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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 sixth of the Bimbo Bee books, this time featuring Fiona. 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 Fiona and the Bimbo Bee.

		

	
		

		Fiona and the Bimbo Bee

		

		“C ome on Bitsy-Boo,” I said, egging my car on. There was no doubt it was dying. The combination of my car being almost as old as me and the Texas heat probably had something to do with it. I just needed to reach the next town.

		Unfortunately, we didn’t make it. My car died, leaving me in the middle of nowhere in a place with no phone reception. It was an all around crappy situation. Luckily I managed to pull Bitsy-Boo off the highway and onto the shoulder, but it didn’t even want to make it that far. We made it by pure force of will. My will. Bitsy-Boo had nothing left to give.

		“You’re in real trouble, Fiona,” I told myself as I opened the hood to see a smoking mess. There was no saving my car. She had treated me well over the years, but now she had finally kicked the bucket.

		There was no way I could afford to get her fixed, assuming the rusted heap was even fixable. I had hoped she would survive a little longer as I made the drive to California.

		Of course, I wouldn’t have even been in Texas if I hadn’t wanted to visit a friend in Austin on my way. I would have been farther north, where the heat might not have been so extreme. Then again, if Bitsy-Boo had died in the middle of Nebraska, I don’t know that I would have been much better off. The middle of nowhere is still the middle of nowhere.

		“Son of a…” I suddenly screamed as a stinging pain struck in my calf.

		I looked down to see a small red mark where the pain radiated from. Not only had my car broken down, but I’d been stung by a bee too.

		“Just great,” I said as I hobbled back toward the driver’s seat. I needed to sit down and take the weight off my leg.

		I’d been stung by bees and wasps before. They hurt like hell, but I wasn’t allergic or anything bad. But I didn’t really want to be nursing a bee sting at the same time I was hiking to get help. I could try staying at my car for a while, just in case a tow truck happened to come across me, but I would eventually need to replenish my small supply of food. That meant traveling. It was too far to go back to Austin at this point, and I really did want to get to California, with my car or without it if necessary.

		Once sitting, I managed to take a look at my calf. The damage didn’t look bad, despite the pain. And even the pain seemed to be dissipating to a dull ache. Usually the sharpness of the pain lasted longer than this. I appreciated it.

		In addition to the pain lessening, there was no sign of a stinger getting left in the wound. There was nothing for me to do except wait and see what happened.

		However, as I sat there, I found a wave of tiredness wash over me. I yawned, unable to help myself.

		“What the hell?” I asked myself, already feeling groggy.I briefly wondered if I was experiencing some kind of allergic reaction, but it felt more like I was coming down off an adrenaline high. I hadn’t realized I had experienced an adrenaline spike, but it made sense after coaxing my car to the side of the highway without causing an accident.

		“Maybe a nap would be okay,” I said as I pulled the driver’s door shut and let my seat back. The hood was still up, but that actually helped. It blocked some of the sun which had moved off to the west, the direction I was traveling.

		And then almost as soon as I closed my eyes, expecting to take a short nap, I was asleep and almost completely dead to the world.
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		I woke up groggily to a rising sun behind me. I understood immediately that I had somehow slept through the end of the day and all through the night.

		“Fuck me,” I cursed as I stretched and tried to work out some of the kinks from sleeping in my car overnight. Traffic continued to roar by as if nothing was amiss with my car on the side of the road.

		I pushed open the door and dragged myself out of the car. My body felt stiff and sore, but the pain in my calf was gone. It didn’t even look like I had been stung. The red mark from the day before was gone.

		“I guess I’m lucky on that front,” I told myself as I turned my attention to my next step. I couldn’t just continue to spend all my time at my car, living in it. The car was dead. And as much as I hated leaving Bitsy-Boo behind, it couldn’t be helped. Somehow I would arrange for it to get towed to a junkyard when I was back in cell range.

		I took a few minutes to pack my stuff, throwing it all into my backpack. I wasn’t carrying much. This trip was not supposed to last long. I had arranged for enough clothes to get me out to California. After that, I assumed I would be able to do a load of laundry.

		The hardest part was packing away the little bit of food I had. There was no way I could avoid smashing my loaf of bread. At least that would be easy to replace, if needed. And even smashed bread was still edible. It just wasn’t very good for making sandwiches.

		Once my backpack was all packed, I closed up my car and locked the doors. I almost shed a tear when I realized I might never see Bitsy-Boo again, but that was life. She was an old car when I first got her and she was even older now.

		“Goodbye,” I told my car before I turned away and started walking.

		I had been headed west before my car died, so that was the direction I started walking. I had no idea how far away I was from the next town. The lack of signal on my phone meant I didn’t have a good map. I hadn’t thought to bring a paper map with me. Who needs a hard copy when smartphones and map apps are ubiquitous? It turns out there is a good reason to have some things in paper form as backup.

		I felt as if I had been walking for an hour when I finally started to wonder if I should try hitchhiking. I was well aware of the dangers, especially as a young woman by myself. But I didn’t see much other choice. It was becoming increasingly clear that I wasn’t just a couple miles from the nearest exit. And with this being Texas, I had no idea how far I would have to walk before I finally reached civilization again, or at least a cell signal.

		“I guess I’m hitchhiking,” I told myself as I stuck out my thumb as I continued to walk down the highway shoulder.

		Hitchhiking was entirely foreign to me and I had no idea how long it would take before I found someone willing to stop. It probably didn’t help that I was carrying my backpacking backpack on my back. It blocked much of my body from view, meaning no one could tell that I was probably a harmless woman and not some random crazy guy. I will admit that I understood that as a woman I was viewed as less threatening. Then again, I could more easily be seen as an easy victim by someone with nefarious intentions.

		However, much to my surprise, I had only been sticking my thumb out to passing cars for about five minutes when a similarly old looking sedan to my own car pulled over onto the shoulder ahead of me. As soon as the car stopped, I jogged to catch up, not wanting to make the driver wait.

		As soon as I approached on the passenger side, I saw the car had a man behind the wheel and a woman in the front passenger seat. They looked only a couple years older than me, which was a relief. I wasn’t getting picked up by some strange old guy who wouldn’t be able to keep his eyes off of me.

		“Where you headed?” the woman asked as I approached her window.

		“West,” I said. “At least to the next town. My car died a ways back.”

		“That smoking wreck on the side of the road?” the man asked.

		I looked back in the direction I had come from. In the distance I could see a plume of smoke rising above the horizon.

		“It wasn’t smoking when I left it, but that was over an hour ago,” I admitted.

		“We’ll get you into town at least,” the woman said. “You should be able to arrange transportation from there.”

		“Thanks,” I said as I opened the back door and tossed my backpack across the seat and then climbed in after it. “I really appreciate this.”

		We exchanged small talk for a few minutes as Jeff—the man’s name was Jeff—pulled back onto the highway and merged in with traffic. Charlotte was his wife. They got married last year and were currently driving to visit Jeff’s mother who was possibly dying of cancer. It was not a happy trip for either of them, which made their decision to help me even more impressive.

		They showed plenty of curiosity about my own trek west, although they didn’t seem to approve of my desire to visit California. Jeff and Charlotte appeared to be a conservative pair who had convinced themselves that California was some hell hole. I didn’t try to correct the record. After all, they had been kind enough to give me a lift. It wasn’t my place to challenge their worldview. Had I been in a different situation, I would have voiced my opinion, but I wasn’t about to disparage them and their beliefs while they were helping me.

		However, as I sat there, finally able to let my body and mind fall idle, I discovered I had a bit of an itch between my legs. This wasn’t a bad itch. It felt good actually. I was already aroused and that arousal was getting stronger.

		If I had been on my own, I probably would have taken a few minutes to stick my fingers down my pants and masturbate a little. A nice little orgasm was a normal part of my life and I had no qualms about giving my body what it needed.

		But this was different. I didn’t have the freedom to satisfy the itch. There was no way I was going to risk angering these two angels of mercy who helped me in my hour of need. I wasn’t about to start masturbating in the back of their car as we drove down the highway, no matter how much I felt like I needed it.

		I couldn’t remember being this horny in a long time. When I had a boyfriend, the sex and arousal seemed to take care of itself. When one of us was horny, we were more than happy to accommodate the other. But that relationship had ended more than a year ago and I would be the first to admit that I had hit a dry patch in the relationship and sex department. There had been a couple hookups, but nothing serious. Those one-night stands never amounted to anything more than me scratching that itch.

		And it was that same itch I felt now, except this was far more intense. The longer I tried to ignore my needs, the more intense my arousal became.

		“Is it hot in here?” I asked as I pulled at the neck of my top, trying to let some of the building heat dissipate.

		“Um, it’s comfortable up here,” Charlotte said. “But I can turn up the A/C if you need it.”

		“That would be great,” I said. “I don’t know what is wrong with me today. I think sleeping in my dead car last night has left my body in a weird place today.”

		Charlotte fiddled with the air controls and a moment later I could feel a wave of cold air hit me. I let out a sigh as I immediately felt the cooling effects.

		“Thank you,” I said, relieved.

		However, that relief was only short lived. As much as I relished the cool air caressing my skin as I sat in the back of the small sedan, that same cool air seemed to encourage my body to produce even more heat, to become more aroused.

		When we finally reached the outskirts of a town, I felt as if I would go crazy if I didn’t find some sexual relief soon. My hands fidgeted in my lap, my body bobbed forward and backward, my eyes struggled to stay focused on any one thing for longer than a few seconds. To be honest, I probably looked like a junkie who was craving her next fix. The only problem with that assessment was I wasn’t a junkie. I was just really horny.

		“How about we drop you off at the truck stop?” Jeff offered. “You should be able to find what you need there.”

		“Thanks,” I said, my teeth almost chattering as I did everything I could to distract myself from my body’s needs.

		The moment Jeff pulled the car into the parking lot and stopped the car, I grabbed my backpack and bolted out of the car, leaving the door open behind me.

		“Thanks for the lift,” I called back as I made a beeline for the main building. I figured they would have a bathroom I could use to get myself off in.

		Using a truck stop bathroom as a place to orgasm was not high on my list of places to finger myself, but it seemed the most logical answer to my problem. And once I had successfully cum, I figured I would finally be able to figure out what my situation was and how I could remedy it. I had always found that a nice hard cum was enough to clear my head. I could only assume that would once again be true this time.

		I was actually surprised at the cleanliness of the bathroom as I pushed open the door and entered the nearest stall. I hung up my backpack on the hook on the door. As clean as this bathroom seemed, I wasn’t keen on having anything touch the floor, at least no more than necessary.

		“Oh yes,” I whispered as I sat down and let my fingers dive between my legs.

		Already I could feel a sense of relief wash over me. Just the simple act of working my fingers against my clit and pushing past my pussy lips was enough to improve my condition. I felt like an addict who found relief from withdrawal symptoms while knowing real relief was on the way. My eyes rolled up into the back of my head as I tried to stifle my moans.

		However, it quickly became apparent that one hand working between my legs would not be enough. In response, my free hand pushed up under my top and lifted my bra above my small breasts. My nipples were hard as my fingers danced between them, pinching one and then the other. Rolling one between my fingers and then doing the same to the other.

		I had never been someone who needed much attention for my nipples, but this was different. It felt as if my nipples had been hooked up directly to the pleasure centers of my brain, as had my clit and pussy. My arousal spiked higher than I could ever remember it getting, leaving me desperate to finally reach climax.

		For a moment I wondered if I might never orgasm. I kept pushing myself higher and higher up the mountain that was my arousal, but I seemed unable to reach the summit. That was what made my orgasm so surprising. It must have been a combination of a delectable moment of playing with a nipple and the combined work of stimulating my clit and g-spot simultaneously.

		“Oh fuck,” I cried out, unable to contain my relief and pleasure as orgasmic energy cascaded through my body. I came and I came hard, harder than any past orgasm of my life.

		It felt as if my whole body was vibrating with orgasmic pleasure, a level of energy I had never before experienced. It was blissful and overwhelming at the same time. I couldn’t help but smile, but it was all too much in the end. My mind was unable to accept all of my pleasure receptors firing at the same time. It was as if I blacked out sitting there with my fingers still lodged between my legs.

		When I finally came to my senses, I was still sitting there in the bathroom. My elbows on my knees seemed to be the only thing supporting me and preventing me from collapsing against the wall. That was another thing I had been concerned about, but my hygiene concerns were unnecessary.

		“Um, that was new,” I said, trying to voice my thoughts as my brain rebooted. I had never experienced anything like that before, but it was not unwelcome. In fact, I would not have minded more sexual responses like that, although I would have preferred having a partner in that and not be forced to use my fingers while in the bathroom of a truck stop.

		I took my time cleaning myself up, wiping my fingers clean on toilet paper. I also cleaned up my slit, making sure that any excess fluids had been soaked up. I didn’t want to end up with a wet spot on my panties or shorts.

		I also took a moment to dig into my backpack and pull out some clean clothes. Sleeping in my clothes had left me feeling dirtier than I would have preferred. But a clean pair of panties, a fresh bra, and a new top helped me feel considerably better. The one problem was that my bra felt tight. I couldn’t understand why, but a little discomfort was minor compared to digging into my pack again for a replacement.

		When I stepped out of the bathroom, however, I was suddenly hit by the facts of my situation. I was without transportation and I only had the objects in my backpack. And if the car fire I saw in the distance had been Bitsy-Boo, I could only assume there was nothing for me to do. It was a sad ending for a car that had long been my source of freedom. Now I was in Fort Stockton without a clear way of continuing my journey west. I didn’t even know how I could return home, if I needed to.

		At least I had cell service now. I pulled out my phone and looked up the state non-emergency number for the police. I figured they would know who to talk to about my car.

		It only took a few minutes on the phone with the state police to learn that Bitsy-Boo had indeed gone up in flames and that there wouldn’t be any repercussions of my abandoning it. It seemed that someone else had come across the car and set it on fire. I was even asked if I wanted to press additional charges beyond the counts of arson the suspect was already accused of.

		“No, I don’t think it’s worth it,” I said. “I think I should just keep heading west.”

		I gave the officer on the phone my contact details in case anything changed, but I doubted it would for me. At least I no longer had to worry about removing a dead car off the side of the freeway.

		After dealing with the police and having my conscience relieved, I started thinking about my next steps. I had some money I had set aside for gas, but I hadn’t exactly planned to be roughing it to this degree. I had no idea how long it would take to reach California at this point. I was only vaguely aware of the major cities along the way. I still needed to finish traveling across Texas and that was before I reached New Mexico and Arizona. Compared to other parts of the country, I felt as if some of these states might as well have been thousands of miles across instead of the hundreds that they actually were.

		But before I could plan the next leg of my journey west, I knew I needed food that wasn’t smashed up bread. And worse, I was starting to feel horny again.
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		It started with dinner. The hour was getting late, I was hungry, and apparently so was my pussy.

		I sat down at the counter and ordered a sandwich. There was a trucker two seats over from me, also eating a sandwich. This wasn’t a bar. There was no booze and I certainly wasn’t drunk.

		Despite the lack of inebriation, the details of what happened remained cloudy. Somehow I struck up a conversation with the trucker next to me. Or maybe he struck up the conversation with me. But one thing led to another and suddenly I found myself switching seats, moving closer to him. I even started stroking his thigh, letting my intentions be perfectly clear.

		I didn’t understand why I was doing it. The man was reasonably attractive. He had strong arms and a thick beard. He looked like a hipster trucker, which was kind of adorable and hot all at once.

		As soon as we had each finished eating, the man, his name was Dean, invited me back to his truck.

		“That sounds like fun,” I told him, agreeing to his offer. I knew what going back to his truck would mean. I knew it would mean sex. And at that moment, sex sounded like a lovely thing to do. I was horny and Dean was attractive and he seemed like a nice guy.

		Dean was kind enough to shoulder my backpack and carry it for me as he led me outside and toward his truck. I had never actually been in a tractor-trailer cab before. I had only seen them in movies and those ones never seemed designed for the long haul style of trucking that Dean did.

		The interior of the cab was not huge, but it was well cared for and clean. It was actually kind of cozy and there was definitely enough room for what we both had planned.

		We had barely gotten comfortable in the back of the cab when Dean leaned forward and pressed his hot lips against mine. The heat was more than I had expected. I kissed him back with fervor, darting my tongue past his lips, exploring his mouth.

		Dean’s hands began to explore my body as we made out. He was strong and I melted into his embrace as he ran his calloused hands across my bare skin. It took little time before he started pulling at my top, pushing it up.

		Our lips broke for only a moment as I sat back and helped him remove my top. I wasn’t going to be needing it again for a while. But as soon as I was free of my top, our lips met once again and the kissing started again from the beginning.

		My hands roamed over his body too, across hard and thick muscles. The beard hid a chiseled jaw and his flannel button-down shirt hid broad shoulders and washboard abs.

		“Damn you’re hot,” I breathed as I came up for air.

		“You’re pretty hot yourself, Fiona,” Dean replied.

		I didn’t know why being called hot spiked my arousal, but it did. I had so rarely been called hot before. I had always thought I was average at best. It took a lot of effort to just reach what I might consider pretty. Then again, I was a master at self-critique and the critiques of myself were never constructive or positive. I rarely saw anything in my appearance that I liked, but most of the time I could ignore that fact. I just lived my life and tried to ignore the fact I didn’t find myself attractive.

		But Dean told me I was hot. That was more than I ever could have imagined. It was sad that the first time someone told me I was hot was a random trucker I was hooking up with for the night in the middle of Texas. This wasn’t how I had planned to do any of this. But all my plans went out the window when my car died. And for whatever reason, my body had needs that I could not completely fulfill alone.

		That seemed obvious now. Clearly, my fingers had not been enough. And it wasn’t like I had brought a dildo or a vibrator on my trip. In hindsight, that was clearly a mistake, but such was life. Luckily, I had a hot and horny man who could take care of my needs, even if it was only for a night.

		“Please,” I started to beg as it became clear Dean was willing to take his time. My body was primed already. I needed no additional foreplay. I just needed his cock inside of me.

		“Please what?” Dean asked with a teasing smile. It should have been plainly obvious what I wanted, but he was having his fun. And I couldn’t blame him for making sure that we were on the same page. He wanted to make sure I wanted to fuck him.

		And the truth was, I wanted us to fuck. In the moment, I couldn’t remember the last time a man had truly fucked me. I knew there had been several instances of sex in the past year or so, but none of those had amounted to a proper fucking, one where I came hard on a man’s dick. I didn’t need something sensual. I needed something hard and fast. I needed to get fucked.

		“Please fuck me,” I moaned. “I need you to fuck me. Do it.”

		Dean smiled through his beard. “I think I can do that.”

		He took his time, first disrobing me as he continued to kiss me. That proved to be a great distraction as I completely lost track of his other actions. Before I knew it, I was nude and so was he.

		I took one look down at the cock that I had previously teased in the restaurant at the counter. It had felt good sized then, but I was unprepared for its size now. Dean was huge, which in hindsight should have made perfect sense. Dean was a big man and he had a cock that fit his frame.

		There was a part of me that wanted to hesitate. I had never been with a man as big as Dean before. Would he fit inside of me? I couldn’t be sure. A measure of doubt crept into my psyche. However, that doubt was soon chased away by the pressing need and wanton arousal my body pushed onto me.

		Dean laid me down on his cot and then he climbed up over me, straddling me. I felt so small as he positioned himself at my entrance. I felt as if he towered over me even more than he had when we were both standing. He was a big and strong man and he made me feel almost fragile as I laid there.

		“Oh my god,” I cried out as Dean pushed into me. He started with just the tip at first.

		There was pain, but that pain only seemed to heighten the experience, making it better and driving my arousal even higher. And it only got better as he slowly pushed deeper into me.

		I had no idea how long it took him before he completely filled me. My sense of time was completely shot, but his pelvis eventually pushed up against mine, proving that he could indeed fit. I had never felt so full. It was an amazing feeling and one I hoped wouldn’t color any future sex I had.

		“You’re okay?” Dean asked. “You want me to keep going?”

		I was touched that Dean cared enough about how I felt, but my intentions had not changed. I had just taken his monster cock inside of me and I didn’t know how the rest of the event was going to go, but I didn’t want to stop. It was too late for that. I needed to cum and it was his cock that was going to get me there.

		“Yes,” I answered. “Just fuck me.”

		Dean didn’t respond with words, but his actions made it clear he understood my desires. He pulled back and then thrust into me again, this time faster and harder.

		“Oh yes,” I moaned as he established an early rhythm.

		“Damn you’re tight, but this feels so good.”

		“All for you, baby,” I said. That turned out to be one of my last coherent sentences. After that, I babbled and moaned, saying nothing that could be described as words in the English language.

		I had obviously had sex before, but this was a completely new experience for me. It was heavenly, feeling my body stretch around Dean’s cock. And the pleasure that emanated from my pussy was more than enough to drive me wild. And with the large size of his cock, he could stimulate my g-spot without even trying. I was going crazy, knowing I was so close to cumming.

		And before I knew it, I was cumming. I couldn’t help myself. I couldn’t wait for Dean to finish with me. My body convulsed with orgasmic pleasure, energy shooting through my limbs, making my arms and legs shake and flap around, my ability to control them completely removed.

		But the best part was how Dean simply continued to fuck me. He didn’t slow down as I came. He just kept his steady rhythm, pistoning in and out of me.

		When my mind woke up from my orgasm to find Dean still thrusting away in my pussy, I couldn’t believe it. And despite my first climax providing some relief from my arousal, it was building up quickly again, ready for the main event.

		I had never been multi-orgasmic before. I had always been a one-and-done type of woman. Yes, I had masturbated multiple times in a day before, but I had never cum with a man and then cum again during the same bout of sex. But this time felt different. This time I knew that I would cum again.

		And boy was I right.

		“I’m gonna cum,” Dean grunted. He was so close. I could feel his cock twitch inside of me. He had passed his point of no return. He was going to cum, the only question was where I wanted him to cum.

		“Cum for me,” I moaned. “Cum in my pussy. Fill me up.”

		Dean did just that. Suddenly his cock erupted with a surge of hot white seed. He sent rope after rope of cum into my waiting pussy.

		I came with him. Only moments after my earlier orgasm, I was cumming too. I couldn’t have stopped myself even if I had tried. But I wanted to cum. I wanted to once again feel the orgasmic pleasure fill my body, just like Dean had filled my pussy with cum. I wanted to feel the cascading effects as wave after wave of pleasure flowed through my body, spreading out from my well-filled pussy, down my legs to my toes, down my arms to the tips of my fingers, and up my body right into my brain where I was inundated with sexual hormones that left my mind unable to cope.

		I passed out with Dean still inside of me. He had literally fucked me unconscious, but I had no regrets. It had felt amazing. My only disappointment was that when I woke up, Dean was no longer inside of me. In fact, he had pulled his underwear back on and was sitting next to me, looking down on me with some measure of concern.

		“Are you all right?” he asked once I opened my eyes.

		His voice felt far away and my eyes were out of focus, making him seem farther away than he really was. It took a moment for my senses to come back to me properly. Once I saw him and his muscular arms and thick beard, a dopey smile formed on my face.

		“I’m just fine,” I said drunkenly. I hadn’t had any alcohol, but I was drunk on the sexual endorphins. I felt good and happy. That was what really mattered. The fact I had just slept with a guy in the back of a truck when I had only just met him didn’t matter. Sure, someone might call me a slut, but at the moment, I didn’t care about such labels. I was just happy to finally have found some relief. My arousal and lust had finally been sated.

		“That’s good,” Dean said. “You want to spend the night here?”

		“Come here,” I said, reaching out my arms with plans to snuggle. It was a good way to end a night that likely included the best sex of my life.

		The two of us snuggled together on the cot. There wasn’t a lot of room for two people, but we made it work and before either of us were aware of it, we were both asleep.

		When I woke up the next morning, I couldn’t help but notice two things as soon as I opened my eyes. One, I could smell Dean’s musk and the woody smell turned me on immediately. Two, Dean’s morning wood stood at attention, ready for another round.

		My mouth watered at the thought of sucking Dean off. That was a bit weird, because I had never enjoyed giving blowjobs before. The few times I had given them had always been for special occasions with a boyfriend, but I had never enjoyed them before. That was what made them special. This was the first time in my life that I actually wanted to suck on a cock.

		“Come on, Fiona,” I said, shaking my head, trying to clear those thoughts. There was no way I was going to wake Dean up with a blowjob. That wasn’t the kind of person I was, no matter how much I wanted to taste him.

		However, just because the rational part of me didn’t want to blow him, I still had to deal with the fact that I was horny. My arousal seemed to have risen while I slept until it was almost as strong as the night before when I had willingly slept with a man I had only just met. The fact I could see Dean’s mast rising up from between his legs made it even harder.

		Before I even knew what I was doing, I had climbed up onto Dean and lowered myself onto his shaft. He gave a happy groan as I enveloped his cock with my wet and eager pussy, but did not immediately wake.

		It was only after several minutes of me slowly bouncing up and down on his shaft that Dean opened his eyes. He smiled as he saw and felt me riding him. His hands reached up and gently mauled my boobs. Looking down, they seemed bigger than they should have, but in the moment, I didn’t care about that. All I cared about was how good this moment felt. I felt not only full, but fulfilled as well, as if this was how life was supposed to be.

		I only came the once, waiting until Dean came. His cock filling my pussy with his seed triggered it. I collapsed onto his chest, his cock still inside of me, as I was wracked with orgasmic pleasure. It felt so good I kind of took a little nap on his chest.

		It only lasted for a few moments, but when I opened my eyes, it was clear Dean didn’t know what to do with me. And I couldn’t blame him. Here was a woman he had picked dup at the truck stop restaurant and brought back to his truck for a pre-bed fuck. He was certainly happy to be woken up with me once again filling myself with his cock, but now I had fallen asleep on his chest and he didn’t know what to do to start his day. After all, he was a working man and he probably needed to get back on the road soon for another day of driving.

		“That was a fun way to wake up,” Dean finally said. “But I’ve got to get back on the road. I wish you could ride with me, but I doubt that’s a possibility.”

		“Which way you headed?” I asked, not remembering if we covered this topic the night before. The whole conversation that led to me joining him in his truck felt like it happened ages ago. My memory of it felt fractured and incoherent.

		“East,” Dean said. “I’ve got a delivery to make in Houston.”

		“Phooey,” I said. “I’m going west. You don’t want to go west with me, do you?”

		“I can’t,” Dean said, obviously torn. “I’ve got a deadline to keep. Good luck with your travels though. Maybe I’ll see you around someday.”

		It was a bit awkward putting my clothes back on with Dean watching. There wasn’t a lot of room. To be honest, I didn’t understand how we had done what we did the night before with so little room.

		I kissed Dean goodbye and then climbed out of the truck. I had never experienced a walk of shame, but I felt that a little as I walked back to the main building. Even in college I had managed to avoid the dreaded walk of shame the morning after a party or other event that led to sex. Maybe I hadn’t felt any shame in myself back then, but this was different. And after all of that, I knew I needed a shower and some breakfast. But the shower needed to come first.

		I turned on the water to let it get hot as I pulled off my top and shorts. I hadn’t bothered to put my bra or panties back on, having just stuffed those into the top of my backpack. I was about to step into the shower when I caught sight of my body in the mirror. I hadn’t bothered to look before, knowing I probably looked like a mess. However, my reflection caught my eye. Specifically the dirty blonde hair I saw in the mirror caught my eye.

		“That’s not right,” I said as I took a closer look in the mirror. My hair had definitely never been blonde before. But the woman looking back at me through the mirror definitely had blonde hair. It seemed longer too, which I hadn’t noticed either.

		Then there was my boobs. I vaguely recalled during our morning bout of sex that my boobs seemed bigger. Well, they definitely were bigger. I doubted my bra would have even fit if I had tried to put it on.

		“Weird,” I said as I tore myself away from the mirror and hopped into the shower.

		The hot spray felt wonderful on my skin. It helped that I was washing dirt, grime, and sweat off my body following a day of hiking and hitchhiking and a night and morning that included three orgasms. The strange part was how my body already seemed primed for more fun. I couldn’t understand what was happening, but the feeling of the hot spray against my sensitive skin began to turn me on, giving me the desire to finger myself.

		“No,” I scolded myself as I quickly finished cleaning myself with the available soap and shampoo. It was difficult to keep my fingers from exploring more of my body than necessary, but I managed to keep myself from getting distracted.

		After my shower, I took my time getting dressed. Despite my usual preference to dress simply and conservatively, I couldn’t help but take my time, fixing my hair and adding a bit of sexiness to my usual style. I wore a clean pair of shorts that seemed to hug my butt nicely. They have had before, but I wasn’t complaining how good my butt looked in them. I paired the shorts with a pink tank top I had packed. It was the type of top I usually would have layered with something else, but I was feeling good about my body and wanted to show it off a bit more than usual. The tank top left a bit of cleavage on display, but it also left a narrow band of skin around my midriff bare, partly because the top now needed to stretch around my larger breasts.

		When I stepped out of the shower room, I could only smile about how good I felt about my appearance. It was different from usual, yes, but I was certain I looked good. I looked a little sexy even. And I hadn’t felt that way in a long time.

		The diner at the struck stop had the usual breakfast fare. It wasn’t glamorous, but it was tasty enough. And it filled me up, which was important, since I didn’t know when I might get my next meal. Nor did I know how I was going to get out of Fort Stockton. I was sure there was a bus line that came through town, but I didn’t necessarily have the budget to buy a bus ticket. And after the success I had hitchhiking the day before, that seemed like a much more fun way of making my way west.

		And the truth of the matter was, spending the night with Dean had awoken something within me. I could already feel my arousal building again. It was like I had a bucket of water that represented my arousal with a tape slowly filling it. The longer I waited, the higher the water would get in the bucket until it might even reach overflowing. Every time I came it was like the bucket was getting emptied, but it would start filling right back up again as soon as I had cum, sometimes faster than others. But tithe all meant that my arousal was already building again and it had been helped along by my shower. I was going to need to cum again, certainly before the day was through.

		“Hi there, Billy,” the waitress said, greeting a man who sat a couple places down from me at the diner counter. “Where you headed off to this morning?”

		“Making the trip to El Paso,” Billy answered. “I’m heading west, but I should be back here in a day or two.”

		“You know how much we like having you stay with us,” the waitress continued, but I had stopped listening to the conversation. All that mattered was that Billy was headed west. I didn’t know how I was going to do it, but I knew I needed to persuade Billy to give me a ride with him to El Paso.

		The waitress at the diner was different from the night before, but I didn’t like the idea of continuing to pick up guys in the truck stop restaurant. Instead, after I finished paying for my meal, I shouldered my pack and stepped outside. I figured I would wait for Billy to finish his meal and then when he made the walk back out to his truck I would do everything I could to get him to give me a lift.

		I didn’t have long to wait. Billy appeared to be a quick eater, which was no real surprise. Unlike Dean who was all muscle, it was clear Billy spent most of his time sitting on his ass. And it was pretty clear Billy liked his food. He was a stocky guy with a bit of a gut, but I didn’t care about looks. What I cared about was whether I could get him to give me a lift.

		“Billy,” I called out as he walked past me. He hadn’t even seen me, which was a little disappointing, but not surprising if he wanted to get on the road right away.

		Billy stopped and turned, looking at me. “Do I know you?”

		I ignored his question and launched into my spiel. “I understand you’re headed to El Paso. I was having car trouble and am trying to get west. Do you think you could give me a lift?”

		“I don’t host hitchhikers,” Billy said gruffly before he turned and continued toward his truck.

		“Wait,” I shouted as I ran to catch up. “Please don’t turn me away. My car died yesterday and I’m just trying to get to California. I know you’re not going all the way, but every little bit helps. I’d take the bus, but I don’t have that kind of cash. Please, can you help me?”

		Billy stopped again and looked me up and down. “You have any special skills?”

		“Um, I don’t know if I have any trucking skills,” I answered honestly. “But I can be a good conversationalist or I can keep quiet. Either one.”

		“I mean, how are your skills?” Billy said, nodding his head toward his crotch.

		Fuck. Was I really going to do this? Was I really going to offer sexual favors for a ride west?

		I thought about Dean. I would have done it for Dean. Had he been driving west, I would have sucked his big cock to keep riding with him. I would have ridden him too, but I couldn’t do that while he was driving. The thought of riding Dean brought back pleasant memories from earlier this morning when I had done just that.

		“You got an answer for me or what?” Billy demanded, shaking me out of my more libidinous thoughts.

		“Um, yeah, sure,” I said. “I’ll do whatever you need me to do so I can ride along with you.”

		I tried to smile, but there was a part of me that realized I had probably just made a big mistake. At least the waitress having a rapport with Billy was a good sign. Maybe this would all work out in the end. Maybe Billy was hiding a big cock like Dean had been and I would end up enjoying my next several hours by his side. I preferred to think on the bright side.

		“Well, come along then,” Billy said. “We ain’t got all day.”

		I chased after Billy as he led me to his truck. This was going to be an interesting day and not at all how I had expected it would be when I woke up, but I was open to the adventure.
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		It turned out Billy didn’t need much from me. I did start out by giving him a blowjob. He waited until we were out on the highway before he let me have access to his cock. It was decently sized and I brought him to climax in short order. After that, I just sat in the passenger seat with my headphones on, listening to music on my phone. Thankfully this time I never lost signal.

		Oddly, my usual music playlists weren’t doing it for me. I had always preferred an eclectic mix of folk and alternative rock. This time, however, I found my musical decisions gravitating toward more popular music, songs that I would have been bored with before. I found myself actually bobbing my head along to the music too, which I rarely even did with my favorite songs.

		Unfortunately, by the time we reached El Paso, Billy wasn’t in the mood for another round. I would have happily sucked his cock again, but I was really hoping he would fuck me. Despite my offer for a roll in the hay, he declined. I know there was no rational reason to be disappointed that a man I had only met a few hours earlier wasn’t willing to fuck me, but I was horny and really wanted to feel a cock in my pussy.

		“Where you headed to next?” Billy asked as we pulled into a truck stop. “Maybe I can find you another ride.”

		I pulled my headphones off my ears, giving Billy my full attention. “I’m headed to LA, but I guess the next big city on the way is Phoenix.”

		“Stay here,” Billy said as he started to climb down out of the cab. “I’ll see if I can find someone who can offer you a ride.”

		The previously surly Billy seemed to have softened over the past few hours. Maybe it helped that I kept to myself since I finished sucking his cock. I had even swallowed. He seemed to like seeing me do that. And maybe that performance was enough for him to want to recommend me to others.

		That made me proud. It was completely stupid and slutty, but it was still the truth. The idea that Billy not only had enjoyed my work, but that I was good enough for him to recommend me to others filled me with warmth. I wasn’t about to complain about Billy finding me someone to drive me to Phoenix. And I had already passed the point where I minded that I was giving sexual favors for a chance at a ride. I wouldn’t have been as willing if I weren’t so damn horny all the time.

		Speaking of horny, my fingers seemed to move on their own as I sat there waiting for Billy to return. Before I had even realized it, I had a hand down my shorts, gently rubbing at my clit and teasing my pussy lips. I slipped my headphones back on and blissed out with my hand down my shorts and my other hand playing with my boobs. It was a good thing I wasn’t wearing a bra. It was one less layer getting in my way.

		I lost all track of time as I slowly worked to get myself off. The orgasm I had wanted from Billy had been left in my own hands. And my body knew what it wanted. Before I even realized it, I was getting close to my climax. My breathing quickened, my fingers danced against my clit.

		“Now that’s a sight,” came a strange male voice.

		I looked up to see Billy and another man standing there with the door open, both of them watching me, both of them enjoying the show. I paused my actions, looking at both of them, my cheeks burning red with shame. I had been caught masturbating. It was embarrassing.

		“Don’t stop on our accounts,” the man said with a slight drawl. “You were just getting to the best part.”

		I wanted to stop. I wanted to bury my face in my hands and just run away. Where I would go, I didn’t know. I had never been to El Paso before. I knew we were at a truck stop, but that meant little, not knowing the local geography. I had my phone if I needed it, but it was still a scary thought to be on my own, alone and embarrassed because I couldn’t keep my fingers from wandering.

		However, the man, whoever he was, was right. I had been about to reach the best part. And if he wanted to see me masturbate, I wasn’t going to deny him that if it meant he would get me to Phoenix.

		And so my fingers got back to work, making up for lost time. I closed my eyes, letting the music drown out the fact I had an audience. It felt good, so I was just going to go with it and enjoy myself.

		I moaned loudly as I came. My whole body seemed to convulse for a moment as my orgasm washed over and through me. It was a wonderful feeling. And the way the pleasure seemed to hit my brain made it almost impossible to keep my eyes open. My vision turned white and then it turned dark.

		I must have blacked out for a moment, because I suddenly found myself opening my eyes to see Billy and the other man exchanging cash. I didn’t know what that was about, but I assumed it had something to do with me. It appeared Billy was the winner.

		“Are you pimping me out?” I slurred, suddenly realizing that Billy was taking a wad of bills from the man.

		“It was a bet,” the man said. “I didn’t believe Billy here when he said he had a hot little firecracker in his truck. But here you were and I got to say, you and those tits of yours are mighty hot.”

		I blushed, this time from the compliment. Yes, it was a crude compliment, but it was a compliment nonetheless. And for whatever reason, I was going to take whatever compliment I could get. The fact he complimented my boobs certainly didn’t hurt either. They certainly felt good and looking down, they seemed to press out more against my tank top than I remembered. I could only smile at that.

		“Rex here has offered to let you tag along on the way to Phoenix,” Billy said. “But he’s got to leave now to make his hours work out.”

		“Oh, wow, um thanks,” I said, suddenly feeling flustered. My mind still wasn’t working all that well after that last orgasm. I felt slow, which was completely unlike me. Usually I was quick witted, but that wasn’t how I currently felt. It was like my brain had dropped a cylinder and wasn’t operating at full power.

		I quickly grabbed my backpack out of the back of the cab and jumped out of the truck. My boobs did some serious bouncing and jiggling with that movement. Rex’s eyes seemed fixed on my chest. This was the type of guy who would gladly give me what I needed. I could tell already. He wouldn’t be afraid to fuck me.

		“Thanks, Billy,” Rex said. “I owe you one, even if I did lose the bet. She looks even better than you said.”

		“Enjoy,” Billy said, chuckling.

		“What’s your name?” Rex asked me as he started to lead me toward his truck.

		“Fiona,” I said happily.

		I knew this hitchhiking thing seemed pretty scary when I started, but I was starting to enjoy myself. And really, with the offer I was able to give the truck drivers, the whole affair was pretty fun.

		Rex and I chatted as we made our way across the parking lot. I told him about my car and how I was now hitchhiking out to Southern California after visiting a friend in Austin. He seemed like a nice guy, but even more important was his handsomeness. He wasn’t Dean level hot, but he was a pretty good looking man.

		“Hop up in, little lady,” Rex said as he easily picked me up and helped me into the cab of his truck. He then lifted my backpack up to me.

		“Thanks,” I said before I started giggling. I had no idea what might be funny, but it seemed like the right response to the situation. After all, I wanted to make sure Rex saw me as a fun woman. Sure, we were both aware I would be sucking his cock at some point along the road, but I wasn’t just some random slut. I was someone who could probably hold my own in most conversations, at least most of the time. At the moment, I felt less confident in that, but I wasn’t about to get myself down over it. There were plenty of things we could still talk about.

		I tossed my pack into the back and sat down in the passenger seat as Rex climbed up into the driver’s seat. He looked over at me as he closed his door and gave me a wink. In response, I pushed out my chest, making sure he got a good look at my best feature.

		Deep down, I knew something had to be wrong with me. My boobs weren’t supposed to just grow like this, but I had a hard time finding fault with finally having a bigger bust. Guys like Rex certainly liked my bigger boobs. Nobody had ever given me much of a look before they grew. And now I had a hard time even imagining them smaller. Whenever I tried to remember what it was like to have small boobs, I would look down and get lost in my own cleavage.

		“It’s about six hours to Phoenix,” Rex explained. “And you don’t have to do anything you don’t want to. I don’t expect any favors for giving a pretty lady like you a ride.”

		I felt like my heart was melting at receiving another compliment. I loved hearing how pretty or hot I was. I didn’t understand what was happening, but I had become a glutton for compliments. I knew I would be fishing for them far more often just because they felt so good.

		“I’ll do anything you want if you keep calling me pretty,” I cooed. I practically oozed sexuality with my words. I licked my lips for good measure.

		For the briefest of moments, I wondered if my lips had plumped up too, but that thought was fleeting when I found myself staring at the bulge in Rex’s pants. He was as horny as I was and it had only been a few minutes since the last time I came. It seemed I was becoming a bit of a nymphomaniac, but as worried as that might have once made me, I had a hard time seeing it as a negative. I liked sex. That wasn’t something to be ashamed of in this day and age. I wasn’t going to be slut shamed.

		“Anything, huh?” Rex said, thinking. “There’s always been something I’ve wanted to try.”

		If Rex wanted to share what his dream was, I would have listened, but his attention returned to the road as we pulled back out onto the highway. We were leaving Texas and we would need to drive across New Mexico before we reached Arizona and specifically Phoenix.

		With Rex busy, I popped my headphones back on and started to listen to music. Like before, I went with a pop streaming station, but this time the music was even more saccharin and bubbly. It was easy to bob my head to and simply enjoy the fun beats and silly lyrics. That was assuming I could understand the lyrics at all. Sometimes they sounded like a foreign language, but that didn’t really affect my enjoyment of the music. What mattered was how much fun I had listening.

		I had no idea how long Rex had been driving when he tapped my leg to get my attention. I dropped my headphones around my neck and looked at him hopefully. Did he want his blowjob now? Just the thought of it was enough to get my mouth watering.

		“How would you like to ride me?” Rex asked.

		I looked at him quizzically, but with hope in my eyes. Sex sounded much better than just giving a blowjob. But I didn’t understand how I could ride him while we were still driving.

		“I can shift my seat back a bit and you can climb on top of me and ride me,” Rex explained. “I’ll even let you steer a little.”

		My face lit up as I began to understand what he meant and my mind managed to wrap itself around the geometry of the act. This could be fun. It could be really fun.

		“That sounds like so much fun,” I cooed, deciding it was easier to just say the immediate words in my head and not worry about trying to make them sound smarter.

		“Great,” Rex said. “Just give me a moment to get myself arranged.”

		Rex pushed his seat back a bit, creating room for me to sit in his lap. As soon as he started loosening his belt, I started to pull off my shorts and panties. I wouldn’t be needing them while I rode his cock.

		“All right, Fiona. Climb on up.”

		Rex’s cock stood at attention. His shaft was nice and thick and plenty long too. I was going to enjoy this.

		Deep down I knew there was a chance doing this could make us crash. I had never driven such a big vehicle before, but I doubted Rex would let me do anything that would cause an accident. He knew what he was doing. But more importantly, I was too horny to let things like dance get in the way of me getting a much needed orgasm. If Rex didn’t fuck me soon, I probably would have started masturbating again and I was sure that would be just as big of a distraction for him as this would be. Or at least that was my libidinous reasoning.

		I climbed up and over Rex, straddling him. I took a moment to make sure his cock was lined up. There wasn’t a lot of room, making this more difficult. Rex had to lean to the side to see the road and I had to brace myself against his outstretched arms on the steering wheel.

		“Oh fuck yeah,” I moaned as I sank down onto Rex’s cock.

		It took me a moment to adapt to his cock. He was big enough that I could feel a pleasurable stretch in my pussy as I accommodated his girth. He still wasn’t as big as Dean, but I had a hard time believing anyone else was as big as him.

		“How’s that feel?” Rex asked as I leaned back against his chest, relishing in the moment.

		“So good,” I moaned, grinding myself on his cock. “It feels so good.”

		“I’m glad to hear it,” Rex said. “Let’s have you try and take the wheel. No big movements. This stretch of highway is straight, so you just have to keep the wheel steady.”

		I grabbed onto the steering wheel and I could immediately feel the truck’s engine vibrating through the wheel. It was a bit scary, knowing I was managing the direction for tons and tons of weight. Rex kept his foot on the pedals. I wouldn’t have to worry about that. And I was thankful for it, because I had never driven a truck before. I didn’t know the first thing about how driving a truck might be different from driving a car. And I had certainly never driven a manual transmission before. There was no way I could manage to figure out how to drive with a clutch while I had Rex’s cock up inside me.

		“You’re doing great,” Rex said. “Now just start bouncing a bit. Make sure you feel good.”

		I honestly didn’t understand how I managed to keep the truck going straight while at the same time bouncing up and down on Rex’s cock. Throwing in the moans and the more crass statements about how good his cock felt inside of me, I was multitasking better than I ever imagined I could while having sex. Then again, it might have helped that Rex’s arms were long enough that he could keep at least one hand on the wheel, if not two, even as I “steered.” It was probably really him the whole time, but I was having too much fun to care.

		“You’re just a regular truck slut, aren’t you?” Rex said, teasing me as I kept bobbing up and down on his cock.

		“I”m a truck slut,” I moaned. “I’m a dumb bimbo truck slut.”

		I wasn’t sure where calling myself dumb and a bimbo had come from, but it seemed fitting in the moment. I certainly wasn’t acting like a smart woman. A smart woman never would have found herself riding the cock of a man she had just met a few hours before while they drove down the highway at speeds that would get both of them killed in the event of a crash.

		But even more important was the fact being a dumb bimbo seemed like fun, at least in the moment. I wasn’t a smart girl anymore. I was just a dumb girl who needed men to compliment my beauty to have any self worth. No guy who saw me cared about my brain. They cared about my boobs. That was what really mattered. It was body and boobs over brains. It was as simple as that.

		It was as I fucked Rex on the road in the middle of New Mexico that I decided I was done using my brain to get around. It was time to focus on what I was best at. I was best at looking sexy and that was how I was going to get by in life.

		However, it seemed that my brain working overtime to both think about my future and the type of woman I wanted to be as well as keeping the wheel straight while I fucked Rex was too much to handle all at once. Suddenly I felt Rex’s cock explode inside of me, releasing a torrent of his seed deep inside of me. The moment he came, I came too. My body convulsed, wracked with pleasure.

		It was a good thing that Rex had his hands on the steering wheel, because I simply let go as I came, unable to hold on as my arms and legs spasmed under the onslaught of orgasmic energy. He managed to keep us going in the right direction and at the right speed while his cock filled me with his hot white cum.

		The tax on my mind was simply too much, especially when my brain flooded with happy endorphins that put a big dopey smile on my face. I melted back into Rex’s chest, my head lulling off to the side as I lost control. My eyes closed and the world around me seemed to fade, even if only for a moment.

		When I opened my eyes again, I could sense that some time had passed, but I had no idea how long I was out for. All I knew was Rex was continuing to drive with me sitting in his lap, his softening cock still inside of me.

		I giggled at the situation. There was a part of me that wanted to stay like that, wondering how long it would take for my pussy to get Rex hard again. However, I could sense he wanted me to return to my seat. I supposed it wasn’t the safest thing for me to ride in his lap while he was driving. Our little fun was over and now it was time to be serious again, at least a little serious.

		“That was fun,” I said, giggling again. I started to dismount Rex, which actually took a bit more effort than I had anticipated. It seemed that when Rex went soft, the length of his cock did not change a lot. Some guys went from really small to really big and long. Rex’s cock stayed pretty long, but his girth shrank to a more manageable amount.

		“Indeed it was, little lady,” Rex said in his sexy drawl. “Let me help you there.”

		Rex used a free hand to help me off his cock and then back over to the passenger seat.

		I started to pull my panties back on as Rex returned his seat to his normal driving position. I could see his cum in my pussy, ready to drip out.

		“No spilling,” I said with another giggle as I pulled my panties up against my pussy, keeping Rex’s cum inside me.

		I didn’t bother pulling my shorts back on right away. It was nice just sitting there in my panties. It was sexier.

		Rex started to put his cock away, but I took one look at his wet cock and knew I had to do something.

		“Not yet,” I said as I leaned over and took his cock into my mouth. Our combined juices tasted wonderful. I could enjoy that flavor all day, but there wasn’t time. I took several long licks, making sure every inch of Rex’s shaft had been cleaned. It was only fair after I had gotten him so dirty.

		“That was a dream come true,” Rex said once I finished licking his cock and deftly returned his cock to the confines of his pants. I would have been perfectly happy for him to keep it out, but I supposed it could be awkward for him. Guys were weird about their dicks sometimes.

		I giggled. “I’m glad I could make your dream come true. I’ve never done something like that before. It was fun. Then again, anytime I get to cum, it’s fun. But that was super fun, ‘cause I’ve never driven a truck before. Do you think I could, like, be a trucker?”

		“I doubt it,” Rex said. “But you’re welcome in my truck anytime.”

		I took that as a compliment and smiled broadly. This was turning out to be a good day with me cumming several times and with me getting close to Phoenix. It wouldn’t be much farther to Southern California after that.

		Rex didn’t need much attention after that. He seemed satisfied with our first bout and more than happy that I cleaned his cock afterward. That left me to listen to my music again as I gently played with my pussy through my panties. I wasn’t doing enough to make me cum, but just to keep me happily horny. I was finding it fun to always be turned on. It helped keep my mind on sex, which was much easier to think about than most other topics.

		I was already planning what I wanted to wear when I reached Southern California. I mentally went through my clothing choices and found my wardrobe wanting. I could just get rid of the bras. None of them fit me anymore. Not that I was really keen on wearing bras at all anymore. I had been going without all day and despite the boob growth, I found I didn’t really need one. I didn’t need the support and having guys watch my boobs as they bounced and jiggled was nice. I liked having guys admire my boobs. It meant they were interested in me.

		Eventually we reached the Phoenix area. Rex dropped me off near the Arizona State campus, figuring I might have more luck finding a ride there than I would at some random place downtown. I was fine with that. I trusted him about those sorts of things. He was clearly much smarter than me, especially now that I decided to just let myself be dumb and sexy.

		I wandered around with my backpack on while listening to music. I had put my shorts back on, although I wouldn’t have minded walking around town just wearing a bikini. Despite it being evening, it was still plenty warm. I could have easily handled wearing a bikini in the current warm and clear weather.

		A wolf whistle caught my attention.

		“Hey there, baby,” came a man’s voice.

		I turned toward the voice and whistle to see that I had wandered in front of what appeared to be a fraternity house. When I had been in college, I had stayed away from them, knowing that some frat guys were not to be trusted. But I didn’t care about that now. The men catcalling me were clearly interested in me and that was more than enough to make me interested in them.

		“What’s up, fellas?” I asked, making the turn from the sidewalk onto the front walk of the house.

		“You like to party?” asked the man who called me baby. He was drinking out of a red plastic cup. His friend held a bottle of beer.

		“Who doesn’t?” I answered. After a whole day cooped up in a truck, a party sounded nice. It would be fun.

		“What’s your name?” the man with the beer asked.

		“I’m Fiona,” I said, practically salivating at the kind of fun I could have with these two guys. They didn’t need to know that I was a college graduate. Then again, I didn’t want to think about all that stuff. It was more fun to play dumb. “What’s your name?”

		“I’m Cooper,” the man with the beer said.

		“I’m Max,” the man with the red cup said.

		I walked up the steps and onto the porch where the two guys were drinking and hanging out. I guessed they hadn’t been expecting me to take them up on their offer, but they seemed good looking enough for my tastes. After spending the last few days with people older than me, I didn’t mind finding myself a couple of young studs, if only by a few years. They were clearly of college age, but I had no idea how old they actually might be. I had seen some frat guys take six or seven years to finish their degrees because they spent so much time partying and drinking.

		“One of you boys want to get me a drink?” I asked.

		“Damn, girl,” Cooper said, surprised with my forwardness. “You don’t joke around. Max, get her a drink.”

		I dropped my pack next to the porch railing and leaned back, pushing my boobs out to best effect.

		Max returned a moment later with a red cup like his. I had no idea what was in it, but I was thirsty and I wasn’t going to pass up a free drink. It had been hours since I had any food, but I didn’t worry about that. Ever since they asked if I liked to party, I decided that was exactly what I wanted to do.

		I took the cup from Max and took a long sip. The drink inside was strong, probably mostly vodka, but that was fine by me.

		“Hey, do you think you want to go clubbing with us tonight?” Max asked. “A group of us were planning to hit the clubs.”

		“Ooh, that sounds fun,” I said before I took another drink. “But you’re gonna have to help me find something to wear. I’ve been traveling and don’t have a lot of great clubbing clothes.”

		“I’m sure we can dig something up for you,” Cooper said with a smile. “Maybe Adam’s girlfriend can lend you an outfit. You’re about the same height, but you’ve got bigger tits.”

		I looked down into my cleavage and smiled. Damn right I had bigger tits.

		It didn’t take me long before I finished off my drink. Cooper and Max invited me inside where I was given another drink, which I gladly accepted. However, I didn’t really remember much after that. The whole night ended up a blur.

		I did remember flashing lights and loud music, but that was about it. I knew I had fun though and that was what mattered. My adventure traveling west continued to be a fun and sexy adventure and I wasn’t about to pass any of it up for anything.
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		I woke up the next morning and was surprised I didn’t have a headache. I had spent most of the night completely blacked out from all the booze.

		Before I opened my eyes, however, my mind returned to the day before where I spent hours in Billy’s and then Rex’s trucks. The vibrations told me I was in a moving vehicle.

		But when I opened my eyes, I found I was not in a big truck, but in a car with Cooper and Max. They sat up front while I was half prone in the backseat, sleeping off the alcohol from the night before.

		I was wearing a dress I didn’t recognize. It was black and slinky, with various cutouts around my midriff, showing off tan skin. My boobs were practically bursting out of the dress. I was clearly much bigger than whoever this dress belonged to.

		“Hey, Fiona, you’re awake,” Max said. He was driving and had seen me in the rear view mirror.

		Cooper turned to look at me. “Damn, that was so much fun last night. Your lips felt so good around my cock.”

		I tried thinking back. I tried to remember the events of the night before, but all I could remember were brief blurs of color and sound. There was nothing coherent there. At least there was nothing I could piece together as a proper memory.

		“I sucked you off?” I asked. I wasn’t disappointed in giving Cooper a blowjob. I was disappointed in not remembering it.

		“You sucked everyone off,” Max said. “It was amazing. You even licked a few pussies too. I hadn’t realized you were such a slut when we spotted you walking up the sidewalk yesterday.”

		I shrugged my shoulders. I certainly wasn’t going to disagree with his assessment. I had basically turned into a slut, although it was weird not being able to remember much of anything after my second or third drink.

		“Yeah, you were like a blowjob machine,” Cooper added.

		I smiled, appreciating the compliment. It was clear these two guys liked me. Having people like me was important. If that meant I had to put out or act like a slut, I certainly wasn’t going to complain.

		We sat there in silence for a while, looking out the window. Max was focused on the road ahead and Cooper kept exchanging looks between the road and back to me.

		“Wait a second,” I finally said, realizing there was something important I needed to ask. “Where are we going?”

		I hadn’t been paying attention before, but as I watched the desert roll by out the window, it slowly dawned on me that I didn’t know where we were going.

		“Vegas,” Cooper answered. “Someone mentioned it at the club last night and you said you wanted to go.”

		“I did?” I asked. “I don’t remember.”

		“You were pretty out of it,” Max said. “You were like a crazy party girl most of the night. Your more lucid moments seemed to be when you were on your knees.”

		As much as Vegas was a detour from my attempts to reach Southern California, it was only a small detour. And Las Vegas did sound like fun. I was sure I would enjoy myself on the strip. There were fun night clubs, as well as beautiful pools, and so much more for a woman like me to enjoy myself with. This seemed like a reasonable side trip. I might even be more likely to find someone to take me to LA. It seemed like people made that drive more often than Phoenix to LA.

		I suddenly realized I hadn’t seen my reflection since my shower. I had a sudden fear that I wouldn’t look very good when we rolled into Vegas. I wanted to look my best.

		“What’s the plan in Vegas?” I asked as I dug into my backpack for a makeup compact. I could at least see what the damage was, even if I couldn’t fix it right away. And thankfully the boys had been kind enough to load me into the car with my backpack. There wasn’t much there that I would want to wear anymore, but it still had everything I owned on my travels.

		“We’re gonna get a hotel room and hang out for a bit before we hit the town,” Cooper said. “I know someone who can get us a nice suite at the Venetian.”

		“Wow, that’s amazing,” I said, impressed by my new friend.

		Cooper looked proud of himself. I wished I could remember sucking his cock. I bet he had a big one. Max too. I had let my inebriation steal those memories from me. Not that I wished anything had changed. Clearly I had a good night and I was anticipating another good night.

		I finally found my makeup compact and opened it up. The mirror had become cracked, which was annoying. I couldn’t remember doing that, but a lot had happened to me since I last used it.

		“Wow,” I said as I was faced with a tan face, plump lips, and light blonde hair that I didn’t immediately recognize. Despite the clear fact I had just woken up after sleeping who knew where and then sleeping more in the car, I looked pretty good. I didn’t even have any bags under my eyes from a late night of partying.

		The fact was, I knew my body and overall appearance was changing. And for every change that occurred, I couldn’t bring myself to complain or worry. Each change made me look better, made me look hotter, made me look sexier. Those mattered to me now.

		“Everything okay back there?” Max asked, concerned.

		“I’m good,” I said, slamming my compact closed in my hand. My eyes drifted to my fingernails. I was going to need to get them done before going out for the night. Really, I was going to need a whole makeover. “I just hadn’t expected to look so good after a night of partying like that.”

		“You certainly had your moments last night,” Max said. “I hope you’re ready for an even better night in Vegas.”

		“I’ll be ready,” I said with a smile. I leaned forward and started rubbing Max’s shoulders as he drove. But then seeing Cooper left out, I put my right hand on his shoulder and squeezed. “You guys are the best.”

		As it turned out, the kindness of Max and Cooper only got better. We arrived in Las Vegas and made our way straight to the strip. My face was practically plastered to the car window as we drove toward the Venetian Hotel. We drove past all the famous casinos on our way. The sun was high in the sky, but even without all the bright lights, it was still an amazing sight.

		My mind was awash with everything that I wanted to do. There was shopping to do, fancy restaurants to dine at, pools to sun myself by, shows to go to, and of course parties to attend. And it seemed that every flashing sign drew my attention, completely distracting me from my previous thoughts.

		“Here we are,” Max said as he pulled off Las Vegas Boulevard. We got out of the car and Max arranged details with the valet. Cooper headed straight inside to arrange for our room.

		I felt a little weird, lugging around my big backpack as if I was going on a backpacking trip. I couldn’t understand why I would have bought the pack. It wasn’t like I saw myself as backpacking material, but it was hard to remember my past motivations for things when every fiber of my being seemed to be telling me to stop thinking and just enjoy the moment. At least I was wearing an appropriate dress, but it clearly clashed with my luggage. Thankfully no one seemed to mind.

		A few minutes later Cooper came back outside to collect Max and me. He guided us up into the hotel and the suite he had arranged for us to spend the weekend in. As soon as we stepped inside, I was immediately impressed with the luxuriousness of everything I saw. Marble floors, stately columns, and so much more made me feel like I was someplace special. Then again, this was Las Vegas and that was part of the idea.

		Our suite proved to have two rooms, a large bedroom and an even larger living room. I took one look around and smiled. This was going to be the best day ever.

		I claimed the bedroom. It was only fair since I was the woman of the group. I needed some measure of privacy. The guys could sleep on the couches, assuming we didn’t all end up sharing the king size bed later. I knew I wouldn’t mind that, but there was no guarantee with how the night would unfold.

		“Boys,” I said, setting my pack down on a chair in the bedroom, “I’m horny. Do you want to fuck now or wait until later?”

		Max and Cooper looked from me and then toward each other. They both had an expression of men who had just won the lottery.

		“Both?” Max asked Cooper.

		“Both is good,” Cooper responded.

		The pair turned back toward me. “Let’s do both,” they said in unison.

		I couldn’t help but smile even more broadly at that. “I like your thinking.”

		Max and Cooper each waited turned to fuck me. Max liked me on my hands and knees, fucking me from behind. I could have sucked off Cooper in that position at the same time, but he was keeping his powder dry. He did watch though. He seemed to enjoy watching as he gently stroked his cock.

		I didn’t bother with any decorum or attempts to silence myself. I screamed out in pleasure as Max fucked me. I egged him on, begging for him to fuck me harder and faster. And he did his best to keep up.

		The moment he came, my arms gave out as my own orgasm crashed down on me. I screamed into the bedding, enjoying the pleasure and relishing in the carnal act.

		I blacked out for a moment, because suddenly I found myself opening my eyes and looking up at Cooper getting ready to fuck me. Somehow I had rolled over onto my back. It was such a natural position for me, although as Cooper neared my pussy, I pulled my legs up until they were practically at my ears.

		As soon as Cooper plunged his cock into me, I was back to screaming again. It was great. I had never experienced two men fucking me like this in such quick succession. I briefly wondered how many men I could take before I got completely worn out, but that thought was quickly chased away by a second approaching orgasm.

		Just like with Max, I came at the same time as Cooper, his cock filling me with another load of cum. Admittedly, having two men shoot their seed into my pussy in such short succession left me feeling full in a new way. I could feel the cum inside of me, pushing on my insides, looking for a place to go. The idea that either of these two men might knock me up was the last thing on my mind. Then again, just like with Max before, it felt as if I blacked out, because the next time I remembered opening my eyes, both Max and Cooped had retired to the living room, leaving me on the bed to recover.

		I picked myself up and shuffled into the bathroom. That was where the real opulence of our situation sank in for me. There was a large walk-in shower with plenty of room for two people. There was also a jacuzzi tub with room for the three of us, if we wanted. And everything was made of marble, making me feel like I was in some Venetian palace.

		I turned on the shower, knowing I needed to wash up before anything else happened. I didn’t feel dirty from the sex, but I had slept in my clothes all night, leaving me feeling less than my best.

		Before I climbed into the shower, however, I took another moment to look at my appearance in the mirror. The large mirror and the strong lighting in the room was much better than using my broken compact mirror in the car. And I had to say, I looked damn good. My hair looked even lighter as it fell down to my ass. My tits looked even better, jutting out proudly on my thin frame. If I didn’t know better, I would have assumed they were fake, given their size on my body.

		My ass looked good as well, especially the way my hair hung down to it. I had a real bubble butt and I just knew it would look amazing in a bikini. Really, my whole body would look amazing in a bikini. My tan skin made it look like I spent time out in the sun, when I never really did. And the lack of tan lines made it all the better. My face had changed too. I no longer looked like the smart and capable woman I had once been. I looked like a bimbo with wide eyes, a doll-like nose, and plump lips that made it pretty clear what my best skills were.

		I looked down to see I was completely hairless. I couldn’t remember shaving or waxing before, but I certainly wasn’t going to complain if I didn’t have to bother with either ever again. Standing there, Max and Cooper’s cum was starting to flow out of my pussy. There was just so much of it and it had to go somewhere. I pushed against my body with long-nailed fingers, just above my pussy, and a fresh stream of cum came flowing out of me.

		I didn’t know what it was about the situation, but I couldn’t stop myself from giggling. “You’re such a slut, Fi,” I said, using a nickname for myself that only a handful of people had ever tried to use before and I wasn’t one of them. But in the moment, I didn’t mind the nickname. And there was no doubt that I had become quite the slut. I couldn’t even count the number of times I had been fucked in the last couple days.

		As I climbed into the shower, I did take a moment to think back over the adventure I had experienced thus far. My car dying seemed like such a long time ago, almost like it was another lifetime. But I didn’t think about the past for long. I found it much easier and much more fun to stay present in the moment. It didn’t make my head hurt like thinking about the past did. I was finding it increasingly hard to think about much of anything, but I didn’t worry about it. Worrying just made me think more and I was quickly finding I wanted to do as little thinking as possible. I could leave that to other people, like Max and Cooper. They were in college so that must mean they were smart, certainly smarter than me.

		I didn’t have any clothes that I really wanted to wear, so I ended up putting the borrowed dress back on. It was a temporary solution to my clothing and fashion crisis.

		“Hey, boys,” I said as I stood in the bedroom doorway. They were watching television. Apparently there was a sports game on that held their attention.

		“Whoa,” Cooped said when he turned and saw me. “You look even better than last night.”

		Max grunted his approval, his eyes still on the game.

		As a reward to Cooper for giving me the attention that I wanted, I sashayed across the room and gently sat in his lap. His cock was already hard again, pressing up against my ass. There were plenty of layers of cloth between us, but I could still feel the pressure of his cock trying to break free.

		“I was thinking,” I said before I started giggling.

		“You thinking?” Cooper asked. “That sounds dangerous.”

		I playfully swatted Cooper’s shoulder. “Oh you,” I said. “Just ‘cause I’m not college material doesn’t mean I can’t, like, think and stuff.”

		“I know,” Cooper said. “I was only joking.”

		“Oh,” I said, not understanding. It was further proof that I really wasn’t that smart, at least not anymore.

		“What were you thinking about?” Max asked, surprising me that he had been listening.

		“Thinking?” I asked, already forgetting what I had been saying to start with.

		“You said you were thinking about something,” Cooper answered.

		“Hmm,” I said, trying to trace my thoughts. That proved to be almost impossible. My mind seemed to be completely fractured. What knowledge I might have once had seemed to have been locked away and the pathways my mind once knew were completely shredded. It left me feeling like a complete dunce.

		“Oh, yeah, I remember now,” I suddenly said, my face lighting up as I finally retrieved my previous thoughts. “I think I need to go shopping and visit a salon before we go partying tonight.”

		“I like that idea,” Cooped said. His cock certainly did. I could feel it straining even more, pushing against my ass.

		“But there’s a problem,” I said, pouting.

		“Here,” Max said, pulling out a credit card from his wallet. “You need money, right?”

		“How did you know?” I asked, my pout turning into an expression of surprise.

		“I’m not a bimbo like you,” Max answered.

		“You guys are so good to me,” I said as I took the offered card. “I’ll see you later.”

		I made sure to give both Max and Cooper a good show as I left our suite. I paused at the door, pulled the dress up over my ass and shook it in their direction. I wasn’t wearing any panties, giving them a full show. I didn’t pull the dress back down until I was out in the hallway. I giggled the whole way to the elevator.

		There was a whole shopping mall available inside the hotel and casino complex. I started by stopping off at the first salon I spotted. The women working inside were gorgeous, all of them with long blonde hair and big tits like me. It made me feel right at home. But they didn’t have a slot open for a couple hours, but they put me on the list and they would call me if anything opened up.

		Next stop for me was shopping for new clothes. I was going to need both an outfit for the night’s activities, as well as a few other outfits to wear around the hotel. After all, even if my tits hadn’t grown a huge amount, making most of my old clothes not fit anymore, I wouldn’t have wanted to wear them anyway. I didn’t understand what had been wrong with me before. Guys wanted to see boobs and butts and long legs. I had spent all my life hiding the fact I was a woman and that was clearly the wrong thing to do. I wanted men to see me as a sex object. I wanted them to look at me and have their cocks get hard. I wanted to inspire the same level of arousal I always felt now.

		There were lots of little shops and boutiques with cute clothes and accessories. It was a good thing Max gave me his credit card, because it meant I didn’t really need to pay attention to price tags. Not that I would have anyway. Whenever I saw numbers, it was like they would come off the page and swim in front of my eyes. It was easier to just ignore them.

		And before I knew it, I had amassed quite a collection of clothes and shoes. I even ditched the black dress I had been wearing in favor of yellow one shoulder cropped tank top and a blue circle skirt that barely fell past the curve of my ass. I had to wear panties with it, since I kept flashing anyone who looked hard enough. The blue lace thong rounded out the outfit.

		I changed shoes too, buying a pair of yellow boot-like sandals. They had a really high heel and a thick platform sole. The yellow leather covered most of my foot and went all the way to above my ankles, but there was a gap all the way up the top of the shoe with yellow lacing to keep both sides together. They were completely impractical, but I loved them and how they matched the rest of my outfit.

		In addition to that outfit, I also bought several bikinis, since I figured I could never have enough bikinis. I also bought several potential party outfits, depending on my mood that night.

		When my phone rang, I took a moment to find it among all my new purchases. But I managed to answer before it went to voicemail. It was the salon and they had an opening if I could get there in the next few minutes. There was no way I was going to pass up the opportunity and I practically ran in my high heels, taking small mincing steps and not caring that my tits were bouncing and bounding around in my thin top.

		I was still breathing hard when I arrived at the salon.

		“Fiona,” said the woman at the counter, “right this way.”

		She got up and led me deeper into the salon. “This is Kristi. She’s going to be your stylist today. And I can take your bags. If you’re staying in the hotel I can have them sent up to your room.”

		I handed over all my shopping bags to the woman from the counter and gave her the room number. I had a feeling Max might be surprised with how much I had bought, but it was his own fault for giving a bimbo like me access to his credit card without restrictions.

		“Hi, Kristi,” I said, breaking the ice with my new stylist.

		“Welcome,” Kristi said. “Let’s get you seated and we can talk about what you want done.”

		I did as I was beckoned, sitting down in the salon chair and looked at Kristi in the mirror.

		“I want to be ready for tonight,” I said with a knowing smile.

		“Is this a special occasion or more general?”

		“It’s, um, not a special occasion,” I answered. “But I made some new friends yesterday and we’re going to party tonight.”

		Kristi chuckled. “I think I can help you with that. I’m guessing you want the works, hair, makeup, and nails?”

		I nodded my head. We discussed a few particulars, but Kristi kept it simple for me, which I appreciated. And as soon as we agreed on what she would do, she set right to work.

		With my hair color already being so light, Kristi didn’t need to color it. And since it was so long, she didn’t need to add any extensions, which would have lengthened my visit considerably. I knew I was in capable hands, though and I closed my eyes and let her do her work.

		When I next opened my eyes, I was left almost in shock at how good I looked. The old me never would have been able to pull off such a glamorous appearance. My hair was done up with added volume. But even then, it still hung down to my ass. My makeup was perfect with strong pink tones. It was a good thing that pink had suddenly become my favorite color, because it looked fantastic on me. Even my nails were pink, the same shade as my lipstick.

		I bought a few of the items Kristi had used, especially the lipstick and nail polish. I needed to be able to touch up my makeup later.

		“Thank you so much,” I said, giving Kristi a kiss on the cheek after I paid my bill. I very nearly kissed her on her lips, but I didn’t want to start something I couldn’t finish. I needed to go find Max and Cooper so we could begin our night.

		“Damn,” Cooper said as soon as I walked into our suite. There was still a game on the television, but I could tell they were less interested in it than before.

		“I was afraid of what I had done, lending you my credit card, when the bellhop showed up with all those bags of clothes, but I approve,” Max added.

		I giggled as they admired me. I even did a little twirl to show off everything. My skirt flew up as I did so, showing off my panties.

		“I’m surprised you’re wearing panties after the show you gave us earlier,” Cooper said.

		“I can always take them off, if you’d prefer,” I said seductively.

		“Not right now,” Max said. “I’ve got us reservations at a restaurant by the canal. We should start heading down.”

		I stood there, giggling as the boys got themselves ready. They need so much less time to make themselves look presentable. Then again, as a bimbo, my feminine fashion standards were higher. And I always wanted to make sure I looked perfect.

		“Do I need to change?” I asked, not wanting to end up wearing something inappropriate for the occasion.

		“No,” both Max and Cooper urged in unison, their collective voices coming across forcefully.

		“We’ll be late if you change,” Max added.

		I giggled. “Probably. I’m such a girl.”

		“Yes, yes you are,” Cooper said. “Let’s go.”

		The Venetian has an indoor canal that runs through the building, lined with shops, boutiques, salons, and restaurants. Our reservation was for a restaurant in an area that was designed to look like St. Mark’s Square near sunset. As we were seated, it felt like we really were outside in Venice.

		The food was excellent, as was my company. I couldn’t help myself as we sat waiting for our food after ordering. My hands snaked under the table and found both Mx and Cooper’s laps. I didn’t risk pulling their cocks out for an actual hand job, but I made sure to keep their cocks hard throughout the evening, gently massaging their bulges. Both men seemed appreciative of my ministrations.

		We took our time eating. I kept my meal light, not wanting to feel bloated while we partied the night away. And I figured it wouldn’t hurt to get started on the drinking. The wine was delicious, after all.

		By the time we finished our meals and were making our way back up to our suite so I could start changing my outfit for a night of partying, I was already a bit tipsy. I walked between Max and Cooper, holding both their arms for support. I could only imagine what onlookers thought of us. Usually it was some rich man with two scantily clad women hanging on his arms. Here it was reversed with the scantily clad woman with two handsome men on her arms.

		Once we were back in our suite, I entered the bedroom and closed the double doors. I needed to focus on getting ready and I didn’t need either Max or Cooper distracting me. I could hear the television turn on as the doors clicked closed. They had their interests and I had mine.

		I had bought several dresses and other outfits that would potentially work for a night of clubbing and partying. The problem was choosing the best option. First and foremost, I wanted to be able to highlight my tits. That was a given, considering their size, but I wanted everyone who saw me to know how much I loved my big tits and how much I wanted to show them off.

		I had also, over the last few hours, come to enjoy having my midriff bare. I had a tight and toned belly that was worth showing off. And when coupled with my well-formed and bubbly ass, well, that needed highlighting too. It was all quite complicated, trying to make sure that every part of my body got an appropriate amount of attention.

		There was also the problem of underwear. I still hadn’t bothered to buy any bras. They seemed unneeded and I wasn’t sure when I would be done growing. My tits were already pretty big, but there had been no sense buying a bra I might never actually wear. But I had bought several pairs of panties. All of them were thongs and g-strings, basically little wisps of cloth that barely covered me, but at least prevented everyone from seeing my pussy when I turned abruptly.

		However, I was definitely aware that panties could get in the way of certain activities that I seemed destined to get involved in as the night progressed. I had no qualms about fucking on the dance floor if the opportunity presented itself. And panties would just get in the way of that.

		“I’m going without,” I finally said with a devious smile. It felt good to make a decision like that. I might have turned into a bimbo, but I was still in charge of my life. I could still decide when and where I would wear panties.

		Eventually everything fell into place. I managed to change my outfit, including my shoes, and touch up my makeup with time to spare. When I walked out of the bedroom, this time both Cooper and Max were staring, their jaws on the floor.

		“I’m ready to get this party started,” I said before I started giggling.

		I wore a bright pink halter style top, except the straps criss crossed just below my neck and left a huge gap to show off my tits. Nipple slips might be a problem, but I didn’t care. My skirt was short and tight, barely covering my ass and pussy, not even touching the tops of my thighs and leaving my belly-button completely exposed. The pink sandals on my feet featured high stiletto heels, making sure my body was best positioned for maximum effect.

		The men had changed into club-worthy clothes as well, having given up the t-shirts and jeans for collared shirts and slacks. I was definitely going to enjoy myself tonight. If Max and Cooper couldn’t satisfy me, I was sure there would be other men available.

		When we reached the first nightclub, the bouncer outside eyed us up and down. I could tell he was trying to decide if we should get immediate entrance or if we would need to stand in line. Thankfully, with my big tits on display, he overlooked the fact that Max and Cooper might not be up to snuff to be let in right away. He parted the velvet rope and nodded for us to enter.

		Once inside the club, the first thing I noticed was the music. The loud bass music pounded in my chest. I looked down to see the skin on my tits was literally buzzing from the vibrations. I knew right then that this would be a fun night.

		Before we even got drinks, I dragged Max and Cooper onto the dance floor. Even with my high heels, I found I could dance as good as ever. Not that I remembered doing much dancing in my past, but I loved shaking my tits and my ass to the beat of the music. It was fun and it felt natural. This was how I was supposed to spend my time as a bimbo.

		When the drinks did start flowing, I relished the intoxication. It only added to the evening, further decreasing my already low inhibitions. Before I knew it, I could have been talked into anything. The few rational thoughts I had left were swimming upstream against a river of booze, leaving me stuck in the moment and willing to agree to anything. Belly shots? Let’s do it. Hand jobs on the dance floor? I was shortly after licking both my hands clean.

		However, at some point I got separated from Max and Cooper. I had no idea what happened. I tried looking for them, but my body kept finding other things to occupy my time. I ended up dancing with this really handsome guy wearing a suit. He had sunglasses propped up on his head. He looked vaguely familiar, but I couldn’t place him in my bimbofied and inebriated state.

		With Max and Cooper there to guide me, I found myself falling into this other man’s hands. Not that I minded in the least. He was strong, handsome, and he had a confidence about him that made me want to swoon. Or at least drop to my knees and suck his cock.

		“Wha’s you name?” I slurred during a pause in the music as I continued to grind my ass into his crotch. I could tell he had a big cock.

		“Nathan Matthews,” he answered, surprised, as if he expected me to know who he was.

		“Like the actor?” I asked, suddenly placing the name, although in my inebriated state, I still couldn’t place his face.

		“Like the actor,” Nathan responded, chuckling.

		“That’s cool,” I said before the music started up again and my dancing became more pronounced.

		I didn’t remember much more after that. I finally succumb to all the booze. All I knew was I had a good night thus far and even if I didn’t remember the rest of it, I was confident everything would turn out for the best.
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		I woke up the next morning and struggled to remember what had happened. I remembered partying and meeting a guy. His name was Nathan, or something like that. As a bimbo, I was really bad at remembering names. Luckily, being hot made up for most of that.

		I turned over in bed, considering going back to sleep, when I suddenly was faced with a man. I wasn’t alone in bed.

		Sitting up gently, I looked from the man beside me to the rest of the room. The sheets fell away to reveal my naked chest, my big tits standing out proudly. This was not the suite Cooper had gotten for us. Both he and Max were nowhere to be seen. I was confused.

		Then my eyes fell back on the man beside me. I couldn’t remember if we did anything the night before. But that didn’t really matter to me. More importantly, I saw his morning wood pushing up against the sheets. I licked my lips before I even knew what I was doing.

		A moment later I had dived under the covers and found his cock. The first taste was the best as I breathed in his musk through my nostrils.

		“Oh that’s nice, Fi,” Nathan said as he started to wake with my lips around his cock. “You’re a marvelous cocksucker.”

		I beamed with pride at the compliment. I loved hearing how good I was at pleasing my partners. And giving blowjobs was an integral part of being my bimbo best. If I wasn’t willing to suck cock, what kind of bimbo could I call myself?

		It didn’t take long before Nathan’s hands slid under the covers and wrapped themselves in my hair. He pushed me down harder onto his cock, driving himself into my throat, which welcomed him easily. I was eager for what came next. I could feel an emptiness in my stomach and I knew a load of cum would help fill me up. It would at least give me a nice protein boost.

		A moment later and Nathan’s cock started to surge with his seed. I pulled back just enough so his cock head remained in my mouth. I sucked down every drop of cum as my hands slid along his shaft, coaxing every bit of cum out of him.

		When I had finished, I popped up out from under the covers, my head near my pillow. I looked up into Nathan’s eyes and smiled.

		“I could get used to waking up every morning like that,” Nathan said.

		“It was fun,” I said cheerfully. “Too bad I can’t stay. I’m trying to get to California.”

		“I’m sure you’ll get there eventually, but you’re not going anywhere at the moment,” Nathan said. “We haven’t actually consummated this relationship yet.”

		“Consu-what?” I asked, not understanding the word.

		But before Nathan could answer, I looked down at my hands and noticed something new decorating my left hand, in addition to my pink nails. There was a ring.

		“I never expected to marry a woman I just met,” Nathan explained, “but there’s just something about you I can’t get out of my mind. Maybe it was the fact you didn’t really know who I was. Or maybe it was the size of those big tits of yours.” Nathan used the opportunity to squeeze my tits, one after the other. “Either way, I went against my better judgement, and that of my publicist, and decided to make you mine.”

		At that moment, Nathan leaned forward and wrapped me up into a hug, turning me over as he held himself on top of me. Then he kissed me.

		In my time as a bimbo, I had kissed lots of men. Before this moment, I had thought Dean was the closest person to being the man for me. But there was something about the way Nathan kissed me that made me not just melt into his arms, but want to beg him for more. I barely knew this man who was now technically my husband, but I was starting to fall in love with him.

		I kissed Nathan back with vigor. I opened myself to him, first my mouth, but I hoped he would finish the deal by opening me fully with his cock in my pussy.

		Unfortunately I was left disappointed.

		“Ugh,” Nathan said. “There isn’t time right now. I have a plane to catch. I have a meeting in LA this afternoon.”

		“Ooh, can I come,” I said, forgetting about everything that had just happened and remembering I was trying to get to Southern California.

		Nathan looked pensive for a moment, before he smiled. “Of course you can come. That’s assuming you don’t have other plans or want to annul the marriage due to your drunkenness.”

		“All I’ve been trying to do was get to the beach,” I said. “I didn’t know I’d become a bimbo and get married, but this sounds fun. Let’s do it.”

		“I’m glad to hear it,” Nathan said, his smile growing wider. “I think this might actually work out. One of the few times that I don’t want what happens in Vegas to stay in Vegas.”

		I giggled, not understanding Nathan’s meaning, but I didn’t need to understand. That was the joy of being a bimbo. I just had to look pretty and sexy and everything else would just take care of itself.

		“But, um, I came here with two guys and they bought me stuff, and…” I said, although I lost my train of thought. This was such a big change that I didn’t know what to do or say.

		Nathan held up his hand, making it clear I didn’t need to keep speaking. “I contacted my publicist before I went to sleep last night. You were pretty well zonked out, but I had a few details to take care of. Max and Cooper have been notified and reimbursed for what they spent on you. They’re even getting their gas money paid for. Basically, they’re going to have a great story to tell about you, me, and their wild weekend in Vegas. I also arranged for those clothes you bought and the rest of your important things brought to the room. They should be out in the living room now.”

		My mind went to all the sexy clothes I had bought the day before, leading me to jumping out of bed and racing out of the bedroom in search of my clothes. The suite Nathan had was similar to the one Cooper had gotten, but this one was bigger and more opulent. It took me a moment to find the living room, since the apartment-like suite had more than just two rooms, but I eventually found my bags of clothes. My cell phone and headphones were there too. The only thing missing was my backpack, but if I was honest with myself, I didn’t need that anymore. There wasn’t anything there that I needed or wanted. I had my phone and headphones so I could keep listening to my sugary pop music without annoying people like my husband.

		I was still getting used to thinking of myself as married. There was a part of me that figured it would never happen. I just wasn’t the type of girl that fell that hard for guys. But that was before I somehow turned into a bimbo. I didn’t know what had happened to me, but I wasn’t complaining. The days had only gotten better since my car died and I got stung by that stupid bee while on the side of the road.

		Nathan appeared a few moments later, standing in the doorway, wearing only a pair of boxer briefs. He was really sexy. I couldn’t understand how I had gotten so lucky for him to impulsively want to marry me, but I wasn’t going to let him down. I was going to be the best bimbo wife I could for him.

		Sadly, there wasn’t time to have anymore fun. Nathan needed to get to the airport soon so he could fly back to LA for his meeting. And if I was going to join him on the plane, I needed to get myself ready too, which wasn’t as easy as it was before I became an image obsessed bimbo.

		“Come on, Fi,” Nathan said, trying to hurry me out of the hotel room. I had been in the bathroom fixing my makeup one last time.

		I came mincing out of the bathroom a moment later, moving as fast as I dared in my high heels. I had chosen a more down to earth outfit, pairing a blue denim skirt with a white blouse tied off around my midriff. I wore a bikini underneath, providing some additional coverage in case of a wardrobe malfunction. I didn’t bother actually buttoning the blouse any, which meant it was up to the bikini top to keep my nipples covered.

		The trip through the airport was faster than any other time I had flown. Then again, I had never flown on a private jet anywhere and there seemed to be fewer concerns about security in such matters.

		The jet itself was small. There was one main cabin with a cockpit at the front of the plane and a small area in the back for the attendant. As soon as we were on board, the door was closed behind us and we were ushered to our seats. Our luggage had already been stowed below.

		The flight attendant, a woman who was plenty pretty on her own, looked at me disapprovingly until she saw that both Nathan and I were now wearing rings. I supposed it would be easy to think of me as some floozy Nathan picked up in Vegas. But I wasn’t a floozy. I was a bimbo and Nathan’s wife.

		Nathan held my hand as the plane taxied toward the runway. A moment later, we were taking off. The rush from takeoff left me hornier than ever.

		“Can we fuck here?” I asked. “I’m horny.”

		Nathan laughed. “I own the plane, so yes, we can fuck here. But we have to wait until it’s safe to get out of our seats.”

		I pouted, crossing my arms under my tits. That only served to push them up higher on my chest, making them more prominent.

		“You drive a hard bargain,” Nathan said as he looked down into my expansive cleavage.

		Nathan picked up a phone handset in his seat arm and spoke into it. I didn’t hear everything he said, but I heard “level off” and “need some space.”

		A moment later the plane seemed to level off with both the cockpit and rear room doors closing shut.

		“About consummating this marriage,” Nathan said. “I think the mile high club might make for a good spot.”

		Before I even knew what was happening, Nathan had reclined my seat until it was flat, putting my on my back.

		“You won’t need this,” he said as he unclasped my seatbelt.

		A moment later and my skirt had been pushed up around my waist and my bikini bottoms untied and pulled free.

		“I can’t believe we haven’t done this yet,” Nathan said as he pulled out his cock. “You’ve sucked me off multiple times, but I haven’t been able to fuck you yet.”

		“Do it,” I said. “Fuck your wife. Fuck your bimbo. Fuck your slut.”

		“I’m about to do all three,” Nathan said as he pushed his cock into my pussy for the first time.

		I screamed out in pleasure as his big cock split me open. The way his cock could fill me made me feel delicious on the inside. It was amazing and wonderful all at once. I loved it.

		It wasn’t just that Nathan had a big cock. He also knew how to use it. Before I even knew it, he had me right up on the edge. He had me begging to cum, wanting nothing more than to feel my pussy quiver and my body convulse as my climax took me.

		Except that wasn’t what happened. Instead of pushing me over the edge, Nathan kept me right on the edge, right on the cusp of my climax, right on the edge of orgasm. I loved it all the while I hated him for it. I wanted to cum. I needed to cum. And yet, as he slowly fucked me, taking his time, I couldn’t cum.

		I tried reaching down to play with my clit, hoping to drive myself over the edge, but he swatted my hands away.

		“Wait,” he said. “Trust me.”

		And the truth was I did trust him. I had no choice, really. He was in control and he would decide when I finally got to cum.

		My arms and upper body thrashed about as he continued to slowly fuck me. It felt amazing, but also terrible at the same time. I didn’t understand how this man could keep me on the cusp like this. With other men, I had cum twice in one fuck. Here I couldn’t seem to reach that happy place.

		But then it happened. There was no warning. Suddenly I could feel Nathan’s cock twitch inside of me. I knew that feeling. I knew what it meant. Despite being a bimbo, I had become a bit of an expert on the act of sex. I knew when a man was about to cum and Nathan’s cock told me he was about to cum.

		“You can cum,” Nathan whispered in my ear as the first surge of his seed shot into me.

		And cum I did. Every fiber of my being sung out at once as the biggest orgasm of my life crashed down over me. My eyes rolled up into the back of my head as my brain basically shut down in response to the overwhelming pleasure. I couldn’t stop myself. I passed out.

		When I woke up several minutes later, my body was still humming with orgasmic energy. It was like little aftershocks were still going off inside of me, sending little waves of pleasure cascading through my body.

		“Whoa,” I said as I started to find my bearings. “That was…”

		“I thought you’d like it,” Nathan said. “I think you might be the first woman I’ve met who can keep up with me. That was the vibe I got when we first met last night.”

		“That was amazing,” I said, my mind still stuck on its initial train of thought.

		“You were pretty good yourself,” Nathan said. “I can’t wait to see what else we can do together.”

		Nathan helped me get myself back in order. My top had come untied and one of my tits had popped out of my bikini. I giggled as I worked to put it back.

		When I went to put my bikini bottoms back on, Nathan looked at me and said, “Leave them off. The only time I want to see you with something covering your pussy from now on is when you’re wearing a bikini.”

		“Yes, sir,” I said, giving him a salute. That was an order I could get behind. I certainly liked the idea of keeping my pussy ready for use. I wasn’t just a bimbo. I was also a slut.

		Once we were back in our seats, Nathan spoke into the phone again and the flight seemed to return to normal. The flight attendant came out and took our orders. Despite Nathan’s upcoming meeting, he ordered champagne for the two of us. It was a toast to our new partnership and marriage.

		There wasn’t much more time after that. The plane started its descent and before I knew it, I had completed my journey to California. My reasons for making the trip now seemed distant. What had been a big adventure to see the west coast had led me to changing everything about my life, becoming a big-titted bimbo slut and getting married to a movie star. None of those things were on my radar when I started.

		After landing, Nathan hopped into a waiting limo to take him to the movie studio for his meeting. I had barely had a chance to kiss Nathan goodbye before Jose stepped onto the plane. I didn’t know who he was, but it only took him a moment to explain that he was Nathan’s publicist and all-around fixer.

		“Your name is Fiona, but you like to be called Fi?” he asked, trying to get my information straight.

		“Or you can call me Fifi if you want,” I said, my voice sounding more seductive than I had intended. Even with a ring on my finger, I still looked at every man as a source of sexual fun.

		“Before you start, I’m gay,” Jose said. “Now, Mr. Matthews has asked that I arrange your transportation to his Malibu home. You are to wait there for him to return after his meeting. Is that understood?”

		I nodded my head. It wasn’t like I was going to disagree. I wasn’t smart enough for that.

		“Due to current traffic conditions, I have arranged for a helicopter.”

		This was becoming another day of firsts. After joining the mile high club to complete my marriage to Nathan, now I was getting a helicopter ride. Seemed like a great way to start off my new life in California.

		It was a bit weird deplaning and then climbing into a waiting helicopter not far away. I couldn’t avoid flashing my pussy at everyone behind me as I climbed in, but I continued to follow Nathan’s orders. No panties unless I am just wearing a bikini.

		As soon as me, Jose, and the luggage were on board the helicopter, we took off. I spent the whole time with my gaze out the window as we flew up the coast toward Malibu. I couldn’t see much once we headed out over the water, but I did catch sight of the Hollywood sign before we turned west.

		It was a short flight. Apparently Nathan’s house had a helipad on the roof, which I never would have guessed at, but it certainly meant it was easier to beat the notorious LA traffic.

		Jose led me inside. There was staff that brought in the luggage.

		The house was big and had a great view of the ocean as it sat just above the beach. There appeared to be a path down the bluff to the sandy beach below.

		“I don’t understand what Nathan sees in you,” Jose started. Clearly he wasn’t a fan of me. Or at the very least he didn’t trust me. I supposed with Nathan being a famous movie star, that was normal. But I had no intention to do anything but be the best bimbo wife that I could be.

		“I think he thinks I’m sexy,” I offered with a giggle.

		“You’re not too bright, are you?”

		“I’m a bimbo,” I said, breaking out into another fit of giggles. Giggling was fun. It felt good.

		“Well, make yourself at home, I guess,” Jose said. “That was the order from Nathan. I hope he knows what he’s doing. I’m worried you could be a huge PR disaster. Anyway, his order for you is to wait for him to get back from his meeting. After that, who knows.”

		Jose left without saying goodbye, but I could tell he was still upset over the rash decision for Nathan and I to tie the knot. To be honest, I didn’t understand it, but I wasn’t about to complain. Nathan was such a nice man and he could do things with my body that I couldn’t believe. I was pretty sure I was still coming out ahead in our marriage, even if all I did was stay home and let him fuck me whenever and however he wanted.

		I wandered the house for a while, sure that I would get lost plenty of times before I learned my way around. There were so many rooms and almost all of them had views of the ocean. I did take a few minutes to freshen up my makeup. My hair seemed to have lightened to the point that I could officially call it platinum blonde. And my tits looked a little bigger too. Basically, I had just about maxed out my sexiness, which I wasn’t about to complain about.

		Eventually I got bored getting lost in the house, so I went out onto the deck. The ocean breeze felt amazing on my skin and as it blew through my hair. I sat down on one of the lounge chairs and put my headphones on. As soon as the sugary sweet pop music began to fill my ears, I felt as if I could just turn off my brain and enjoy life as I wanted for Nathan to return home. I was pretty sure I had a perfect life now which followed the best adventure I could have dreamed of. I loved being a bimbo. It was the best thing that ever happened to me.
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