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		Introduction

		

		This story was written for a special bundle in support of Black Lives Matter and similar causes. This book ventures deeper into politics than any other erotic story I have ever written. This may not be everyone’s cup of tea, but I wrote this for a cause I believe in. More information about how you can get access to the entire bundle from some of the top writers in this genre, among others, check out my blog at: https://buildingbettergiggles.tumblr.com.

		If you don’t like politics in your erotica, then this book is not for you. However, if you like the idea of cock being referred to as an “Obelisk of Wokeness,” then continue reading.

		As it turns out, bimbofication and protesting for equality are not mutually exclusive. Nor is it always possible to completely leave one’s past behind. Abby learns both these truths in Bimbo Roots.

		~Sadie

		

	
		

		Bimbo Roots

		

		“A bigail Grimaldi?” said the professor as he called out roll on the first day of the spring semester.

		I grimaced at hearing my full name. I hated it, planning to change it to something else as soon as I figured out what I most preferred. I already went by Abby, but I wanted nothing to do with my family name. Nonetheless, I raised my hand, noting her attendance. The professor continued calling roll, letting me sink back into my thoughts about my next protest project.

		The last four years had been hard for me. I had left home the moment I turned 18 and moved across the country. That meant finding a job and place to live, all while finishing my education.

		Four years later, I was approaching the finish line of my university education. My major, something I created myself, called the Politics of Dissent, had been difficult, but advocating for people less fortunate than me had always been my calling.

		My life did not need to be this hard. I grew up with a loving family on the East Coast. My family had money. I would have had a trust fund to support me. Work would have never been expected of me. All I needed to do was to marry into an equally wealthy family and continue perpetuating the breed. Those were my father’s words. How I grew to hate him.

		It had been bad enough that my parents actively tried to hold me back. They made it clear that I was not someone who needed academic schooling. My mind was unimportant. Only my body and its ability to produce children for my future husband mattered.

		And there was no doubt I had a great body. I had turned heads all my life. Dirty blonde hair, tall and thin, strong from dancing as a child and then cheerleading in high school. A simple trip to the mall was enough to gather several phone numbers from interested men.

		The final straw had been when I learned my father had arranged a marriage for me. Apparently he had offered me up as a means to close a business deal. I was aghast at the notion that I would marry a man I neither loved nor knew. The only details I was given was that his name was Alexander and he was three years older than me. I could only assume he came from a wealthy family as well.

		Despite the hardships of getting cut off by my parents when I left home, I found myself in California. I felt drawn to Berkeley, knowing its history in the protest movements of the sixties. It was only natural that I attend school there.

		As I began my final semester of college, I knew all of my sacrifices had been worth it. I would finish school with a degree and already had several non-profit groups vying to hire me as soon as I crossed that commencement stage and received my diploma. No, I would likely never have the wealth that my family ties could have afforded me, but none of that mattered.

		Still, hearing my full name, especially Abigail, was an unpleasant reminder of what I had left behind. I always wondered if my past would come back to haunt me. There was no reason it should. No one would look down on me for eschewing my upbringing in the lap of luxury for that of an activist for the downtrodden.

		Although, as I sat there in class, I found it hard to pay much attention to the professor as he began his lecture. I hated to admit I felt such distractions, but I had a date that night.

		When I first made the move west, I had made myself a rule: no boys. It was a rule I had followed stridently. That was until I met Xander over the summer. He was three years older than me, in his final year of law school at Stanford. We had met at a protest, which at least made his Ivy League background tolerable.

		Now, my relationship with Xander was getting heavy. There was talk about moving in together when we had both finished school. I was looking forward to it. I never thought I would fall in love with a man, but Xander had stolen my heart and I was only too happy to let him have it.

		The only trouble in our relationship was the time it took to travel between Berkeley and Stanford to see each other. At the best of times, we were an hour apart. And since I had no car, it meant our dates could only happen when Xander had time to make the drive to see me.

		Not that I was complaining. As much as I loved to be with him, the separation we had from each other allowed me to be her own woman and make plans for myself. It also meant I had a larger sense of control, being able to devote more time to my schoolwork. I was not some prize to be won. I was a woman who demanded equality in my relationships. I would not be the bimbo that my mother was or that my parents wanted me to become. I was an intelligent woman and I was going to continue to use my mind for the benefit of others.

		The day seemed to slow down more and more the closer I got to the evening. Xander had given me no information of what he had planned. He had just said he had something special in mind. And it was with that in mind that I found myself distracted all day and wishing the clock would move faster so as to bring Xander’s arrival to the present.

		Luckily, the first day of classes was never a big deal. There was a review of the syllabus and maybe a short lecture with the remaining time. Zoning out, my thoughts on Xander, was something I could easily afford. It would have been a different story if I was a week or two into the semester, but I could tune out on my first day without anything negative happening.

		When Xander finally did arrive at my tiny little apartment, for which my impressive grants and scholarships helped me pay for, I was dressed far nicer than was the norm. He had clearly taken the time to have his hair cut and put on a nice button-down shirt. Handsome and stylish. Those were the words I usually used to describe him.

		However, there was something about tonight that made him look even better to me. I couldn’t put my finger on it, but he was clearly trying extra hard. I could only hope my outfit matched up to the occasion.

		The truth was, I never took my appearance very seriously. I had even, at various times, considered letting my hair form dreadlocks. It would certainly match my activist passions. It was with that note that I wore a tight pair of black denim jeans and a large purple sweater. This was about as nice as I got.

		If someone looked at the two of us, they would think we were from different worlds. Xander actually cleaned up really well. Me, not so much. I could brush my hair and put on a little makeup, but my appearance cared far less to me than the actions I took and the words I spoke. Actions and words were what made a movement stick, not what clothes people wore.

		Thankfully, Xander both understood my passions and actively supported them. After all, we had both been protesting when we met. And despite him already having a job lined up with a prestigious law firm in San Francisco once he finished school and passed the Bar exam, he still planned to offer some of his time to various causes for free.

		I understood that people had to make a living, especially if they planned to live in the Bay Area. It had always been a struggle to keep myself housed and focused on school since I left home. Our plans to move in together came from necessity, knowing we would struggle to continue living apart on our wages alone. At least I would. Working for non-profits would always mean my work would be undervalued from a compensation perspective. But if all I cared about was money, I would have stayed on the East Coast and married whoever my father had bartered me off to.

		I greeted Xander with a kiss, as I always did. He had always been a great kisser. There had been a few times when his lips alone led me to dragging him to my bedroom. He had a way of turning me on that no man before him had ever been able. It was like he was my kryptonite and just his presence was enough to leave me wanting to fuck him.

		However, somehow, I knew this was not a night to disrupt Xander’s plan for our date. As much ass his kiss was enough to drive me into a sexual frenzy, I knew better than to let my body take charge like that.

		“You never told me about your plans for this evening,” I said as we drove across the Bay Bridge into San Francisco.

		“It’s a surprise,” Xander countered.

		“You know I don’t like surprises,” I said as I squirmed slightly in my seat. There was a part of me that wished I had dragged him back to my bedroom for a little playtime before we left for the city.

		It was hard to fathom how I had become so dependent on sex with Xander in the past few weeks. He had elected not to return home for the holidays to visit his family, instead spending it with me. He was originally from the East Coast, like me, but had decided he liked the West Coast better, as I had. The similarities of our stories made it easier to be with him, beyond the physical attraction, for which I very much enjoyed.

		However, Xander had flown back over the weekend, meaning it had been a few days since I last saw him. Apparently, there was something he needed from his family that he could not have them ship to him. I didn’t pry. Xander and I had a mature relationship. We communicated fully, but also allowed each other a measure of privacy. Xander did not explain what he needed from his family, but I wasn’t going to pester him about it.

		“You need to learn to trust me,” Xander said. “I would never let anything bad happen to you.”

		Xander pulled his eyes off the road for a moment and looked toward me. Our eyes met. In that moment I knew what he said was true. He would not let anything bad happen to me, ever.

		It was also that moment that I figured out what Xander’s plan was. I felt bad for figuring it out, but I was not about to ask him and ruin his plans. He probably had a big romantic evening planned out for us and I didn’t want to ruin it.

		So I kept my mouth shut and let him lead the way.

		Dinner was fantastic. I definitely felt a little underdressed given the restaurant Xander had picked out. The food was delicious.

		I could tell Xander was a little nervous. I couldn’t blame him. I would have been nervous too if I were in his shoes.

		Normally Xander was a model of confidence. I rarely saw him nervous or flustered. And even then as we waited for the desserts to arrive, he kept his confidence. He knew what he was doing. I could just sense a hint of anxiety, as if he might be wondering if he were doing the right thing.

		From my perspective, I could understand his trepidation. We had discussed moving in together, yes, but we had not discussed anything beyond that. Still, I already knew what my answer would be. I was getting anxious, waiting to give it.

		However, dessert came and went without Xander saying a word. We ate in silence, which I could understand. My chocolate cheesecake was delicious. There were not words I wanted to use that would distract me from the amazing flavors as each bite danced across my tongue.

		When we left the restaurant, I was beginning to doubt my intuition. Xander wrapped an arm around my shoulders, pulling me in close as he guided me toward the waterfront, headed toward the Golden Gate Bridge.

		It was a nice night, even for late January. I was glad I wore my sweater, to keep the cool air at bay, but it was warm enough where I didn’t feel I needed to wear a jacket, even this late in the evening.

		The scene was beautiful. The lights from the bridge reflected off the water. I could see Fort Point up in the distance, beneath the base of the Golden Gate Bridge.

		“Thanks for bringing me out here,” I said. “It’s beautiful.”

		It took me a moment to realize Xander’s arm was no longer around my shoulders. I turned to look for him, but was momentarily shocked. He was gone. Then I looked down and there he was on his knee, holding out a ring.

		“Abby,” he said. “You are the love of my life. Will you do me the great honor of marrying me?”

		Tears came to my eyes. This was the question I had been waiting on. And in the moment, I knew exactly what I wanted to say with all my heart.

		“Yes,” I said as my knees practically gave out.

		Xander lunged forward and caught me, holding me tight.

		“I flew home to get my mother’s engagement ring,” Xander explained as he held my hand. “I hope it fits. We can get it resized if needed.”

		There was no need. It was a perfect fit.

		“I love you so much,” I said between joyous sobs.

		“I love you just as much,” Xander agreed. He kissed me, his hot lips pressing against mine. Our tongues entwined as I sank into his body. It felt like we were merging into a single being, one filled with love and compassion.

		It was a joyous night. After our kiss, and once I had calmed down enough, we continued our walk out to the point. The water lapped against the cement wall beside the pathway. I had been to many beautiful places in the world, but San Francisco had always stolen my heart. Now, however, my heart belonged to Xander. He could do with it what he wanted, for someday I would be able to leave my family name behind and become Abby Pruitt.

		It only seemed fitting that I invite Xander inside after he drove me home. I needed to thank him for his proposal. I was already aroused. His first kiss of the evening, when I greeted him at the door, had left me horny. Now my body felt insatiable.

		Xander undressed me with practiced ease, pulling my purple sweater up over my head. He kissed his way down my body until he reached my jeans. Those came off easily too, as he continued to plant warm kisses on my thighs as he pushed my jeans down my legs.

		It was only moments later that he was laying me down on my back on the bed, my bra and panties a distant memory. Every touch stoked the fire that raged inside of me. I needed him. I needed to feel his cock inside of me.

		I turned my head to the left and saw the engagement ring on my finger. The diamond was large, highlighting the wealth his family had. However, I knew Xander to be a good man. No amount of money would turn his head from right. He was not only honest, but impossible to corrupt. And those were but two of the reasons why my answer had been so easy to give.

		But in that moment, the ring, the proposal, none of that mattered. All that I cared about was the desire, no, the need for Xander to fuck me.

		“Yes,” I cried out as Xander entered me. His big cock split me open, stretching me in the most pleasurable of ways.

		My fingernails raked Xander’s back as he slowly pushed himself deeper and deeper into my wet and eager pussy. This was what I had needed all night. My pussy had been calling out to me, begging me to make sure it got its fill.

		It was a perfect night. It was a perfect union, one man and one woman, coming together in a way only nature could have intended.

		“I’m going to cum,” Xander announced as he pumped his hard shaft in and out of me like a piston.

		“Do it,” I cried. “I want you to cum in my pussy.”

		A moment later, he did exactly that. I screamed out in orgasmic pleasure as Xander’s cock sent forth a torrent of his seed, shooting deep into my pussy. I came with him, my body wracked with spasms as every part of me became overwhelmed by the cascade of pleasure, wave after wave, filling me from the bottom of my toes up to the top of my head.

		We laid there together for a long time. My chest heaved with heavy breaths, my heart still pounding in my chest. Xander breathed hard too, as he rolled off me and found himself on his back. My hand found his, lacing my fingers through his. We were on our way to booming one. We were so close already, but had officially made the commitment to bind ourselves together for eternity.

		Eventually Xander had to leave. He could not spend the night, as much as I would have loved that. He had class in the morning and an hour’s drive at night was preferable to a potentially longer drive in the morning as part of the morning rush hour commute.

		Once I was alone, I found myself unable to take my eyes off the ring on my finger. It was hard to believe that it was real. The diamond, I knew, was real. There was never any doubt about that. I had little doubt this ring would have taken me two years to purchase on a non-profit salary.

		There had been a time when I would have felt slightly ashamed at wearing such a ring. The expense of it seemed too high. Even a few hours earlier, something this big and attention getting would have been too much.

		However, I could sense something in me had changed. Maybe having money wasn’t such a bad thing. Maybe my parents had been right about a few things.

		When morning came, I found myself with no interest in going to class. Instead, I sat around my apartment, often getting lost at staring into the diamond on my ring. It was almost hypnotizing as I found myself staring deeper and deeper into its depths.

		My phone rang, breaking me out of my diamond ring induced trance. I looked up to see that it was dark out already. The whole day had passed me by without me even realizing it. It suddenly struck me how hungry I was. I hadn’t eaten all day.

		With my phone still ringing, I looked toward it. It was Xander.

		In a flash, my hunger was gone, replaced by my need to talk to my fiancé.

		“Hi, Xander,” I said, my voice coming out higher pitched than normal.

		“Hey,” he said. “I just wanted to call to check in with you and to see how you’re doing.”

		“I’m great,” I said cheerily. “So good.”

		“How was class?”

		“Um,” I said, thinking back and remembering how I had skipped my classes. “I didn’t actually make it to class.”

		“Wow,” Xander said with a hint of surprise in his voice. “I didn’t believe it when she told me about it, but it worked.”

		Suddenly I was really confused. What was Xander talking about?

		“I don’t get it,” I finally said. I could tell that something was wrong with me, but I couldn’t seem to put my finger on what it was.

		“The ring has been in my family for a long time now. I don’t know how long. But it’s supposed to help the wearer get back in touch with their roots, who they are deep down. I didn’t actually believe it until now.”

		“I still don’t get it,” I said. His explanation mostly went over my head. I understood all his words, but I couldn’t seem to concentrate hard enough to put together the bigger picture.

		“I’ll explain it all to you when I see you tomorrow,” Xander said. “In the meantime, I want you to have some fun tomorrow. I want you to go to a salon and get your hair and nails done. Then I want you to do some shopping. Pick a new outfit to wear for me tomorrow. I’m going to pick you up and I’ll explain the rest to you then. Okay?”

		“That sounds fun,” I said, suddenly looking forward to a day spent pampering myself and shopping. I knew I never found shopping to be particularly fun before, but now it seemed like the perfect way to spend an afternoon. I certainly did not see the point in going to any of my boring classes. That wasn’t how someone like me was supposed to spend her time.

		After I got off the phone, I set about solving my hunger problem. That turned out to be an easy fix. I just needed to make myself a nice healthy dinner.

		However, it turned out I was not just hungry for food. I was also hungry for cock. My pussy was practically twitching as my arousal burned inside of me.

		I nearly just started fingering myself in the kitchen, but I managed to clean up and find my way to my bedroom. Sitting in a bedside drawer was a dildo. That would work much better than just my fingers.

		Soon I was propped up by my pillows with my legs spread wide as I slid the jelly dildo in and out of my pussy. I needed no lubrication. I was too horny for that. My pussy had been soaking wet all day, even if I had managed to ignore it while I was occupied with my engagement ring.

		My eyes rolled up into the back of my head and my vision turned white as I came.

		“Oh yes,” I cried out. “That’s what I needed.”

		I kept the dildo inside me for several minutes, simply enjoying the sensation of fullness. But I couldn’t keep my dildo there forever. I eventually pulled it out and was about to get up to clean it when another idea permeated my mostly thoughtless mind.

		I had never tasted myself. I had been curious, but never enough to actually try it. Without anyone there to tell me otherwise, I figured this would be a great moment to try it.

		“Hmm,” I moaned as I wrapped my lips around the dildo. I turned out I tasted pretty good. There might have been a hint of strawberries, but I could have just been imagining that. What I did know was I tasted good and I could push the dildo farther back into my mouth than I had previously imagined.

		I had given Xander a few blowjobs over the course of our relationship. I wasn’t great at them, I knew. But there was something about having a big rock on my finger that made me want to get better at them, as if it was my matrimonial duty to bring my soon to be husband pleasure in any way he wanted.

		I spent the rest of my night practicing with my dildo. By the time I went to bed that night, I knew there was still work to be done, but I was certain Xander would be happy with my progress. And I planned to demonstrate that practice the next time I saw him.

		When Xander arrived at my apartment the next evening, his jaw nearly dropped when he saw me. I giggled in response, loving how his eyes roamed up and down my body.

		I had started my day out with a visit to a salon. I opted for a more expensive salon than the place I usually got my hair cuts at. This featured full service, requiring me to use a credit card I only kept for emergencies.

		First up was the hair dying process. I had always had blonde hair, but now I was going all the way. My parents had always bugged me about going lighter, but now I actually wanted to. Platinum blonde was a good look for me, I decided.

		As strange as it was to look in the mirror and be greeted with almost white hair, it was even stranger to use my hands for almost anything. I had opted for long glamorous nails, painted pink. Pink seemed too fit well with my new hair.

		There was no way I was going to be typing any papers with my new nails, but I didn’t have much interest in school in general anymore. I found myself considering withdrawing and moving in with Xander. That was going to be up to him, however. More and more I felt like I needed to acquiesce to his preferences. He was smarter than me anyway. It was better that he make those kinds of decisions for me, since I was going to become his wife.

		Shopping for the perfect outfit proved difficult, but more fun than I could have possibly imagined. I just about maxed out my emergency credit card, since there was so much that I wanted, even if it wasn’t what I wanted to wear for our date.

		After getting my nails painted pink, the color became important as I shopped. I eventually selected a pretty sweater dress to wear that night. I was pink, of course. It looked best with a push-up bra, because the neckline was low-cut. The hem was pretty high as well, barely reaching the tops of my thighs.

		The big difference was my high heels. Almost all of my shoes were flats, but I felt that needed to change. That was where a lot of my shopping money went. I needed proper heels for each and every occasion.

		After giving Xander a welcoming kiss, I pulled him into my apartment and shut the door. Then I gracefully dropped to my knees to show him how much I had been practicing. The moment Xander’s hard cock was between my lips, I knew this was going to become a much more regular part of our sex life.

		I looked up into Xander’s eyes as I slowly bobbed my head on his cock. I felt so submissive, kneeling there with his cock in my mouth. At one point, that feeling would have bothered me. But now, it felt right. This was my place. This was what a trophy wife was for.

		I nearly stopped as I realized what had just run through my head. I had never considered myself a trophy wife candidate. I had specifically refused that, leading me west and away from home.

		However, my worry about calling myself a soon-to-be trophy wife was stamped out when Xander grabbed my head and pushed his cock deeper into my mouth. I had to consciously relax my throat to give him access, clearing my mind of everything else.

		It worked. For the first time in my life, I took a cock down my throat without gagging. I was so happy. And I could tell Xander was happy as well. At least his cock was happy. I could feel it twitch in my throat, the telltale sign that he was about to cum.

		I managed to pull back just in time, keeping the head of Xander’s cock in my mouth as he began to let loose rope after rope of hot white cum. I sucked greedily, enjoying every moment as I swallowed down his seed.

		I had never been a swallower before. It was something I always believed I disliked. But I had clearly been wrong. I loved the taste of his salty seed. Even as I worked to suck him for all he was worth, swallowing as I went, two white rivulets of cum slipped out of the corners of my mouth.

		“Wow,” Xander finally said when I had finished. I smacked my lips with satisfaction.

		Still on my knees, I pulled out a compact from my new purse. Seeing the cum at the corner of my mouth, I licked them up.

		“Yummy,” I said, before I applied a fresh coat of pink lipstick.

		Xander helped me back to my feet. I was still a little unsteady in my heels. I had gone from never wearing them to wearing really high heels in a single day, but there was no way I was going back. My legs and ass looked so much better when they were properly shaped with a pair of heels. I might not be able to walk very fast anymore, but looking good seemed so much more important than speed.

		“You look fantastic,” Xander said. “I can’t wait to show you off tonight.”

		I giggled, looking forward to just that. Somehow being eye candy and hanging on Xander’s arm gave my life more meaning than the past four years of schooling ever had. This was what I truly wanted.

		And show me off, Xander did. That night and many others, he took me to fancy restaurants, to parties with influential people, to corporate and political events, always giving me the chance to look my best and in turn make him look even better.

		That night, as Xander drove us to a party hosted by his future law firm, I had a moment of self reflection.

		“I didn’t used to be like this,” I told him. “I wanted to be important and a leader. Now I just want to be your trophy wife.”

		“That’s the ring,” Xander explained. “There’s some weird ancient magic or something in it. It makes the woman who wears it into the woman she was supposed to be. You see, you were supposed to be a bimbo trophy wife for a rich man. Your parents wanted that for you.”

		It was true. I had told Xander all this already. He knew my past and how I wanted nothing to do with it. I had rebelled against my parents and moved out west as soon as I was able.

		“But what about what I want?” I asked. It came out almost like I was whining.

		“What do you want?” Xander asked.

		“I want to help people,” I answered.

		“You can still do that as a bimbo and a trophy wife,” he explained. “You can still protest and march. You might not be leading the protests, but you can still lend your voice to whatever movements you think are worthy.”

		“I can?” I asked, not fully sure of that fact. I didn’t feel like I had the agency anymore. Bimbo trophy wives weren’t exactly known for their activism.

		“Sure,” Xander said. “I don’t see why not. I like your activism. Our lives together may have been preordained, but I fell in love with the protestor and the marcher, not the bimbo. The bimbo is just a bonus, a very sexy bonus.”

		Hearing Xander talk about me being sexy made me wriggle in my seat. I wondered if I would be able to last until after the event. I wondered if I might need to drag him off at some point and find a quiet place where he could fuck me. That seemed so naughty, but I was already horny for him. Starting the night out by giving him a blowjob hadn’t helped matters. That only served to turn me on even more.

		As it turned out, Xander and I were simply fated to be together. The man my father had arranged for me to marry all those years ago was Xander. I only knew his name as Alexander back then. Oddly, he wasn’t interested in an arranged marriage either.

		When we met last year, it was pure chance. It was only when Xander went home to get his family’s ring that he learned the truth. He later admitted that learning that news had nearly made him break off our relationship. He had been worried I had chased after him, pursued him for a promised relationship.

		It was on the flight back to California that he realized the truth. I had completely uprooted my life to move to California, making the move before he had, in fact. I had not gone chasing him, no more than he had gone chasing me. And yet, we had still found each other.

		As for my future life, I never did go back to school. Xander helped me withdraw from my classes and at least get my grant money back. That money had come without strings attached, so I could keep it and help fund my new life.

		Xander moved me into a nice apartment in San Francisco. It would become our apartment as soon as he finished his degree at the end of the semester. He handled all those messy things like money and bills. All I had to do was keep myself looking as pretty and sexy as I could for him and he would take care of the rest. He even paid for implants. I had always been pretty, but I just knew I could be even sexier for him with big tits.

		“Are you almost ready?” Xander called out one Saturday morning. He had joined me for the weekend for a planned protest and march. It felt great to lend my support and be an ally to underserved people in our community. Even as a bimbo, I could see the injustice people faced, especially black Americans. Marching and protesting alongside them was the least I could do.

		“I’m coming,” I said as I bounced out of the bedroom.

		I was dressed as best I could for the march. I wore a tight pink top with a plunging neckline to show off my big tits. I couldn’t help but show them off after Xander bought them for me. He was a great fiancé. I wore a pair of tight blue jeans, but these were specially designed to make my ass look even better. I had worked hard in the gym, but these jeans took my ass from an eight to a ten.

		I wore a pink scarf tied around my neck, letting the ends fall across my chest to make my outfit a little less slutty. I could pretend I wasn’t showing off my tits, which I obviously was. I also wore a Black Lives Matter hat with my platinum blonde hair pulled through the back in a ponytail.

		I had given up wearing any kind of flats. I even wore special high heeled trainers when I visited the gym. That was what I wore for the march, figuring they would be easier to walk in than a pair of platform stiletto heels. Those looked sexy, but they weren’t made for long walks like a protest march.

		Xander smiled when he saw me. He too was dressed for the occasion, wearing a Black Lives Matter t-shirt. He had a stack of business cards ready to hand out to protestors. In addition to joining a major law firm, he also volunteered his time with an organization that provided free legal representation to people protesting for civil and environmental rights. If the police showed up to antagonize the marchers, Xander would be there to provide legal assistance.

		The march went off without a hitch. We chanted with the crowds, we marched with them, we listened to the various speakers. I recognized a few of them as people I used to work with. They wouldn’t recognize me anymore. I looked completely different, but I still supported the causes in whatever ways were available to me.

		Afterward, Xander took me back to the apartment.

		“Please fuck me,” I had begged as soon as the door was closed behind us.

		Xander smiled. “How about you ride me so I can play with those big tits of yours?”

		“Ooh, yes,” I said, jumping up and down with excitement. “That sounds fun.” Anytime Xander fucked me was fun, but riding him was one of my favorites. He could play with my tits and I could control the action. I liked to see how many times I could cum before Xander did.

		I no longer needed any foreplay to get in the mood. As a bimbo, I was always in the mood. Xander laid back on the bed, letting his hard cock stand at attention, as I finished stripping out of my clothes. My itty-bitty thong was the last thing to come off.

		“Look at this,” I said as I climbed up between Xander’s legs. I reached out my long nailed hands and caressed his cock. “This is the Obelisk of Wokeness. I can’t wait for it to shoot its power inside of me.”

		As I sank down onto Xander’s cock and his hands came up to grab my tits, I knew I had the perfect life. I was a sexy bimbo. I had a man who loved me. And together, I knew, we were going to help make the world better for everyone, with equality and justice for all.
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