sex itself. No, being a sexy bimbo wasn’t bad. It was a fulfillment of my greatest career goals. This was the best future I could have hoped for.

		With that decision made, I opened the bathroom door and called out, “Michael, are you ready for an encore?”
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		I can’t say I looked my best when I returned home Sunday morning. I was definitely taking the ride of shame as I got a ride back to my house after spending a long and amazing night with Michael. We had even exchanged contact information for the next time he was in town. At the very least, he was a good fuck.

		However, as I arrived home, I felt no shame in my actions of the previous night. Yes, I looked a little worse for wear, but that was mostly because I needed a shower and a change of clothes.

		As for my clothes, I had to admit, after a night of sex and multiple orgasms, my dress fit better than ever. It struggled to contain my big tits and it barely managed to stretch around my ass. My lips and plumped up to the perfect point where no one would question what they were best suited for. Some women had lips meant for public speaking. I had lips meant for sucking cock. And I was perfectly at ease with that fact.

		Hannah seemed to be out when I walked into the house. Palmer was still out with his friends. I had the house to myself.

		With no reason to be modest, I shed my dress before I made it up the stairs to my bedroom. The dress had been a good choice. It was definitely going back into my rotation once I got it cleaned. It looked even better on me now than it did when I first bought it.

		When it came time to shower, I nearly stepped in with my heels still on. After wearing them the entire night, they felt completely natural on my feet. Not that I wanted to get them wet. I didn’t know what kind of damage they would sustain by showering with them on, but I wasn’t about to risk it.

		However, when I stepped out of the heels, I discovered that my feet refused to go flat. As I stood there, I stood on my toes. Not that I minded. I planned to wear heels as often as possible anyway. This just confirmed my need to do so. I even vaguely wondered if I should by shower sandals with a built in heel. I didn’t know how long I could go barefoot before my feet would start hurting. I supposed there was only one way to find out, but I stopped worrying about that and stepped into the shower.

		As soon as the hot spray hit my body, my libido shot through the roof. That was no surprise. That had become normal for me. I didn’t even bother to fight the urges. I simply let my fingers dance across my skin, bringing myself to a strong and satisfying orgasm.

		This time, despite the strength of it, I didn’t lose consciousness or black out. My body didn’t change either. Whatever had caused my life to transform so dramatically had stopped. This was my present and future. I was, and would be forever more, a bimbo.

		It was a relaxing morning and early afternoon as I simply enjoyed myself. After my shower I took the time to do my hair and makeup. That took time, but not as long as I had once feared it would take. It seemed my styling skills had been boosted in my transformation. I certainly wasn’t complaining.

		Figuring out what to wear proved the hardest part of my day. I was feeling good so I wanted something bright and airy, something summery. That was when I lit upon the white sundress with blue flowers on it. The off-the-shoulder design meant it would place my cleavage on display and the cinched waist would highlight my hourglass figure. I also liked how it seemed to cling to my ass, making the sway of my hips to appear even more exaggerated. I returned to wearing my wedge heeled sandals from Saturday afternoon so I could still look stylish while I performed a little work in the garden.

		I loved the feeling of the bright sun on my skin. I had picked up a bit of a natural tan over the past couple days, but I could always get a little darker. Today’s gardening wasn’t about weeding or any other heavy manual labor. I could do that if I wanted, but there wasn’t any need at the moment. Instead, I focused on filling a basket with the various fruits and vegetables that were ready to be picked.

		Just as I finished filling my basket with food, I heard a familiar car engine in the driveway. It was Palmer. He was home from camping.

		Palmer and I had always just been friends. There had never been anything romantic or sexual that had developed between us. It was just absent from our dynamic.

		However, that was all before I became a bimbo. It now seemed I only thought in sexualized terms. Even walking down the street, my eyes would gravitate toward men’s trousers, thinking about what kind of cock they sported. That is, unless there was a big pair of tits that needed looking at instead. When it came to sex, I was an equal opportunity bimbo. Men and women were both fair game. After all, I had already seduced Hannah. Palmer was the next person on my list.

		“Hello,” Palmer called out as I walked through the back door. I could hear him banging around in the living room, presumably dropping off his camping gear.

		“Hi, baby,” I said as I entered the living room.

		Palmer looked up, his eyes going right to my tits, as they should. However, he looked confused. Even after his eyes left my tits and moved up to my face, his expression did not change.

		“Bella?” he asked, unable to believe his eyes.

		I giggled before answering, “Yep, it’s me. You have fun camping?”

		“You… You did something with your hair. And your boobs, I mean, your breasts. Something’s different.”

		I giggled again. “I’m trying something new. Being smart and brainy wasn’t working for me, so I’m going the bimbo route. Do you like my dress?”

		“It’s, um, it’s great,” Palmer said, seemingly tongue-tied.

		I set down my basket on a nearby table and slowly walked toward my roommate, making sure to swing my hips with each step.

		“Did you know I’m not wearing any underwear right now?”

		Palmer looked stricken. “You’re not?” he gulped.

		I shook my head. “Nope. Sometimes underwear just gets in the way.”

		By now I had closed the distance on Palmer. I stepped right in front of him, pressing my braless tits into his chest. They were big and perky, but soft and pliant too. I placed one hand on Palmer’s chest. The other drifted south, finding his cock already hard.

		“Looks like someone brought me a present,” I said. “Do you mind if I open it now, or do you want me to wait until later?”

		“Now,” Palmer said, his voice barely louder than a whisper.

		It was clear he was not believing what his senses were telling him. After all, his previous serious roommate who spent all her time gardening and applying for jobs was now a hot and sexy bimbo who wanted casual sex. As a young man, that seemed like such an unlikely scenario that he didn’t know what to do. However, his own libido would always win out. He was a man after all.

		I dropped gracefully to my knees before reaching up to unzip his shorts with long-nailed fingers. The long nails had appeared overnight. I had already discovered they complicated certain things, like using the touchscreen on my phone, but they looked too good to get rid of them. I had painted them a pale pink which contrasted nicely with the dark blue flowers on my dress.

		It was only a moment before I had Palmer’s cock between my lips. He wasn’t as big as Michael, but that didn’t matter. Size and shape were immaterial to the need to suck and fuck.

		Nor did size have anything to do with taste. Maybe it was him having been out camping and not having showered for a while, but there was something about the way Palmer’s cock tasted in my mouth that made me salivate. I was already hooked, figuring I would probably be sucking Palmer’s cock several times a week from now on, more often if I could manage it. This was not something I could do without.

		As I sucked away on Palmer’s shaft, I simply let my brain turn off. Instead, I let my body take over, I let it operate on pure instinct. It seemed my boy’s natural instincts when it came to sex were spot on. Before I knew it, Palmer was blowing his load into my waiting mouth. I lapped it up with absolute glee. If his cock tasted good, his cum tasted even better.

		I didn’t bother with trying to swallow it as I went. Instead, I collected it all in my mouth, even letting two rivulets of cum escape my juicy lips and run down my chin from the corners of my mouth. Only when Palmer’s cock stopped feeding my cum did I pull back. I opened my mouth, showing him his seed, before I made a big motion to swallow it all down.

		I smacked my lips before opening my mouth to show him what I had done. Then, before the cum had a chance to dry on my skin, I used my fingers to push the escaped cum into my mouth, sucking my fingers clean.

		“How was that, big man?” I asked, my voice coming out softer than it used to. That had been another change, something that was easy to overlook. Every word I spoke now seemed to evoke raw sexuality and an interest in sex. It wasn’t something intentional. It was just the way I spoke now.

		“Bella, um, wow.”

		Palmer looked flustered. I smiled as I gracefully returned to my feet again.

		“Don’t be a stranger,” I said, placing a hand on his shoulder. “I expect to be doing that and a lot of other things with you from now on. Understand?”

		Palmer could only stand to nod his head in agreement.

		“Good. Now why don’t you finish unpacking while I make you a sandwich and serve it to you with a nice cold beer?”

		Palmer didn’t say anything. However, he didn’t need to. He took a moment to put his cock away and then rushed off to unpack his camping gear. As soon as he was in action, I returned to the kitchen, with my basket of food, ready to do my bimbo best to make my roommate a sandwich.
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		By the time Monday morning rolled around, I had learned several valuable lessons. First, I wasn’t very good in the kitchen. My gardening skills were intact, but my cooking skills had gone the way of most of my other usable skills. When I did bring Palmer a sandwich, it was little more than a few slices of meat between dry slices of bread. At least the beer was cold.

		Still, after Palmer ate his sandwich and drank his beer, he was too tired for another round. Instead, he opted to take a nap, but promised to fuck me later if he had the energy.

		Hannah was nowhere to be found, so I took the opportunity to do a little more shopping. First on my list was to replace my car. I know the salesman looked at me with hungry eyes the moment I stepped onto the car lot. He was expecting me to pay well over the sticker price after some of his sweet talk. Little did he realize that by the time I was done with him, he had offered to pay for half of the car out of his own pocket. I certainly wasn’t going to say no to that.

		It may well have been one of the fastest car shopping experiences ever. When I left the car lot that afternoon, I was driving a little pink convertible. It was perfect for letting my blonde hair fly on sunny days, even though such actions always left my hair in a tangled mess. Spending a few minutes fixing it whenever I arrived at my destination was a small price to pay for looking that good in a car.

		I then made a return trip to the mall. This was not the same kind of trip as Saturday when I burned holes through my credit cards. This time was different, because I was focused on targeted shopping. I needed bras, because even though I enjoyed going braless, there were times when they were necessary. I also needed a few work appropriate outfits. Even though I didn’t yet have the job, I felt confident I would get hired following my job interview. I might not have the skills they were originally looking for, but I had other skills they could find equally valuable in other roles.

		When I returned from the mall, Hannah was home. She blocked my bedroom door, making me talk to her, making me explain what had happened to me. I wasn’t sure, myself. I explained that my body changed every time I orgasmed. Or at least that it did change when I orgasmed. There was nothing I could do about it. This was the new me.

		“Let me see where the bee stung you,” Hannah demanded.

		It was funny, but Friday night seemed like ages ago. I was basically a whole new person now, so the events of Friday almost seemed like a team rather than a reality. At the time, I was only two days separated from the bee sting, but I hadn’t thought about it once since waking up Saturday morning.

		I showed Hannah my arm where the bee had stung me. Miraculously, the wound was completely healed. There was no sign of the sting ever taking place.

		“Weird,” Hannah said as she stepped back and let me into my bedroom so I could begin putting away my new purchases.

		“Life is weird,” I said before I began humming some tune I couldn’t place. “I can lick your pussy later if you want me to.”

		Hannah didn’t say anything after that. She went to her bedroom to think. However, that wasn’t the last time I saw her that night. In fact, we saw each other plenty as I did in fact eat her out before I went to bed.

		I woke up extra early Monday morning so I could prepare myself for the interview. I took extra care to make my hair and makeup just right. I wanted to leave a good impression, after all. I had already picked out my outfit. It was certain to be a big hit in the office once they hired me. At a glance, it looked completely normal for a business environment. The black suit jacket and skirt looked completely professional. The jacket was tailor made for me, making room for my big tits, but also being slim enough to properly highlight my slim waist. The skirt, however, was definitely pushing boundaries. The tight black number hugged my ass deliciously. Wearing panties meant a thong to avoid a visible panty line. It also had a high slit up the back, meaning leaning over would confirm to anyone behind me the color of my thong.

		Speaking of my thong, it was black with a special notice on the front. I could only hope my new boss would not only see the thong, but follow the notice printed on it.

		I had half a mind just to wear the jacket without anything underneath, but it would have been impossible to avoid a nipple slip. I might be a bimbo and a slut, but I wasn’t going to subject people who didn’t want to see my nipples to a nipple slip. That meant I needed to wear a blouse of some sort.

		However, my blouse wasn’t what I would normally call a blouse. It was a pink bandeau top, really a tube top that only covered my tits. It still left plenty of cleavage on display, but there was also a small triangle of exposed skin below the end of the top, farmed on either side by my jacket.

		And of course, I wore heels. Even my workout shoes had heels now. That was how I walked. And after some back and forth, I did end up ordering a pair of high-heeled shower sandals, but those wouldn’t arrive for a few days.

		“Ms. Rose, I presume?” the HR secretary said in greeting as I walked into her office.

		“That’s me,” I said cheerily.

		In all my past job interviews I had been nervous beyond belief. Other than my lack of experience, that was probably the single driver why I had failed to land a job. This time, however, I was completely confident. I hadn’t even bothered to do any more research about Harper & Sons. I already knew what their ad campaigns lacked. It was an easy answer.

		“You can go on through,” the secretary said. “Mr. Harper is waiting for you.”

		I walked past the secretary and through the door behind her. The office on the other side was half personal office and half conference room. There were three people already waiting for me. Mr. Harper I recognized from the website. Sitting on his left was a woman I did not recognize. On his right was one of his sons. I could see the family resemblance.

		“It’s Bella, is it?” Mr. Harper said, getting up to shake my hand. His eyes were glued to my tits, which was the idea.

		“Yes, sir,” I said. “I’m Bella and I’m going to help take your ad campaigns to the next level.”

		The woman scoffed at my bravado. “Fat chance of that,” she said. “I don’t think you’re the right kind of person for this firm. I can tell just by looking at you.”

		“Caroline, don’t be hasty,” Mr. Harper said. “I’m sure Ms. Rose is just demonstrating her confidence. Bella, please take a seat and we’ll begin.”

		The job interview did not go as they had expected it. Instead of them asking me questions and me answering them, it was not long before it had all got turned on its head. I was asking the questions of them, interviewing them for my services.

		My pitch was simple. Sex sells. The Harper & Sons ad campaigns lacked the sexual component to take their campaigns to the next level. They lacked attractive actresses in tv commercials. They lacked sexy sounding women in their radio campaigns. Their print ads weren’t much better. I planned to give their ads an extra punch, either by deciding how to turn up the heat in the ad, or by starring in it myself. I could do both, after all, given my body and mind. I was a bimbo after all.

		Both Mr. Harper and his son were easy converts to my way of thinking. Then again, I had all but made it clear that in addition to my work on the campaigns, I would contribute to the firm in other, more creative, ways. It was Caroline who was the stickler. She saw right through me, it seemed. And she was not in the mood to watch me bat my eyes at the two men and seem to get my way.

		However, I was determined to see this through. Mr. Harper needed to excuse himself for a moment to handle a company matter. With him out of the room, I turned my focus on Caroline. After only a few moments I had picked up on what her problem was. I could already see that she was tense. And I also saw the way her eyes kept darting to my cleavage, just as the men’s eyes had. The problem was, she found me attractive.

		I didn’t know at the time that she was a lesbian, but that certainly didn’t bother me. I was an equal opportunity bimbo and slut. Man, woman, it didn’t matter.

		“You know, I don’t just help men with their creativity problems,” I said. “I’m just as good with helping women.”

		That was the straw that broke the camel’s back. After that, Caroline was enthusiastically in my corner. I had the job, starting immediately.

		And in my first act as a creative specialist with Harper & Sons I visited Caroline’s office to help with a creativity problem she had been having.

		I was still licking her juices off my lips as she showed me her recent sketches for a bath tissue campaign she was trying to land. I saw right away what the issue was. The woman they had playing the mother in the ad looked run down. She didn’t fit the mood of the ad. It didn’t take long for Caroline to draw a new sketch of the woman. Admittedly, a few of her features might have been borrowed from me, but we both knew it would go over well.

		“I think we’ll win this campaign,” Caroline said with a broad smile. I wondered what she was happier about, having had me between her legs or having created a winning ad campaign. Not that it mattered to me. I was looking to help in any form.

		And that was only the beginning of my new life as a working bimbo. I couldn’t have asked for anything better. I might not have been academically smart anymore, but I was stylish and had a kind of street smarts that helped me go far in life. None of that would have been possible without turning into a bimbo.

		But I couldn’t forget about my friends. Hannah and Palmer were the perfect roommates for a bimbo slut like me. They happily shared me, making sure I never went too long without an orgasm. I couldn’t contribute with many of the chores. After all, cooking wasn’t part of my skillset anymore, but I still spent a lot of time in my garden, making sure we had fresh foods and a nice quiet place for gentle fucking on the weekends.

		As for Michael, I saw him whenever he came to town. There was no way I could say no to his cock. He was perfect for me, and he knew how to use it too. I even managed to bring some of his company’s advertising dollars over to Harper & Sons. The only catch was I had to work closely with the client during the day. I certainly wasn’t complaining.

		I never learned what had caused me to turn into a bimbo, but I was glad it happened. I had never been so happy as I was when I could just focus on being the sexiest bimbo around. What more could a girl like me ask for?

		

	
		

		About the Author

		

		Sadie Thatcher is a longtime author of erotic fiction, especially related to transformations and bimbofication. She likes to say “I have thrown off the shackles of my conservative upbringing and now write erotic stories.”

		She maintains several blogs devoted to her writings, including a behind the scenes look at her writing process, and bimbos in general, as well as highlights works by other authors. They can be found at:

		

		
			https://authorsadiethatcher.tumblr.com
		

		
			https://buildingbettergiggles.tumblr.com
		

		

	
		

		Also by Sadie Thatcher

		

		Tales from the Bimbo Ward: Tegan

		

		Tales from the Bimbo Ward: Susan

		

		Tales from the Bimbo Ward: Joy

		

		Tales from the Bimbo Ward: Katherine

		

		Tales from the Bimbo Ward: Sarah

		

		Tales from the Bimbo Ward: Salt and Pepper

		

		Tales from the Bimbo Ward: Amanda

		

		Tales from the Bimbo Ward: The Staff

		

		Mistaken Identity

		

		My New Bimbo Life

		

		Keep Calm and Be a Good Bimbo

		

		(Virtual) Reality

		

		Side Effects

		

		Plaything of Olympus

		

		Experiment in Submission

		

		Bimbo Bet

		

		Snow White and the Evil Witch

		

		Twelve Days of Bimbo

		

		Chosen

		

		The Faerie’s Gift

		

		The Bimbo in Yellow

		

		Bad Role Model

		

		Truth or Bimbo

		

		Truth or Bimbo College Edition

		

		Bimbo Dome

		

		Acting the Part

		

		Subliminal Society

		

		Inheritance

		

		Company Morale

		

		His Bimbo Girlfriend

		

		The Bimbo Room

		

		The Curse of Playing Bimbo Tag

		

		The Curse of Playing Bimbo Tag: Jenna or Jenni

		

		The Bimbo Professor: The Curse of Playing Bimbo Tag Book 3

		

		Anything for the Job

		

		Anything for the Job 2

		

		Anything for His Job

		

		The Bimbo in the Mirror

		

		The Bimbo in the Mirror 2

		

		Astrid and the Bimbo Bee

		

		Bimbo Halloween

		

		Bimbo Christmas

		

		Bimbo Technology

		

		Dorm Room Bimbo

		

		Carissa’s Magic Pen

		

		Spirit Walk

		

		Muscle Memory

		

		The Case of the Bimbo Wife

		

		Changes

		

		New Year New You

		

		The Bimbo Dream

		

		The Wedding Gift

		

		The Cure

		

		Backfire

		

		Bim & Bo Yoga

		

		Wishing for Each Other

		

		Bimbo Roots

		

		Body Swap Rings: Happy Anniversary

		

		Body Swap Rings 2: Wedding Night

		

		The Bimbo Experience

		

		The Bimbo Experience 2

		

		The Bimbo Experience 3some

		

		The 4th Bimbo Experience

		

		Bimbo Genes

		

		Bimbo Genes II: The Virus

		

		The Bimbo Genes III: The Epidemic

		

		Bimbo Juice: Blue Raspberry

		

		Bimbo Juice: Grape

		

		Bimbo Juice: Mango

		

		Bimbo Juice: Pineapple

		

		Bimbo Juice: Red Apple

		

		Bimbo Juice: Veggie

		

		Bimbo Juice Gone Wild: The Muse

		

		Bimbo Juice Gone Wild: Street Racer

		

		Bimbo Juice Gone Wild: Score

		

		Bimbos of the Traveling Earrings: Book 1

		

		Bimbos of the Traveling Earrings: Book 2

		

		Bimbos of the Traveling Earrings: Book 3

		

		Bimbos of the Traveling Earrings: Book 4

		

		Bimbo Party: Kennedy

		

		Bimbo Party: Esme

		

		Bimbo Party: Ariana

		

		Bimbo Party: Tara

		

		Workout Buddies

		

		Wishful Thinking

		

		Wanting More

		

	OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
ive Thatcher

S &






OEBPS/Images/image-CP78JYB5.png





