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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 fourth of the Bimbo Bee books, this time featuring Desiree. 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 Desiree and the Bimbo Bee.

		

	
		

		Desiree and the Bimbo Bee

		

		“W hat do you mean I have to pay?” I demanded of the resort concierge. “My stay is all-inclusive. I shouldn’t be paying for anything.”

		I had only been at the Croatian resort for a day and I was already finding my stay impeded by stupid stuff like this. I had spent all my money on the roundtrip flight to Croatia for a week-long stay at a five-star resort. I had been led to believe everything during my stay was included, excursions run by the resort being no exception.

		“Ms. Smith,” the man spoke politely in accented English. “The excursions we offer are actually provided with a separate company that we partner with. Your package is all-inclusive for everything we offer here at the resort. The excursions cost extra because you need to leave the resort to take part in them with a private company.”

		“Ugh,” I said, turning away and stalking angrily back to my room. I didn’t even bother to say anything further. I was angry, although I wasn’t angry at him. It wasn’t his fault that the advertising on my free stay had been misleading. He was just doing his job. It was better to just walk away than take my anger out on him.

		It did not take me long to reach my room. The free stay I had won through some contest I barely even remembered signing up for did not provide me with a luxury villa overlooking the water. It was just a basic suite on the second floor of the main resort building. It meant everything was close by, but I didn’t have the fantastic view that they used in advertising. I did have a great view of the tops of the villas that were off limits to me.

		I couldn’t completely complain. Coming to Croatia had always been a dream of mine. And by adding it to my list of countries I had visited, I had now visited as many states in America as I had countries. Of course, that was more a factor of how little I had actually traveled. There usually wasn’t much of a travel budget when working as an office night janitor. With no skills, it was one of the few jobs I had success in getting hired for.

		My walk back to my room was just another reminder of how much of the world was a contest between the haves and have-nots. I had always been in the latter category. I didn’t blame anyone for my situation, although before winning this trip, I had never felt that I had anything go my way. I felt as if the world kept beating me down, always keeping real opportunity just out of reach.

		It wasn’t that I didn’t have anything going for me. I did have some skills. I was decent as a poet, but I had neither the academic background to make writing poetry a career, nor did I have the singing voice or musical connections to turn my poetry into musical lyrics. Poetry was not something one could make a living from. That was the big reason I cleaned offices at night. I had to make money somehow and scrubbing floors and cleaning windows paid my bills, barely.

		As soon as I was back in my room, I found my anger waning. Yes, it would have been nice to get off the resort grounds to explore under the supervision of professional guides. As a young woman traveling internationally for the second time in my life—the trip across the border to Canada to drink at 19 barely counts—I was afraid to go out on my own. Being in a foreign country where a limited number of people spoke English scared me.

		However, I had to admit my stay in Croatia had a tint of luxury that I was unused to at home. The general atmosphere of my room was a significant upgrade on the budget motels I had stayed at the few times I had traveled before. Cost had always been the primary factor in the types of vacations I had taken and the types of places I had stayed. But since everything at the resort was covered by my all-inclusive stay, I didn’t have to worry about raiding the minibar, for example.

		Yes, the alcohol was free, thankfully. I just had to charge it to my room. Not that I wanted to spend my week in Croatia drunk off my ass. That wouldn’t have been any fun. But if I couldn’t afford to leave the resort grounds, I might as well keep a nice buzz going throughout my stay. Who knows? With my inhibitions artificially lowered due to the booze, I might actually get up the nerve to meet someone. It seemed unlikely I would have much success with men otherwise. I wasn’t exactly winning any beauty awards. And it had been a long time since I last felt the desired touch of a man. I couldn’t count the time when a drunk homeless man found his way into the office building I cleaned and groped me.

		The homeless man had scared me at the time, but in hindsight, he was harmless. Security arrived and he was handed over to the police. I didn’t hear about him after. I just went back to doing my job. I even finished my shift that night.

		“Come on, Desiree,” I said to myself. “Think. What can you do?”

		I looked out the window of my suite. I couldn’t see much, but I could see the corner of one of the resort pools. This one did not appear to be a swimming pool, but a decorative pool. Still, it gave me an idea.

		“I guess I could use some time out by the pool,” I told myself as I tried to decide how I could spend my time. I was pretty pale. Working nights meant I slept through much of the day, usually. That did not lend itself to spending much time outdoors when it was sunny. And I certainly did not have the income needed to get a fake tan. Even the tan lotion usually fell outside my price range.

		But here at the resort, as long as I stayed at the resort, nothing was outside my price range. It just seemed I couldn’t leave. Luckily, the pool, or pools as there were many, was not something I had to pay extra for.

		I changed into my bikini, a white number that actually made me look more tan than I really was. I also pulled on a nearly transparent white robe. I rarely wore a bikini, usually opting for a one-piece swimsuit when I did go swimming. The robe was to give me a chance to preserve my modesty, realizing that not everyone wanted to look at my body. Yes, I was a woman, but I did not consider myself to be pretty.

		By the time I reached the pool, my anger over being disallowed from the excursions had faded away. Yes, not getting to leave the resort was annoying, but the truth was, this was still a better vacation than I ever could have hoped for. I got to stay at a beautiful resort on the Croatian coast. And I could just focus on enjoying myself.

		As soon as I found myself a lounge chair to sit in, a buff looking waiter came by to take my drink order. Since it was all free to me, I decided to splurge a little, ordering an expensive cocktail with top-shelf liquor that I never would have considered before. And when the bright fruit concoction was handed to me a few minutes later, I was left wondering why top-shelf booze always cost so much.

		The drink was tasty though and it took little time before I started to feel its effects. My muscles relaxed as I sank back in the lounge chair. I let out a deep breath, releasing all of my tension. This was nice.

		I had no idea how long I sat there by the pool. I never did actually consider going for a swim. And whenever my drink became empty, the waiter came by and deposited another one, making sure I was never left wanting.

		Okay, I might have passed the nice buzz that I had been aiming for and found myself in proper drunkenness, but I didn’t care. I felt good and I enjoyed watching the sun set over the water in the distance. It also didn’t help that I hadn’t eaten anything for hours, but I wasn’t hungry enough to stumble over to a nearby restaurant that would allow me in dressed as I was.

		“Fuck,” I suddenly called out as a piercing pain suddenly shot through my foot.

		I sat upright to look at my foot as everyone at the pool suddenly looked in my direction. I had three wait staff converging on me, wanting to help and, if necessary, get me to stop shouting profanities.

		“Are you all right, Ms. Smith?” asked the pool lounge manager. I didn’t question how he knew my name. Not that I cared with how much my foot hurt.

		“I think something stung me,” I said as I held my foot.

		“Oh dear,” he said, genuinely concerned. “Would you like us to take you back to your room? We can bring you first aid and have dinner brought to you there, if you’d like.”

		I didn’t question anything the man said. I was simply happy to have someone who knew what to do. I had never been stung before and I definitely didn’t remember the first aid procedures.

		Two more men arrived shortly. They picked me up in their arms, having me sit on their criss crossed arms, my arms wrapped around the back of their necks. In short order I was being whisked back to my room.

		A woman joined us en route. She carried a large red bag with a white cross on it. I couldn’t read what the words on the bag said, but I understood what the cross meant.

		As soon as we were in my room, the two men carrying me deposited me gently on my bed. I scooted back a little so my foot could rest on the bed and so the woman, who I could only hope had some amount of first aid training, could tend to my injury.

		“Just a small puncture wound,” the woman said after a brief examination. “I recommend ice. The pain should recede in an hour or so. It might itch tomorrow, or not. Insect stings are weird that way. You do not appear allergic.”

		“No, but I’ve never been stung before,” I admitted.

		“You will be fine,” the woman insisted. “Someone will check on you in an hour. Okay?”

		I nodded my head, suddenly feeling drowsy. The adrenaline of getting stung was beginning to wear off and the alcohol in my system was acting as the depressant that it was.

		“Can I take your dinner order?” one of the men who helped carry me up to my room asked.

		“Something local,” I answered. I might not get an authentic Croatian experience by staying at the resort, but I could help if the kitchens were equipped to make local foods.

		The staff left my room, leaving me sitting on my bed with an ice pack on my foot. The ice helped with the pain, numbing my foot, although I felt pretty numb all over with my sleepiness trying to take over.

		Food arrived before I even realized I had been sitting for very long.

		“I bring you Peka,” the waiter said. “And bottle of Teran wine.”

		“Thank you,” I said. “Just set it there on the table.”

		The waiter set the platter of food on the table I pointed to and opened the bottle of wine before leaving.

		I got up and gingerly walked to the table. By now my stomach was growling with hunger. I had no idea what had been brought to me, but I didn’t care. I immediately spooned some of the Peka onto my plate. There appeared to be vegetables, some kind of meat, and potatoes in the dish, but I couldn’t name most of it. All I knew was it was delicious. The hot food perfectly hit the spot and did well to counteract the cold from the icepack I kept on my foot. The wine, a red, was delicious and perfectly complemented the meal. Not that I needed more alcohol, but I didn’t really care. It went with the food and I was not about to say no to that.

		However, as soon as I finished eating, the sleepiness hit me in a new wave. I pushed the end of the cork back into the bottle, figuring it was worth keeping for tomorrow. Then I pushed myself to my feet and began to pull off my bikini and robe. I didn’t even bother to pull on the night clothes I brought with me. I just climbed under the covers naked.

		Just as I was about to fall asleep, there was a knock on the door.

		“Are you all right, Ms. Smith?” came the call through the door.

		“I’m good,” I called back.

		I could only assume my answer was heard and understood, because I did not hear a further reply. Then again, I was asleep before I even realized it.
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		I woke the next morning with light pouring into my room. In my haste for sleep, I had failed to close my curtains. Not that direct sunlight woke me. I was on the wrong side of the resort for that. Still, the bright ambient light did eventually wake me.

		I stretched lazily as I enjoyed the soft sheets on my sensitive skin. I felt a tingle between my legs. I gave myself several gentle strokes, running my fingers against my outer lips before paying particular attention to my clit before I realized what I was doing.

		“Fuck,” I hissed. This time I swore not out of pain, but out of arousal. In fact, my foot no longer hurt at all. It didn’t even itch. But instead of pain or itchiness, I felt lustful need. My body seemed to be calling out to me, desiring my attention. Or if not me, then of a man.

		Normally, waking up was not a time when I was willing to indulge myself. I had found such actions always served to derail my well planned intentions. I waited until the end of the day, after work usually, so that I could work off any tension that might have built up. Assuming I was in the mood at all, which was rarely the case.

		“I’m on vacation,” I reminded myself as I let my fingers continue their work.

		It did not take long before I was nearly panting in need. However, I didn’t care. All I wanted was to cum. I could feel my body growing hotter and hotter. I could feel my pussy growing wetter and wetter.

		It felt a bit as if I were climbing a mountain. Every stroke, every push on my clit was like taking a step up the mountain. Every time I went higher, the potential of my climax grew.

		There were several false summits, moments when I thought I was about to cum, but didn’t. Instead, I kept climbing, higher and higher, growing more and more aroused with each moment. I couldn’t help myself. I was growing desperate. I needed relief. I needed to reach the top and finally achieve an orgasm. My body ached for it.

		And then it happened. I hadn’t even been expecting it. I had nearly given up, believing it wouldn’t come. But then it did. My orgasm crashed over me as if a dam had just broken.

		“Fuck yes,” I screamed out as I came, my arms and legs thrashing under the onslaught of pleasure. My eyes rolled up into the back of my head, my vision turning white as every nerve in my body seemed to sing out in orgasmic harmony.

		I had never felt anything like this before. It was exquisite. It was amazing. It was all-encompassing. I loved it.

		But it was all too much. Before I even realized it, my head was sinking back into my pillows as I drifted off, unable to remain conscious after my body had become wracked with orgasmic delight.

		When I finally woke up again, I did so with a broad smile on my face. I couldn’t help it. I felt good.

		I felt even better when I got up and hopped in the shower. I was already horny again, but I held off playing again. After all, there was more to vacation than spending all my time in my room getting myself off.

		As I dried myself off and started to get ready for my day, I did notice that my hair seemed a bit lighter than it’s usual boring brown, but I didn’t pay it any attention. It had to be the light. That made far more sense than the idea that my hair would change color.

		After my shower, I stood around my room for a few minutes, trying to decide what I wanted to do. As I did, I poured myself a glass of wine. Yes, it was early, but I didn’t care. I was on vacation. I really wasn’t a lush. I just felt like doing something different and drinking a glass of wine might distract me from my own arousal. That wasn’t going away.

		As I finished off the glass of tasty red wine, I spotted my bikini and figured spending a little more time out by the pool would be enjoyable. I certainly had a head start on the buzz, as I could already feel the beginning effects of the alcohol. Drinking on an empty stomach certainly did not help.

		Walking down to the pool, I wore the same outfit as the day before, however, this time I left my robe open and let it flow behind me as I walked. It was really just there for comfort or in case I needed to cover up for some reason. I didn’t want to cover up. I just wanted to be ready in case I needed to.

		With it still being early, I managed to find a nice spot underneath a tree. The morning sun flitted through the leaves, giving me the chance to feel the sun’s warmth on my skin without the steady oppressiveness the sun could create. And soon after I had a nice cocktail in one hand and a local pastry in the other. I needed to eat at some point. I couldn’t just sit around all day drinking without getting some food in my belly.

		“How is your foot this morning, Ms. Smith?” asked one of the wait staff. I didn’t recognize him from last night, but I figured word had spread.

		“You know what?” I said in surprise. “I completely forgot about it until you just mentioned it. It feels just fine.”

		“I am glad to hear it,” the man said. “If you should need anything else today, just let me know.”

		“Thank you,” I said, my words slurring slightly. Yes, I was quickly moving past buzzed and into the drunk category again. Not that I minded. I felt good and I was certain the bartender would cut me off before I made a fool of myself. They probably saw people like me all the time. I trusted their experience in keeping the guests under control.

		I shrugged off my robe, letting it fall off my shoulders as I realized I wanted more of my body to be exposed. I couldn’t tell if that was my decreased inhibitions talking or if it was my arousal. I looked down to see my nipples poking at my bikini top. That was unusual. They rarely did anything like that, at least that I noticed. Then again, I was usually wrapped up in multiple layers. I very rarely sat around in a bikini. Of course, it could have just been a factor in how my breasts were positioned too. They looked fuller than I was used to seeing, not that fuller was a bad thing. They looked good, better than I had figured they could. I certainly wasn’t going to complain.

		However, my arousal did leave my legs squirming. I squeezed my thighs together, trying to block out the lustful thoughts that kept invading my mind. It wasn’t long before I found myself looking at almost every man that walked by, imagining the size of his package. I never thought this way, making it all the more strange. I was definitely glad I had brought a pair of sunglasses. I could hide my wandering eyes behind dark lenses.

		“Do you mind if I sit here?” asked a man, pointing to the lounge chair beside me, his voice heavily accented, but I could not tell from where.

		There were lots of open lounges. The pool was not particularly busy. A few people were sitting poolside. A few others were on the other side of the pool, on the deck, sunning themselves openly. I was here, by myself, which meant this man had to be showing interest in me.

		Normally, I would have brushed the guy off. One look at him and I could tell he wasn’t my type. He was far too old for my tastes, with nearly silver hair. But I couldn’t find it in myself to turn him down. He seemed like a nice guy. He was at least kind enough to ask if he could sit beside me, even though I had no claim on the neighboring lounge chairs.

		“Be my guest,” I said, waving my approval. I nearly said that it was a free country, before realizing that Croatia was not America. Yes, I was sure Croatia was free, but I didn’t want to get into a semantic argument over what free really meant. I was on vacation.

		“Beautiful weather,” the man commented as he sat down and got comfortable.

		I peaked over to see the bulge in the man’s shorts. It was decently large and I could imagine giving him a go if I got much hornier.

		I could not remember ever experiencing anything quite like this before. In the past, when I was feeling particularly aroused, as uncommon as that was, I never so easily thought of a man I had only just met as worthy of something more intimate. Nonetheless, I knew I could be more willing with another drink and another bump in my arousal.

		“It is beautiful,” I said, not exactly keen on talking about the weather. There were so many other interesting topics to consider.

		“Have you been to Croatia before?” the man asked.

		“It’s my first time,” I answered. “I’m Desiree, by the way.”

		“Desiree,” the man repeated. “A beautiful name, just like the weather. I am Enrico.”

		I smiled. “It’s nice to meet you, Enrico.”

		We sat there and chatted for a while, talking about nothing in particular. I had thought I might find that annoying, never having been one for small talk, but the combination of my arousal and the alcohol in my system, I quickly realized I didn’t have the concentration needed for more complex conversations. And to be honest, Enrico was an intelligent and funny man. He made me laugh, usually making jokes at his own expense. He would joke about his age as well, which made me more comfortable around him. Sure, he might have chosen to sit beside me due to some plan to get in my bikini bottoms, but he mostly came off as harmless and a nice guy to talk to.

		However, if I thought some light conversation with a man I had no intention to sleep with would distract me from my body’s needs, I was wrong.

		“Excuse me, Enrico,” I said as he finished off a humorous story about him using a touchscreen kiosk of some sort. “I need to use the toilets. I won’t be long.”

		I finished the last of my latest drink and left my robe behind as I got up and slightly staggered toward the restrooms. I was definitely on the tipsy side. It was a good thing I wasn’t driving anywhere. And I wasn’t so drunk that I forgot how most Europeans refer to bathrooms as toilets. They were much more direct that way.

		However, my reason for stepping away from Enrico’s delightful company was not to take care of bodily functions that are usually left unsaid. It was because I simply couldn’t take my arousal anymore. I was just too horny and I knew Enrico wouldn’t be able to help me. One of his stories had made it clear he didn’t exactly have much in the way of control in those matters.

		My fingers went straight to work as I sat there in the small cubicle, cut off from everything outside. Still, I bit my lower lip to avoid making any noises that could be heard through the door. This time, while one hand sent its fingers dancing across my clit and pushing into my hot little pussy, my other hand pushed my bikini top up over my breasts, searching for the hard nubbins that were my nipples.

		There was no doubt about the fact they were hard as rock. I could not remember ever being this turned on before. And even stranger, I could not remember arousal feeling this good before.

		Still, even as my fingers played across my skin, rubbing my clit and pinching my nipples, I knew I was missing something. I was missing something thick inside of me. Yes, a cock would have been preferable. I could just imagine being back in my room, lying back with a man positioned on top of me, his cock thick and hard, waiting to push into me. I would have happily begged him to stick his cock in me, to split me open with one long thrust. Even a dildo would have been preferable, but I hadn’t thought to bring such an item with me. To be honest, sex had been the last thing on my mind while I was packing for my Croatian getaway.

		As hard as I tried to remain silent, the moment I came, I cried out in happy pleasure. Luckily, I didn’t think there was anyone else in the bathroom. Although it would have been awkward if I came out to see someone looking at me, seeing in her eyes that she knew what I had been up to.

		The orgasm was every bit as delicious as I had hoped it would be. The only thing that could have made it better was having something inside of me. Instead, I was left feeling slightly wanting, missing the fullness a cock or dildo could have provided.

		It admittedly took me a little longer to actually get ready to return poolside. I found myself strangely out of it, almost like I had blacked out. I couldn’t explain it, but I didn’t care to either. I quickly re-donned my bikini and then stepped out into the main room to wash my hands and otherwise primp a little before returning to the pool.

		However, the moment I saw myself, I knew something was different about me. My hair appeared lighter again. It was harder to pass off as just being the light, but it looked good, so I tried not to let it worry me. My breasts looked bigger too, although I couldn’t understand how. Maybe I had just found a way to make my bikini provide more support than I was used to. They could have been pushed up a bit, providing a differently look than I was used to showing off. Not that I showed off any. Blatant sex appeal was not for me.

		Unfortunately, by the time I returned to the pool, Enrico was getting up.

		“I’m sorry, my dear,” he said. “I have a lunch meeting with a few old friends. Maybe I will see you around the resort later. It has been fun talking with you.”

		“Have a nice day,” I said.

		It was almost like we were changing places. I had returned at the same instant he had moved to get up. The only difference was we were not occupying the same space. We each had our own seats.

		In a way, I was glad to see Enrico go. He really wasn’t my type, but the more time I sat talking to him, I knew it would be more likely that I went to bed with him. Not that I was against a one-night stand, but I wasn’t necessarily interested in that. I wanted more from the men I met.

		As I sat back down with a new drink in hand, I had to admit, despite my arousal, I was finally starting to enjoy myself. I had not felt this relaxed in years, if ever. And I was definitely thankful for the opportunity to do nothing but sit around the pool, working slightly on my tan, and idly sipping delicious cocktails I never would have ordered if I had been the one paying for them.

		I was quite enjoying the feel of the midday sun on my face, but that only lasted until someone stepped in my sun, putting me in shadow.

		

		
			[image: ]
		

		

		“Hello, there,” came a deep voice with a British accent. His voice almost resonated in my chest.

		I shielded my eyes as I looked up at the man who blocked the sun in front of me. “Hello,” I said, sounding slightly confused.

		“I couldn’t help but notice you were sitting alone,” the man said. “I hope that is not by design.”

		“You could join me,” I said with a smile, motioning toward the lounge chair Enrico had only minutes earlier left behind.

		“Simply marvelous,” the man said. “Thank you.”

		Accepting my invitation to sit, the man sat back in the neighboring lounge chair and let out a sigh. He was shirtless, revealing a toned and well-muscled chest with washboard abs. His relatively tight swim trunks did nothing to hide his muscular thighs and the large bulge between his legs. I could only guess what he had hiding there, but it was enough to make my mouth water.

		I had never been this sex-crazed before, even when I first discovered my attraction to the male gender. I certainly had never salivated over a man and the size of his cock before. And I certainly did not want this man to know what I thought of his appearance.

		However, the moment my eyes found his face, all consideration of what he had between his legs was forgotten. The man, who appeared only a few years older than myself, was beyond handsome. Enrico had a regal look about him, but this man took regal a step further. Or a few steps, actually. He was downright handsome. He was possibly the most attractive man I had seen in person, having only previously seen such men on a screen or in a magazine.

		“My name is Aidan, by the way,” the man said.

		“Desiree,” I countered, sharing my name.

		I shifted my body to the side so I could get a better view of Aidan. Everything about him screamed handsome and completely drool worthy. The fact he even considered sitting next to me was flattering. The poolside lounge chairs had begun to fill up with people wanting to take advantage of the afternoon sun, but there were still open spaces. Aidan had chosen the seat next to me, making it somewhat clear he had some interest in me. Unfortunately I was horrible at reading people and couldn’t tell if he just wanted a place to sit and had chosen the lounge chair next to my own. He could have also chosen that particular spot to take advantage of the movement of the sun across the sky. I had started out in the shade, but my seat was now fully in the sun

		“It is nice to meet you, Desiree,” Aidan said. “I hope you don’t mind a little small talk.”

		“No, of course not,” I said. Generally I hated small talk. That kind of chit chat had always been annoying. I generally didn’t want to talk to anyone about obvious things like the weather. But like Enrico before him, I didn’t have any qualms about such conversations with a handsome man. I would do anything to continue my interactions with such an attractive man.

		The conversation started about nothing. We chatted about why we were at the resort. Aidan used it as time ashore after spending several weeks on his yacht.

		Before that confession, I would have had no idea the Aidan was wealthy enough to own a yacht. Wearing just swim trunks, there was little I could have gone on to know the kind of money he had. I supposed I could have looked at his watch to make a guess, but I didn’t know enough about gold colored watches to make that determination.

		I did my best to downplay my role in life. I did admit that I had won a contest to stay at the resort. I didn’t want to lead Aidan on and make him think I had as much money as him. I also, however, had no plans to admit that I was basically an office building janitor by trade. Instead, I focused on my less than lucrative hobby, poetry.

		“Can you give me a few lines?” Aidan asked, making me blush. I had never actually read my poetry to a stranger before. And Aidan certainly counted as a stranger.

		I took a moment to remember one of my recent poems. With the alcohol in my system, my memory for such things as poetry was limited. The problem was I was no William Shakespeare.

		“I’d rather not,” I said, my face burning red in embarrassment.

		“That’s quite all right,” Aidan said. “Not everyone is a performer. Sometimes we write just for ourselves.”

		“Yes,” I said. “That’s what I do. I write for myself. Not that I’ve been doing much writing since arriving here.”

		“Completely understandable,” Aidan agreed. “You don’t want to lose the moment while you try and come up with the right rhyming pair.”

		I nodded my head in affirmation. Although I would have been the first to admit his reason was not my reason for not writing. The fact was, I had hit a bit of writers’ block recently. I simply struggled to come up with anything meaningful to write.

		It hadn’t helped that my job was becoming more stressful. I had enough vacation time built up to cover my travel, but I felt like my boss was working me harder in advance of my trip, as if he wanted to get as much out of me as he could before I flew off to the other side of the world. That had left me more tired than usual. And if I had learned one thing in writing, it was that my writing interest and quality were directly dependent on how tired I was. The less tired I felt, the more and better I would write. The more tired I felt, the less and worse I would write.

		I spent the whole afternoon with Aidan. He eventually had the idea that we should walk down to the beach and go for a stroll together. And I certainly wasn’t about to turn him down. In that moment, I felt as if I would do anything to continue to spend time with him. He was handsome, smart, and wealthy. And what was more, he was kind. He was not the kind of spoiled rich jerk who made great television and movie villains. However Aidan made his money, as he was a bit coy about that, he likely did so honestly, assuming he didn’t inherit it. Then all bets were off and the only reason he turned out well was because of how his parents brought him up.

		Admittedly, this beach was not a white sand beach from the Caribbean. The rocky shoreline of this part of Croatia had been beaten down by the waves after the centuries, leaving the beach rocky and hard in places. But I didn’t mind, even though I traversed the rocky beach barefooted. I was walking beside Aidan. That was what mattered to me.

		“That’s my yacht,” Aidan said as we rounded a corner to find a series of yachts tied up in the small harbor.

		“Which one?” I asked, curious. I knew nothing about boats and yachts, so him pointing in a general way toward a bunch of boats did not help my figure out which was his.

		“The big one,” he finally said.

		“Wow.” It was the only word I could think of to say. Wow was right. Aidan’s yacht was huge. It easily outsized everything else around it. The boat stood almost twice as tall as anything else on the water and it was twice as long. I honestly didn’t understand what all could be on board. How many people could it sleep? How many days could he stay out on the yacht between ports of call? I doubted I would ever get the chance to find out.

		“Would you like to come on board for dinner?” Aidan suddenly asked. His invitation sounded impulsive. I certainly hadn’t been expecting it. After my first two days at the resort, I somehow figured I would never get off its grounds until I was ferried back to the airport.

		“I would love to,” I said automatically. There was no way I could turn down an invitation like that. “But what should I wear?” I had a limited selection of clothes. I was living out of a suitcase, after all. However, even if I did have access to all of my clothes, I still probably wouldn’t have anything appropriate to wear. I had never been invited to have dinner on a giant yacht like that one before. I hadn’t even been on the water in a boat before.

		“You can wear whatever you like,” Aidan answered. “What matters is your company.”

		“I can do that,” I said excitedly. I was finally getting to leave the resort to do some exploring, although this exploring was of a different type from the excursion tours I had been turned down for. “When and where should I meet you?”

		“How about the main lobby at 6 o’clock?”

		“I’ll be there with bells on,” I said. “Although I might leave the bells in my room.”

		Aidan smiled. “That’s probably for the best.”

		We eventually parted ways. I hurried back up to my room, practically running. I had left my robe behind at the pool, but I no longer cared. I didn’t really need it. The robe was nearly transparent, so it really didn’t hide anything. It had been like a safety net, but there was something about not covering up my body that now appealed to me. I definitely felt more comfortable in my own skin now. Having men choose to talk to me certainly helped in that matter.

		I practically had to run down the hallway to make it to the lobby on time. I didn’t want Aidan to think I had stood him up. I didn’t want him to return to his yacht alone. I wanted to be by his side. It seemed like the right place for me, at least for the night.

		My rush to reach the lobby on time was not aided by my decision to wear the only pair of heels I had brought with me. I had never been particularly steady in heels, rarely wearing them except for special occasions. I wasn’t sure if this counted as a special occasion, but I wanted to do my best to look my best. Then again, my unsteadiness might have also been because I finished off the bottle of wine from the night before to help build up my courage. There was a bit more in the bottle than I had guessed, leaving me slightly more buzzed than I had planned.

		When I scurried into the lobby with a minute to spare, I looked around the room and immediately spotted Aidan sitting on a comfortable couch. He had changed his clothes, opting several shades of white. His white button-down shirt left a triangle of muscled chest on display at his neck. He had rolled the sleeves up to just below his elbows, giving him a casual appearance. His pants were a slightly darker shade of white, making it clear he had no plans to get himself dirty this evening.

		In contrast, I wore the little black dress I had brought alone with me. It was the only little black dress that I owned, but I wasn’t about to admit that to Aidan. He had not asked me about money, but I didn’t want to give him any hints that I was the type of gal who lived paycheck to paycheck normally. And after paying for the airfare to Europe and back, I was not going to be able to handle emergency expenses for a while.

		Oddly, my dress did not fit how I remembered it did. It felt tighter across the chest and around my hips. I had skipped wearing a bra, because the spaghetti straps of the dress would show off the bra straps. And I didn’t have a strapless bra with me. I hadn’t thought to bring one. I was wearing underwear, but it was a black thong. I didn’t usually wear such underwear, but this dress required it, unless I wanted to show off my panty lines. And with the tightness I experienced around my hips, I was definitely glad I had planned ahead and brought a thong to wear with the dress.

		“You look ravishing,” Aidan said as he took my hand and gently kissed it.

		That was not the response I had expected. I didn’t know what to expect, but I had never had a man kiss my hand in greeting before. It was nice and it made me feel pretty. More than that, it made me feel like a princess in a movie. And that was certainly a new feeling for me.

		“Thank you,” I said. A giggle escaped my lips, a bubbly feeling building up inside of me. Between the buzz in my head and the bubbly feeling in my body, I felt a bit like I was a bottle of champagne. It was nice.

		Aidan first walked me out of the lobby, having offered me his arm, which I gratefully accepted. There was a car waiting for us just outside the front door. A man opened the door to the back seat. Aidan helped me in first. Then he climbed in after me. There was already a driver in the front seat and he pulled away as soon as we were settled in the back.

		“I thought we were going to your yacht,” I said, confused.

		“We are, but the boat to take us out to the yacht is tied up at an adjacent marina. I didn’t think you would want to walk a mile on the beach in your heels.”

		“Oh,” I said. “That makes sense. Thanks.”

		There were so many aspects of Aidan’s life I clearly did not understand. The fact he had a car and a driver waiting to ferry him around on shore, when he came ashore, astonished me. Yes, the man was paid to drive, but presumably he was paid to not drive as well.

		It was only a few minutes before the car came to a stop at the marina. This time, rather than a member of the hotel staff holding the door open for us, the driver got out and came around to help us out of the back seat. Once we were out in the open air, I took a deep breath of the sea air and looked westward to see the sun falling low over the horizon. Sunset was approaching and it appeared like it would be a spectacular one. Aidan was busy conferring with the driver and handing him a tip. What for, I could not guess.

		“Sorry about the delay,” Aidan said once he had joined my side. My hand took his offered arm without even thinking about it. “Now it’s off to sea.”

		“You’ll be bringing me back, won’t you?” I asked, growing suddenly wary of Aidan’s intentions. It would have been easy for him to abduct me onto his yacht and take me wherever he pleased. I was sure his yacht had the range necessary to take me to another country.

		“I will do anything you ask of me,” Aidan said. “Now we must hurry if we want to enjoy our dinner as the sun sets over the water.”

		I felt relieved at Aidan’s answer. He made it feel like I was in the driver’s seat. If I wanted to return to the resort, he would make that happen. And I supposed if I really needed to escape, I could always swim ashore. It wasn’t that far and the water was calm. It seemed almost lake-like with how still it was. I doubted I would have an issue with sea sicknesses. That would have ruined the night.

		I didn’t mention that taking the small speed boat from the marina dock out to his yacht was technically my first time on a boat. I gripped my seat tightly as I felt some of the salt spray fly up into my face as we zipped out toward deeper water and the yacht.

		And before I knew it, we were pulling alongside the biggest yacht I could imagine. Someone one board, presumably one of Aidan’s crew, had already lowered a set of stairs for us. Aidan only took a moment to tie up the boat against the lowered stairs before he was helping me step off onto those same stairs.

		When I reached the top, with Aidan still a few steps behind me, I paused for just a moment to take in the fact I was about to watch the sunset while eating dinner with a rich handsome man. I never would have believed all this was possible before today. And given the heat I felt in my belly, I was pretty certain Aidan would be getting lucky tonight. He would have to really screw up for me not to screw him.
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		“More wine?” Aidan asked.

		The sun had set, producing a beautiful array of colors that reflected off the clear blue water. It was one of the most amazing experiences of my life, made even better by good food, good wine, and even better company.

		“Sure,” I said, holding out my glass. I was definitely drunk, but the inebriation just seemed to fit with the evening. I could only hope I didn’t end up with liver damage or other health effects after this trip was over. But in the moment, I simply went with the flow and that was so much easier when my inhibitions were artificially lowered.

		Aidan refilled my glass. He had shooed the staff away after they had cleared our dinner plates, leaving us alone to enjoy the wine and each other’s company.

		“I will admit,” Aidan said after a lengthy pause. “You’re usually not the kind of woman I bring back to my yacht.”

		As soon as I heard those words, I began to question myself. Years of self-confidence issues came flooding to the surface all at once. Tears began to well up in my eyes.

		“I guess you could say, I had a type,” Aidan continued. “But I’m glad I broke with that tradition today. I’m glad that I made the call to introduce myself to you today. And I’m glad that you are here right now.”

		In an instant my tears of sadness turned into tears of joy. “You mean that?” I asked.

		“Absolutely,” Aidan said. “You have a kind heart and that can’t be said for everyone.”

		Aidan pushed himself to his feet and stood beside the table. He held his hand out to me. “Would you care to dance?”

		I knew immediately what my answer would be. Of course I would. I quickly downed the rest of my wine and then placed my hand in his.

		Aidan helped me to my feet. I certainly needed it after all the wine I had drunk. He had put away plenty himself, but he seemed much more steady than me. Then again, I had never been much of a drinker. My tolerance was low even for a woman.

		Aidan slowly walked me out into an open space on the upper deck where we had eaten. He pulled a small remote out of his pocket and pressed a button. Suddenly music began to play from hidden speakers positioned all around us.

		As soon as the music began to play, I could feel it reverberate in my chest, much like Aidan’s voice sometimes did. I could feel myself beginning to move and sway to the rhythm of the music. But then Aidan pulled me close. He wrapped his strong arms around my waist as I reached up and draped my arms on his shoulder, wrapping them behind his neck.

		We stood there, lightly swaying, as we slowly danced to the music. I felt as if my body were melting into his. The heat between my legs was only growing stronger. My arousal would get the best of me. There was no way I could last the night before I would be begging him to fuck me.

		Time lost all meaning to me as we danced in the cooling night air. It was easy to forget we were on a yacht. It was easy to forget that it had been years since I last felt the touch of a man like this. It was easy to forget that this might have been the best moment of my life. I simply took it all as it came to me and enjoyed the moment.

		The music eventually stopped. As it faded away, Aidan’s lips were pressed against mine. He kissed me, hard. And I kissed him right back. Our tongues darted in and out of each other’s mouths, exploring as our hands roamed each other’s bodies. Aidan ran his hands down my flanks, starting just below my arms and ending when he found bare skin beneath my skirt.

		I gripped Aidan, running my hands across his broad muscular back, kneading his muscles as I tied to gain purchase. He was all muscle, making me feel protected and secure. Nothing bad could happen to me while I was with him.

		Before I knew it, we had found our way below deck. He guided me down onto the large bed in the master cabin, a richly appointed bedroom that far outclassed any bedroom I had personally seen before. I could only imagine what Aidan’s bedroom looked like in his home, wherever that might be. I presumed he lived somewhere in England, but we had never gotten that far in our conversations.

		“Please,” I begged as Aidan pushed my dress up toward my hips, revealing my black lace thong.

		“Please, what?” Aidan asked, a knowing smirk on his face.

		“Please, fuck me,” I answered back, almost moaning.

		“When I’m ready,” Aidan said before kissing me again.

		His hands roamed across my body. He freed my breasts from the confines of my dress. Aidan took extra care to kiss and lick my nipples. They were already hard, but now they felt like little diamond bullets, impossibly and almost painfully hard.

		My hands tried to push things along, pulling Aidan toward me, pulling at my thong, anything to bring the moment of crescendo closer. I was growing desperate. My arousal had been building all afternoon. And my time with Aidan had not helped matters. If anything, I was hornier because of his presence. But now it was time. Now it was time for him to give me what I so dearly needed. This was not desire. This was pure sexual need. I needed Aidan to fuck me. I needed to feel his cock inside my pussy. I needed him to pound me into oblivion.

		But it felt like ages as Aidan continued to tease me. He seemed to think it was funny how aroused I was, how needy I was. I knew he was thoroughly enjoying himself.

		“You know, the girls I usually bring back here aren’t as demanding as you are,” Aidan said.

		The thought of other girls in my place did nothing to lessen my need for him. I had no qualms about the life Aidan led before meeting me. He could have fucked a million women for all I cared. I just wanted him to fuck me now.

		Luckily, I did not have long to wait. Before I even realized what was happening, Aidan pulled my thongs down my legs and pushed my dress fully up around my waist. And it was only another moment before his big, thick cock was teasing at my entrance.

		“What do you need?” Aidan asked.

		“Your cock,” I answered, barely coherent.

		“Where do you need my cock?”

		“I need your cock in my pussy,” I said.

		“I think that can be arranged.”

		Aidan slammed his cock into me with almost reckless abandon from the start. He drove himself in to the hilt in one strong motion. I was beyond wet for him, my body ready to take both his length and his girth, but his size was more than I had felt before.

		“Fuck yes,” I practically screamed as it felt like Aidan was splitting me open.

		However, I only had a few moments to become accustomed to his hard shaft inside of me. A moment later and he began to withdraw, readying himself for his next thrust.

		“You like this don’t you?” Aidan asked as he began to develop a steady rhythm of hard and fast strokes.

		“Yes,” I moaned. “I like it. I love it. I need it.”

		“I thought as much,” Aidan said before he turned all his attention to fucking me.

		It did not take long before my head was spinning. The pleasure was intense, more than anything I had ever imagined before. More than what my fingers had been able to provide earlier in the day. And yet I still felt like I was in the same predicament. Aidan’s thrusts only seemed to build the pressure inside of me. He was filling me up with orgasmic energy, pushing me beyond my limits. I could only hold on for so long before I legitimately went crazy under pressure.

		I did not lay there passively as Aidan fucked me. My words had shifted over to moans, completely unintelligible, but my hands and legs could still act. My fingers raked across Aidan’s back, my nails not sharp enough to draw blood, but I still left behind marks as I struggled to pull him closer.

		My legs wrapped themselves around Aidan’s ass, trying to pull him deeper with each thrust. He had already reached places inside of me that I didn’t know existed, but my body craved to feel him even deeper inside of me. It needed to feel him so deep in my pussy that there might be organ damage.

		But in the moment, I didn’t care about that. All I cared about was him fucking me as hard as he could so I could finally cum. I needed to cum. It was all that mattered to me.

		It felt like a tiny shock when I felt Aidan’s cock twitch inside of me. It had been a long time, but I knew what that twitch meant. The end was near. My end was near.

		“I’m cumming,” Aidan roared, his voice vibrating in my chest.

		A moment later his cock sent its first surge of cum into my waiting channel. The moment his hot white cum began to paint the walls of my pussy, I was cumming too. I moaned and cried out, my words coming out as gibberish, as I came. My hands and legs released him as they thrashed about. I was unable to control myself as every nerve in my body seemed to fire at once, releasing the orgasmic energy and letting it cascade through every inch of me in waves.

		“Fuck,” Aidan said as his cock sent its last gooey ropes into my pussy.

		For me, however, the experience was too much for my mind to handle. I blacked out, my eyes closing as I laid back on the bed under the watchful gaze of the best lover I had ever had.

		However, when I woke up, I could tell something was wrong. I raised my head to see Aidan standing over me with a broad smile on his face. It took me a moment to realize the problem. My wrists and ankles were bound. I was spread eagle on the bed with soft but firm restraints holding my wrists and ankles to the four corners of the bed.

		“What… What happened?” I asked, fear replacing the happy pleasure I had just been enjoying.

		“You might not be aware,” Aidan began to explain, “but your body changed after you came.”

		“It did what?” I asked, confused. What he said made no sense.

		“After we had sex, after you passed out, I watched your body change. Your tits got bigger. Your arse got bigger. Your hair became lighter.”

		“But why am I tied up?” I asked, not connecting how my body changing, which I didn’t believe, was connected to being tied to his bed like this. “Do you do this to all the girls you bring here?”

		“No, I don’t do this to every woman I bring back to my yacht,” Aidan said coolly. “It’s been months since these restraints got any use. But the reason I’ve used them on you is I thought we might run a little experiment. I want to see if we can replicate what just happened to you.”

		I stared up into Aidan’s eyes. There was no lie there. There was no deceit. He was honestly curious about what would happen if I came again.

		“You don’t need to tie me up for that,” I said. However, as I laid there, completely at Aidan’s mercy, I couldn’t help but get turned on by it all. Him tying me up like this was actually pretty hot. I had just cum like a freight train and I was already wanting to go again. I had never realized how much of a slut I could be. Three good orgasms in a day and I was still wanting more.

		“Do you trust me?” Aidan asked.

		I wracked my brain, trying to understand what was going on. I had not felt this confused in a long time. Even though I worked a lowly janitorial job, I wasn’t an idiot. I just didn’t have a lot of options. So it was rare when I was left legitimately confused. But the truth was, no matter what Aidan had done in tying me up, I did trust him. He had done nothing to believe otherwise. And to be honest, getting tied up wasn’t something to be afraid of. It might actually be fun.

		“Yes, I trust you,” I admitted. It was the truth, after all.

		“Good,” Aidan said. “And to further get you to believe what I’m saying is true, I want you to look at your tits.”

		I raised my head and looked down at my now bare chest. Not only had Aidan tied me up, but he had stripped off my dress as well.

		However, it was not my naked body that surprised me but the size of my boobs. There was no doubt they were bigger. I had started the day as barely having boobs at all, but now I had more than I could possibly imagine. Maybe that was why my dress felt tight earlier and why my nipples seemed to pop so much in my bikini.

		“Wow,” I said.

		“Wow, indeed. I must say, seeing your tits grow was a pleasant experience. And I have to say that you are definitely a blonde now. I think we will have to test the old adage of whether blondes really do have more fun.”

		As Aidan spoke, he pulled my hair up in front of my eyes so I could see it. He was right. It was a dark blonde. I couldn’t believe it. My old brown hair was gone.

		I liked it.

		I didn’t understand why I liked it, but I did. It made me feel hot. And I definitely had no problem with feeling hot. My legs were already squirming, as much as they could with me being tied up as I was, wanting more attention. I was quickly becoming a horny mess and seeing myself with blonde hair only added to that. I had boobs and blonde hair. That was definitely a change for me.

		“I’ve always considered myself a man of science,” Aidan began. “Admittedly, I mostly focus on the buying and selling of companies, but I did get my degree. And so I pose to you a hypothesis and a means to test it. My hypothesis is that your body will continue to change every time you have an orgasm. To test it, I happen to have a very special vibrator.”

		Aidan picked up a white vibrator off the bed, an item I had been unable to see while looking at my boobs. I had seen them before, although I couldn’t remember where or when. All I knew was many women thought of them as magic with the ability to make a woman cum by just pressing the vibrator against her clit.

		“But I am a man with morals and ethics,” Aidan continued. “Yes, I have tied you up already, but you will still get the choice. Do you want me to make you cum again?”

		My mind tried to process the question. I tried to work through the meaning of what might be happening to me. I knew, deep down, that something strange was happening to me. I could look back on my day and see that my behavior seemed to change after each orgasm. The way I thought about Enrico would have made no sense if I hadn’t already cum.

		Yet, despite all that, my body knew what it wanted. My body wanted to cum. It didn’t care how. It didn’t care what the consequences would be. And it also knew it would get its way, one way or another. It would get to cum, whether it was at Aidan’s hands or my own. I would eventually give in. The question was whether I wanted to face this question alone or whether I wanted Aidan by my side.

		The moment I looked up at Aidan’s bare chest, I knew the answer to my question. If I had to choose between finding out if cumming made my boobs grow, I would rather do it with Aidan beside me than all alone.

		“Yes,” I said triumphantly. “Do it.”

		Aidan smiled. “As you wish.”

		Stepping forward, Aidan brought his knee up onto the bed, positioning himself between my legs. He then lowered the vibrator until I could sense it between my legs. It wasn’t even touching me yet, but I could feel the way the vibrator shifted the air around it. I involuntarily raised my hips, trying to get closer. I wanted to feel that vibrator on my clit. I needed to cum.

		“Don’t tease me,” I moaned. “Just make me cum.”

		Aidan said nothing, but he didn’t need to, because a moment later he did exactly what I asked of him.

		The vibrator touched my clit and I felt as if my whole body had come alive with a bolt of electricity. My muscles seized as my whole world suddenly shrank down to the small amount of real estate between my legs.

		And it only took a minute before my next first experimental orgasm hit me. I pulled against my restraints as another cascade of pleasure washed over me. The sensations were intense, too intense. It only took a moment before I passed out.

		When I woke up, I immediately raised my head to find my boobs had gotten bigger again.

		“It worked,” I exclaimed. “You’re like a genius and stuff.”

		“And stuff?” Aidan asked.

		“Um,” I said dumbly. “Yeah.”

		I didn’t know why I found it so hard to find the right words to use. Stuff was such a generic term. It could be used to describe almost anything. And it certainly made me feel dumb using it.

		I giggled as I suddenly became distracted by my boobs. The way they rose and fell with every breath I took was almost hypnotic.

		“Hmm, there might be some mental side effects,” Aidan said. “Not that I mind. Do you?”

		“Um,” I said again. Why did Aidan keep asking me all these questions?

		“Here,” Aidan said, interrupting my train of thought. “Let’s put it this way. Do you want bigger tits?”

		“Yes,” I said immediately. Who wouldn’t want bigger tits? “Oh, yes. I want bigger tits.”

		And just like that, Aidan returned the vibrator to my clit, pressing it down on my little pleasure button. It only took seconds before I was thrashing about, unable to handle the overload of energy coursing through me. I wanted to recoil from the pleasure, but it felt too good. I loved it.

		It took less time for me to cum this time. I simply let it happen and suddenly I was rewarded by another epic orgasm. It ripped through me leaving me feeling like a shell of a person. I must have passed out. It was the only thing that explained my opening my eyes to discover that my tits had once again grown.

		“I’ve got big tits,” I announced as soon as I had recovered.

		Aidan laughed, which in turn made me giggle. “Yes, you have big tits now. And you’ve got blonde hair and a sexy pout. To be honest, you look like a bimbo.”

		“Is that bad?” I asked. I vaguely remembered thinking bimbos were bad, but I couldn’t be sure. And I was pretty sure I liked how I looked, so if I looked like a bimbo, that would have to mean that bimbos were good.

		“No,” Aidan said. “I’m usually the type of guy who goes in for bimbos. But they can be so fickle. I love spending time with them, but I’ve never found a bimbo who wanted me for me and not my money.”

		“You have money?” I asked.

		“I own a yacht,” Aidan answered.

		“So?” I said, not understanding the conversation. “I don’t get it.”

		“And that’s what makes you special.”
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		Aidan’s experiment with making me cum over and over again went long into the night. Each time he would ask if I wanted more and each time I gave the only answer I could possibly give. “Yes, give me bigger titties.”

		At some point, however, the transformation seemed to stop. Each new orgasm, while delicious in its own right, failed to increase the size of my tits or make me any dumber.

		That was the other thing that became abundantly clear as the night wore on. Each orgasm left me a little dumber. The effects were more obvious at first, with the way my vocabulary became more and more limited and I would break out into a fit of giggles at a moment’s notice. But it became more than that. It was like my memories were slowly eroding and eventually disappearing. By the time Aidan was done playing with me, not only could I not remember algebra, but I couldn’t even remember my own name.

		“You’re Desiree,” Aidan told me at one point. It wasn’t a question. It was a statement, a fact, a truth that I somehow needed to keep in my bimbofied mind.

		“Desiree is…” I said, trying to put words to the feeling in my gut. There was something wrong with the name. Yes, it was mine, but it didn’t feel like it fit me anymore. It felt almost foreign to me.

		“A bit boring for a bimbo like you?” Aidan offered.

		“Totally,” I said, agreeing with him. Then again, I would have found myself hard pressed to disagree with him. In my newly bimbofied world, I had quickly come to understand that men were going to be smarter than me. Most women would be smarter too, but women didn’t have yummy cocks to play with as reward for helping me.

		“You make a good point,” Aidan said thoughtfully.

		“I do?” I asked, confused. That should have been no surprise to either of us at that point, but I certainly didn’t mind. Being confused and helpless was kind of fun and sexy. It certainly brought out a dominant streak in Aidan, although he was already pretty dominant. Being strong, powerful, and rich can do that to a person.

		“Desiree doesn’t really fit you anymore,” Aidan explained. He was right and it made me sad. I wanted a name that fit me. “But we can change it. We could come up with something new or we could just shorten it. There’s Des, which might work. Wait, I know. Desi. We’ll call you Desi. You can be ditzy Desi.”

		“Dumb, ditzy, Desi,” I said, adding in the dumb for more alliteration. Ditzy Desi, the blonde bimbo. There was so much I could do with that. It made me smile.

		“Exactly,” Aidan said. “Good girl.”

		Hearing those two words nearly made me purr. I would have hugged Aidan, but he still had me tied down to the bed.

		“Um, are you gonna fuck me now or do you want to untie me?” I asked. I couldn’t really do anything while I was tied to the bed. And to be honest, as much as I liked getting tied up, I wanted to see the new me. Yes, my big tits looked amazing sticking up off my chest, but I wanted to see myself in all my bimbo glory. For that I needed to be untied and looking in a mirror.

		“Maybe later,” Aidan said. “As hot as it was to watch you transform, I need some time before I fuck you again.”

		That sounded like a challenge to me, but I was more concerned about getting to a mirror.

		It didn’t take long for Aidan to free me. The loops around my wrists and ankles were suddenly loose and I was able to pull myself free. Then I hopped up and headed for the bright and shiny mirror on the back of the cabin door.

		“Wow,” I said as soon as I saw my fully bimbofied body. My tits were huge and sat proudly on my chest. As big as they were, everyone would have to assume they were fake. They were too big for my frame, but I liked that. They would be impossible to hide. Everyone would know I had big boobs, even when I wasn’t actively trying to show them off. Not that I could ever imagine wanting to hide such glorious tits. I wanted the world to see them.

		However, bimbos had more than tits and if I was going to brand myself as a bimbo, I couldn’t just focus on my tits. I finally managed to draw my eyes away from my big round tits, first to look at my hips and ass. My hips had expanded along with my ass. Turning around, I could see that I now sported a perfect bubble butt. I could just imagine Aidan slapping it or even fucking it. Both images made me wet.

		Then there was my face and hair. There was no question about me being blonde anymore. The transformation process had taken me all the way to platinum blonde, the most bimboey of hair colors. But my face had changed too. My eyes were still mine, but now my nose looked smaller and cuter and my lips were big and juicy. My lips looked very kissable, but at their size there was really only one thing I could say they would be best at. The idea of sucking a cock, especially Aidan’s cock, made my mouth water.

		Then there was the mental side of my transformation. I knew I was dumber. It felt like my mind had been wrapped up in a puffy pink blanket, but only things that mattered to a bimbo like me were allowed to stay safe in the blanket. Everything else was pushed out and ultimately discarded. Not that I minded any. Thinking had suddenly become a difficult chore and one that I would be happy to let others take care of for me. Why would I want to make a decision when someone like Aidan was around to make sure I made the right decision?

		However, I was quickly discovering that while much of my mind had been cut away, other aspects of my brain must have been added. I was pretty sure I hadn’t known all those important things about how to apply makeup or how to best get a man off with my body. Those had been foreign ideas and thoughts before, but now they felt natural, as if they had always been a part of me without me even realizing it.

		“You really are a beauty,” Aidan said as he came up behind me and began to rub my shoulders.

		I leaned back into Aidan’s muscular body, enjoying his touch. I felt safe and secure in his arms, but seeing the way he looked at me, I couldn’t help but grow wet. He looked at me with a lust I loved to see.

		I turned my body and rose up on tiptoes so that I could kiss him.

		The moment our lips touched, I knew I had made the right decision. He wrapped me up in his arms and I melted against him, giving him of myself completely and freely. He could have me in any way that he pleased. He had made me a bimbo and now I wanted nothing other than to be his bimbo. That was all that mattered to me now.

		But the moment Aidan broke the kiss, I found myself gracefully slipping to my knees. I did not think, I simply acted on instinct, on new impulses that I had never felt before.

		Like me, Aidan was still naked. And despite his shrugging off the idea of fucking me again at the moment, his cock betrayed him. I felt it pressed into my hip as we kissed and now I could see it in all of its glory. It was big. It was thick. It was long. And it was mine.

		I glanced up, looking for permission, but my tongue was already sliding out from between my plump lips. There was the smallest of nods, the bare minimum to tell me to go ahead. My heart nearly leaped out of my chest with glee.

		I started with a tentative lick. His cock responded immediately, growing harder and more engorged. What surprised me, however, was the taste. I had never tasted anything so exquisite. I needed more.

		I followed that first lick with a long lick from base to head along the underside of Aidan’s shaft. He let out a groan as I did so, telling me he found my actions as pleasurable as I did fun.

		When I finally wrapped my lips around Aidan’s cock, I began to wonder if I might have taken on too much. I honestly didn’t know if this was possible. Could I take all of Aidan’s hard shaft into my mouth? I might be dumb, but I wasn’t an idiot. How was it all supposed to fit?

		But I kept trying as I slowly bobbed on his cock, taking more and more into my mouth each time. I was sure my technique needed improvement. It would take time before I could suck cock like a seasoned pro, but I was intent on learning. I would suck Aidan’s cock or others if needed until I had it all down perfectly.

		Unfortunately, I eventually reached the point where I simply couldn’t fit any more cock into my mouth. I could feel the head of his cock pushing against the back of my throat. There was still so much outside though. I brought my hands up to help. It wasn’t my fault that my mouth wasn’t big enough for Aidan’s whole cock. I was only one bimbo.

		But then something happened. Aidan took charge, taking my head in his hands, wrapping his finger through my hair on the sides of my head. He gripped me and began to push himself deeper into my mouth. When he hit the back of my throat, I thought he might stop, but he didn’t. He kept pushing.

		And then it clicked. I opened the back of my throat and suddenly I had cock filling not just my mouth, but my throat as well. I was deep throating him.

		“I’ve never had a woman do that before,” Aidan groaned as he slowly fucked my face. He made sure to pull back occasionally so that I could catch my breath, but he would always force me back onto his cock.

		I had always thought of blowjobs as degrading acts, but as I sat back on my haunches with a whole cock in my mouth and throat, I found myself both happy and proud at having taken all of Aidan’s cock as I had without any gagging. My body had been transformed into a man’s wet dream and that included my entire body. I had been rebuilt for sex and I was certain I was going to enjoy every moment of it.

		When Aidan finally came down my throat, I had never felt so proud of myself. No, I didn’t cum, but the sense of pride I received from making him cum as I did left me with a big smile on my face and a sense of worth that no one could take away from me.

		After cumming down my throat, Aidan complained of tiredness. I couldn’t blame him. And it was a miracle I was still running at full tilt. I had lost track of how many times I had cum, but it was a lot. I had to figure my body needed time to recover from that ordeal.

		We climbed into bed, both of us still naked, and fell asleep as soon as our heads hit the pillows.
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		When I woke up the next morning, I could smell Aidan. It wasn’t a bad smell. It was a good smell. It was the type of smell that a bimbo like me could get used to waking up next to every morning. It was comforting. It made me feel like I had been wrapped up in a blanket that would make me safe and protect me from the outside world that was not always friendly to bimbos like me.

		Without even thinking about it, I dove under the covers to find Aidan’s morning wood. He was hard and I couldn’t help myself. I took him into my mouth and began to give him a long and slow-building blowjob. If I were a man, this would be how I would want to wake up after spending the night with a bimbo. Or at least that was what I assumed, not having any experience in the matter. But it seemed logical to a bimbo like me.

		I wasn’t sure when Aidan actually woke up from my ministrations, but I got an early breakfast of his tasty cum. I regretted not being able to taste his cum the night before, but he had cum down my throat. The closest thing I could have done then to get a taste would have been to belch and that wasn’t something a lady was supposed to do.

		My eyes went wide as I tasted Aidan’s cum for the first time. Yes, it was delicious and I was already planning to make his cum my breakfast every morning I woke up beside him.

		“That is certainly something,” Aidan said as I came out from underneath the covers. “I don’t think I’ve ever had a wake up blowjob before.”

		“I was having breakfast,” I said with a giggle.

		“Breakfast? I wonder if you have any breakfast for me.”

		Aidan pulled me close to him and kissed me. He didn’t mind that my lips had just been wrapped around his cock. And I kissed him back, enjoying every moment, every touch. All I could hope was that this time spent with him would never end. I never wanted to leave his side again.

		And I didn’t.

		That is to say, I didn’t leave his side for the next two days. We spent our days on his yacht, being served by his staff. I would lay out on the deck and sun myself. At night, we would have dinner, we would dance, then Aidan would fuck me. It was a fantastic way to spend my vacation.

		Aidan had even been kind enough to have some new clothes purchased and brought on board. The dress I had arrived in didn’t really fit me anymore. My tits were simply too big for it. Although we both enjoyed watching me try and put it on. I managed to get it wrapped around my waist, but I couldn’t keep it covering both my tits and my ass at the same time. It was one or the other, but neither was considered appropriate for leaving the yacht.

		The new bikinis he bought for me were a major improvement over my old white bikini. My new ones covered even less skin, making sure my tits were well displayed, as well as my ass. The thong-backed bottoms were a big hit both with Aidan and his staff. I could feel how their eyes lingered on me when I was out sunning myself, especially when I was on my front. I was picking up a nice tan.

		But my uninterrupted time on the yacht could not last forever. Eventually I would need to return to the resort. I’m not sure that they minded my absence. As long as I wasn’t using their resources for free, they were happy.

		However, when I returned so that I could properly check out, every man in the lobby could not fail to ogle me as I sashayed across the room in my tall heels. I wore a floral print keyhole halter dress that left vast quantities of cleavage on display. The dress hugged my body until it reached my hips, when it became loose as it fell in an A-line down to my knees. The dress was longer than I normally would have worn, but when coupled with the wide-brim hat, I knew I looked every bit the classy bimbo I now was. Then again, I wasn’t completely classy, since I wasn’t wearing any underwear. But only Aidan knew that after he fucked me in the ass before we came ashore.

		It took me a little while to find my room. It turned out both my memory and my concept of numbers was shot. But the nice bellhop who found me wandering the hallways managed to point me in the right direction. I gave him a peck on the cheek in thanks. The money I slipped into his hand certainly helped as well. Now that I was backed by a man with money, I could properly spread it around, which I had been unable to do before meeting Aidan. I was simply too broke for that.

		It was relatively easy packing. Almost everything would be left behind. Aidan had even given me a note to place on the suitcase I was leaving behind, telling the cleaning staff they could have it and whatever they wanted from inside. They could even sell it if they wanted to.

		Of course, the reason for leaving so much behind was the simple fact the fit of my clothes and my preferred styles had changed so dramatically. Almost all of the clothes I had brought with me were completely useless to me now. And now that I had been given a taste of the good life, I did not want to return to that past.

		Of the things I did take with me, the most important was my passport. I would need that wherever I went, although it would be easy enough to stay on board the yacht should we make a port of call. However, Aidan wanted to be able to show me off. I was to be his arm candy and maybe even more. That was my hope.

		“Yes, how may I help you?” asked the desk clerk when I went to check out. His eyes never left the large keyhole in my dress where my tits were visible. I was perfectly fine with that. I wouldn’t have worn such a dress if I didn’t want people to stare.

		“I’m checking out,” I said. As the days had worn on since that night when Aidan turned me into a bimbo with the vibrator, I had come to discover that my voice had subtly changed too. My voice was now softer, raised an octave, and generally more pleasant. I could even sing, which was something I had never been able to do well before. I would never be a starlet singer, but Aidan liked to listen to me sing along to the pop songs I now preferred.

		“Your name?” the clerk asked. This was one of the clerks who had regularly called me Ms. Smith before. He couldn’t recognize me anymore. And in hindsight, that was a good thing. I was such a plain girl before. I was just so boring. Now I was a fun and sexy bimbo. I couldn’t have imagined a better improvement over my old life.

		“Desi… I mean, Desiree Smith,” I said sweetly, almost forgetting that my official name and my bimbo name were not the same. Aidan had plans to change that, just like he had plans for me to quit my job. I wouldn’t be going back to America to clean offices. When I went back, it would be on Aidan’s arm after a ride in a private jet. I had already promised to make him a member of the mile high club. However, he said that he was already a member, but he planned to initiate me into the club soon.

		It only took a few minutes to complete the checkout process. It was a bit longer, since I had been a special guest of the resort.

		“Do you need me to call you a car to take you to the airport?” the clerk asked after I finished signing the papers.

		“I’m not going to the airport,” I said. “I’m staying for a few more weeks.”

		At that, I walked out and climbed into a waiting car.

		“How did it go, my little bimbo?” Aidan asked before he gave me a kiss and groped my tits.

		I giggled, both at him calling me his little bimbo and for groping my tits. I had already made it clear to him that I was his to command. He could do with me as he pleased, as long as he didn’t dump me onto the street. We both knew such an action would probably lead me to turning tricks to support myself. My only talents were looking pretty and sex. I couldn’t survive in the real world without the guidance of a man like Aidan. Luckily, he understood his responsibility in our partnership and had made overtures to make sure I would remain cared for, even if something bad happened to him.

		“It was perfect,” I said, answering Aidan’s question.

		“Did they like your outfit?” he asked.

		“The clerk couldn’t stop staring at my tits.”

		“Perfect.”

		Aidan’s plan was a simple one. He planned for us to sail up and down the Adriatic coast for a few weeks. The weather was supposed to be nice. After that, life was still up in the air. At some point we would go to America and make my new life official. Until then, however, there was a lot of Europe to explore, as well as Aidan’s home country. He would need to return to London to care for his affairs eventually. Just because he was a wealthy man did not mean he could spend all his time abroad.

		By the time we were setting sail, leaving our anchorage and the resort that had initiated my new life, I had already changed into a bikini for my time on deck. It was a warm evening and the sky glowed brightly in various shades of yellow and orange, contrasted against the blue-green sea. I didn’t know what specifically my future held for me, but I knew I was going to be happy and well-fucked. Aidan would see to that.

		When I first made my way to Croatia, I was hoping to escape my boring life for just a week. That was all I could afford. I didn’t know I would get to escape that life forever.

		I understood that not all women could instantly become a bimbo like me, or nearly instantly at least, but I could not have imagined a better outcome. Becoming a bimbo was the best thing that ever happened to me. I love my body. I love my dumb bimbo brain. I love all the sex I get to have. And surprisingly, I love being a horny mess all the time. I’ve made it a plan to get Aidan to fuck me in every room and on every piece of furniture on his yacht. The only problem is sometimes he leaves me so well and truly fucked that I can’t remember what I’ve checked off my list. I’d write it down, but I’m too big a bimbo to keep track of stuff like that. And that’s all right.
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