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“I t looks like it’s just us for happy hour today,” Paul said after checking his phone. 

“Carla and James can’t make it again?” Bethany asked as the pair stood outside the bar. 

Paul shrugged. “I guess I shouldn’t have expected much different. Carla works too many hours now with her new job. It seems every time there's something fun going on, she has to work late.” 

“And James won’t go anywhere without her,” Bethany added. 

Their happy hour group used to also include Mark, but ever since he had hooked up with Bekki at his New Year’s Eve party, he had been too busy fucking her to be sociable as he used to be. 

The two walked inside together, looking around. A few tables were occupied by people chatting about their days. One group had a TV playing sports highlights. 

“Is there a preference for where you want to sit?” Paul asked. 

Bethany nodded toward one table near the back corner. The seats faced away from most of the crowd, giving them some privacy. 

Paul sat down first before pulling out Bethany‘s chair. She smiled, glad he was being polite. As she sat, she pushed her brown hair behind her ears, keeping it away from her face. Her hands felt clammy as she picked up the happy hour menu on the table. She did not want to reveal her true feelings for Paul, afraid of what he would say if she expressed them. 

Paul sat across from her at the small table. It was an intimate setting, with a candle on the table. This could have been a date, if they were both honest about their feelings. Bethany had a crush on Paul, but he had feelings for Bethany, too. 

Although his desires would have made a relationship difficult, even if they were both honest with each other. 

“What do you recommend?” Paul asked. 

“You know me, I’m a red wine girl,” Bethany replied. She scanned the wine list, but made a face at the number of white wines on the menu. Her choices were limited. 

“I’ll be drinking beer,” Paul said. It was an indication of their divergent interests, making it difficult to find common ground, despite their affections for each other. “See anything you like?” 

Bethany scanned a wine list for a second time. There were three reds on the list, but she’d already had two of them before. Bethany liked the variety of trying different wines. That left one option, a red blend from a winery called Bimbo. 

She shook her head. That had to be a typo. 

However, before Bethany could think about it too much, the waiter appeared. 

“I’m Roger. Can I get you started on drinks today?” He was a bit brusk, but both Paul and Bethany assumed he was at the end of a long shift and tired. If he’d been working since lunch, they knew they would be, too. 

“The red blend for me,” Bethany said. She did not want to say the name of the winery, finding it weird. And if it was a typo, she did not want to be the one to call attention to it. Usually Bethany was full of confidence, but there was something about being around Paul that made her nervous. 

“And I’ll have the kölsch,” Paul added. 

Roger wrote down their orders and snapped his little book shut. “I’ll be right out with those. And if you want to order food, I’ll check in with you soon.” 

And with that, the pair were alone again. Bethany played with the he, of her sweater, not sure what to say. Paul reached across the table to grab her hand, and Bethany jumped, not expecting his touch The two stared into each other’s eyes, unsure of what to do next. 

“So… you had a good day?” Paul asked. 

“Yes. It was busy.” Bethany was not sure what else she could tell him. Work was complicated and she was coming to the end of her contract. She had no idea what she would do next. It was something else she was nervous about. 

Paul smiled and squeezed Bethany‘s hand. They were quiet for a moment before

Bethany spoke again. 

“What about you?” Bethany asked. 

“It went well, too. My boss was in a great mood, and told me I might be up for a promotion soon.” 

“That would be nice!” Bethany agreed. 

The two chatted a bit more, sharing work stories before another waiter brought them their drinks. Roger was nowhere to be seen. Paul’s came in a pint glass, but Bethany’s wine seemed to fill an entire wine glass. It was a lot. 

“Wow, that’s a lot of wine,” Paul commented. Bethany’s eyes were big, staring at the large glass. Her heart started to race as she picked it up. A sense of worry filled her body. Could she drink all of this? At least she did not need to drive home. 

Bethany took a sip from her glass, wincing slightly at the sweet taste. It certainly wasn’t her preferred wine, but that would not stop her from drinking it. 

“Not what you thought it would be?” Paul asked. 

“I didn’t think this would be so sweet,” Bethany replied. “It’s almost like they added sugar syrup to it.” 

However, rather than set the glass back down, Bethany took another sip. And then another. 

“Looks like it’s growing on you,” Paul said before he took a drink from his own glass. This was a beer he knew well and enjoyed. Paul generally knew what he liked and why, which made his interest in Bethany all the more strange. She was not his usual type. 

“Yes. Yes it is,” Bethany said, taking another sip. The red wine continued to take effect as she relaxed more and more. And the conversation started to get away from her, too. She was barely aware of what they were talking about. However, Bethany could not help but smile at the handsome Paul, a heat growing between her legs. 

“Are you okay?” Paul asked, suddenly concerned by the sudden color in her cheeks. He had never seen Bethany react this way to alcohol before. And he had seen her drunk. This was something else. 

“Yes, yes I am,” Bethany replied. She took another sip to reassure him. The alcohol was taking hold as she talked to Paul, making her more open to him. 

Now it was her reaching out and holding his hand. Neither of them noticed as her once professionally short nails grew out to a glamor length and turned pink. 

Paul looked down at their hands, seeing her fingernails, not remembering them being like that before, but his cock got hard at the idea of what those fingers could do for him. He shifted in his seat, trying to give his growing hardness more room in his pants. 

“I hope I can drink this much,” Bethany said. Her eyes were half closed, as if the alcohol was giving her some sort of drug-induced stupor. And yet, she felt great. 

That was the weird part. She felt a little drunk, but she also felt alive in a way she never had before. 

When Bethany opened her eyes fully again, they were framed with long, thick lashes, highlighting her suddenly blue eyes. 

Paul had to do a double take as he looked into her eyes. There was something happening here that did not make sense. But rather than blame the Bimbo Wine, he looked down at his beer, wondering if he had been drugged and was now hallucinating. 

However, there was no mistaking Bethany. Her features had changed. Her face had become more feminine, her cheekbones higher. And those full, lush lips looked far better suited to sucking on a dick, especially the way they were swathed in pink lipstick. 

“Wow, Bethany. You look incredible!” Paul exclaimed, staring at his friend as if she were someone completely different. He couldn’t help it. It was all he could think about as his cock throbbed in his pants, demanding attention. 

A giggle escaped Bethany’s lips in response to the compliment. She never giggled before, but now giggles erupted from her with comfortable ease. 

“Mmm,” she purred, her voice taking on a higher pitched tone, but holding a huskiness that highlighted her own arousal. 

There were other changes happening to Bethany as she sat there, but the table and her bulky sweater hid much of them from Paul’s view. Her ass expanded in her pants, straining the previously loose fabric to its breaking point. Her hips widened to match, making sure she always had something to sway as she walked. 

Bethany’s waist narrowed, her midriff tightening. Her organs shifted as her body morphed, making room to give her an exaggerated hourglass figure that men would go crazy over. 

It was Bethany’s breasts that would ultimately become her most notable feature. 

They took on a clearly augmented look, becoming rounded and almost bolted onto her chest. Her bra completely dissolved, making it easy for her to grow without noticing it. But even as her breasts slowly grew bigger and bigger, they were not what Paul noticed on his friend. 

The changes he witnessed came together. Bethany’s skin smoothed, her freckles disappearing as she gained a golden tan. And while Paul could not see her skin everywhere, it was a tan that was even all over her body, even where her body hair had once grown. 

And simultaneously, Bethany’s brown hair began to fade in color as it grew down her back. By the time it reached her butt, it was platinum blonde. Her roots were the same color, indicating that this was the color it would grow from now on. 

Paul still assumed he was hallucinating, but he drank down his beer, loving the image he saw in front of him. Bethany was truly beautiful in his eyes now. She was everything he could have ever wished for in a potential partner. And the way she seemed to be looking at him made him want her all the more. 

But it only got better as Bethany’s breasts grew into a proper pair of tits, stretching out her sweater. She reached up and jiggled her tits in her top, trying to find more space for them. It was an unconscious action, one that looked practiced from years of having tits like that. 

Bethany giggled, not quite able to hide it anymore. A soft moan escaped her lips as she watched Paul. She could see him staring at her as he sat there in disbelief. 

And the look in his eyes sent a thrill through her stomach. Maybe he wanted her as much as she wanted him. 

However, before Bethany could make her move on Paul, her clothing began to shift and change. Her dark sweater lightened in color as it became thinner. The neckline lowered, showing off her new cleavage. The valley her top now put on display was long and deep, drawing in every male eye into its depths, even Paul’s

Bethany’s top turned a bright pink, matching her lips and nails. The hem also rose up and it hugged her body, stopping just above her belly-button, revealing a dangling piece of jewelry with several pink jewels that reflected the light wonderfully. 

Bethany’s new body was a sight to behold, but there were still a few additional changes that needed to be made before she was complete. Her pants slid up her legs and turned into a tight skirt that hugged her hips and ass, barely reaching the tops of her thighs. The straps of her pink thong reached up over the top of the navy blue skirt, creating further contrast in colors and giving everyone an idea of what her new body was designed for. 

When Bethany stepped into the bar, she did so wearing dark canvas shoes. The darkness remained, the color shifting to a navy blue to match her skirt, but the style of shoe changed radically. They transformed into stiletto pumps with a heel that Bethany could never have imagined walking in because they were so high, complete with red soles. 

With the physical transformations complete, Bethany looked down into her deep cleavage and a moment of lucidity returned to her. 

“Something’s wrong,” she said. But her voice was different now. It was much higher than before and husky. And the way it sounded was somehow familiar, although she could not explain why. She reached up to smooth out her hair, finding it longer and straighter. 

Panic began to build in Bethany’s chest, but she felt the calming influence of her new body, running her fingers through her long hair, touching the sides of her tits, emphasizing her incredible cleavage. 

Bethany looked down into her empty glass. There was just a tinge of pink left, the last drop of red wine reflecting the light. 

“I’m drunk,” Bethany announced as she looked up into Paul’s eyes, meeting his

gaze. She sensed how aroused he was, although it was clear he was not listening to her words. He was still under the impression that he was hallucinating. 

A new sense of calm overcame Bethany at her realization. If she was drunk, it just meant that her eyes were deceiving her. She did not have huge, fake tits. She did not have long, blonde hair. She did not look like a bimbo. 

But before Bethany could further think on her situation, the final bits of magic from her drink entered her mind. It left her memories of the past intact, but it made them difficult to access. The connections in her mind that made her smart and a capable employee were shifted, giving her an impressive understanding of all things fashion and sex. Those were going to be her new hobbies from now on. 

And the final change came in the form of her name. Bethany still technically existed, but she was hidden beneath so many layers of a new bimbo personality that there was now only Beth. 

Beth smiled at Paul, no longer finding anything wrong with her situation. If anything, it all felt right. She felt sexy and horny and she was finally going to hook up with the love of her life. Those feelings that Bethany had for Paul became stronger without her old inhibitions and worries. 

Beth reached across the table and gently held Paul’s muscular arm. She licked her lips as she looked into his face with lust-lidded eyes. Beth could not remember ever being this aroused before. She felt like she was in heat, needing Paul to fuck her as soon as possible. Her nipples pressed hard against the thin material of her sweater, standing at attention, and they seemed to ache as she stared at the man she loved with all her heart. 

Paul looked up from Beth’s magnanimous tits and into her eyes. He smiled, his cock harder than he had ever experienced before. 

“Bethany,” Paul said, his voice cracking. 

“Beth,” she corrected him. 

“Beth,” he said, his voice still strained, but no longer cracking. “Do you want to

—“

“Yes,” Beth interrupted. She could not hold herself back. 

Paul reached for his wallet, now suddenly hurried to get out of there. He pulled money from his wallet and tossed it on the table, certain that he was leaving enough money for their drinks and a hefty tip. He did not understand what had happened to the woman sitting before him, but he was not about to withhold his thanks. 

Paul stood up and Beth pushed herself to her feet. He held out his hand to her, but when she took it, she pulled him close. Her tits pushed into his chest as she reached up and wrapped her arms behind his neck. Their lips met, her tongue darting into his mouth, forcing him to reciprocate. 

He didn’t know how she could kiss so passionately, but he was happy to return her passion. And he certainly wasn’t going to stop it. His hands traveled down her back until they found her ass. He grabbed her cheeks and pulled her closer to him. 

Beth spread her legs so that his thigh was pressing up against her panty-covered pussy, making her groan with pleasure into his mouth at the contact. She couldn’t remember ever feeling this horny, this needy for some cock. It felt incredible. 

Paul pulled away and looked her in the eyes. She looked up at him, her long lashes fluttering. She knew exactly what she wanted from him and she was going to have it. 

“My place or yours?” Paul asked. Even though he had dreamed of having such a bimbo at his beck and call, he was still a gentleman and cared about what she wanted, no matter how simple her thoughts and feelings had become. 

“Yours,” Beth said, running her hands up and down his arms. 

Paul took charge, grabbing Beth’s hand and leading her out of the bar. His pace was fast enough she was almost tripping over herself as she tried to keep up with her bimbo body and sky high heels. 

Beth moaned softly when they made it outside, her nipples responding to the cold night air. She had not worn a jacket, so she pressed her body into Paul’s side as they walked toward his house. Her hips gyrated in time with their progress. 

Paul reached up and pushed some stray hairs behind her ear, taking in the sight of her big boobs bouncing beneath her sweater as he did. He could see she was wearing no bra under the sweater and her nipples were clearly visible, poking against the fabric. He had to get her home so he could fuck her, the faster the better. 

They made terrific time. As soon as they were inside, Paul guided her to his bedroom, bypassing the kitchen and living rooms. They might visit those later, but for now, the bedroom was the best place for them to fuck. 

Paul pushed Beth down on his bed and she fell with a soft thump and a moan of delight. Her legs wrapped around his waist and she tugged his shirt open, allowing her hands to explore his chest and abs. She kissed him eagerly as she did so, pushing her tongue into his mouth, forcing him to respond with his own eagerness. 

Paul pulled off his belt and undid his pants, shoving them down as well, letting his huge, fat cock spring free. Beth looked at the massive weapon in awe, never having seen such a large erection before. 

“You like that?” Paul asked, his voice hoarse as he pawed at Beth’s tits. 

Beth moaned, her eyes closing, as she tried to imagine how it would feel inside her pussy. But she needed to taste that big cock first. 

Paul grabbed Beth by the hips, pulling her off the bed as he knelt over her, guiding his big dick toward her face. 

She opened wide, taking him deep into her mouth and sucking on it, enjoying the taste of him, savoring his thick rod. 

“Ahh, Beth, that feels so good,” Paul groaned as she bobbed up and down on his shaft, licking all over the head while she sucked in earnest. 

She looked up at Paul, seeing his big blue eyes looking back at her, staring down with love and lust. He looked amazing with a raging hard-on. His cock was long and thick and she loved wrapping her cock pads around it, her lips being designed for just this purpose. 

“Beth,” Paul groaned, his hands running through her hair, guiding her

movements ever so slightly, encouraging her to take him deeper and deeper into her throat. 

It was almost too much for her to handle and she gagged, trying to pull back. Her body trembled and she felt like she might vomit, but she did not want to stop. 

She wanted him deep in her throat. She wanted him to fill her mouth with his hot cum and watch the pleasure on his face as he climaxed. 

Her body convulsed, shaking as she struggled to hold back. She did not want to let go of his cock. She loved feeling it slide past her tongue and down her throat, trying to take it all. Beth was in ecstasy, her mind lost to pleasure, nothing else important at the moment. She didn’t even feel like she existed, that she could think about anything other than how good it felt. 

“Beth!” Paul called out to her. 

Beth looked up, his voice coming out of nowhere, causing her to startle. 

”I’m going to cum.” 

Beth pulled back so that just the head of his cock was in her mouth. She reached up with her long-nailed fingers and stroked his cock, jacking him off so he would spill his first load of seed directly into her mouth. She wanted, no needed, to taste him fully. 

“Fuck yes,” Paul called out as he came. His cum filled Beth’s mouth as she kept sucking. But she did not swallow. She collected all his cum in her mouth, savoring the flavors that danced across her tongue. 

“Wow,” Paul gasped as Beth pulled her face back from his throbbing erection. 

She opened her mouth, showing him his cum in her mouth. Then she closed her lips and made a big show of swallowing it down. When she opened wide again, it was all gone. 

“Good girl,” Paul said, patting her head. 

Beth grinned. She liked getting rewarded for pleasing Paul. His cum was so delicious. She would happily suck him off anytime he wanted. Except, there was one thing she still needed. She needed him to fuck her. 

“How soon can you go again?” Beth asked as she nuzzled her face against Paul’s muscular thigh. 

“For you, as soon as possible. Let me freshen up for a moment while you prepare yourself.” 

As soon as Paul was gone, Beth set to work, wanting to be more than ready for his return. She pulled her sweater up and over her head. The moment her tits were free, they bounced on her chest, no longer confined by her tight top. 

Beth giggled as her tits swung back and forth while she leaned over to push her skirt down. She stepped out of the miniskirt, keeping her heels on. All she wore now was her pink thong. It hugged her wet slit tightly as she stood before the full-length mirror. She turned this way and that, admiring her body. Her boobs, her ass, her pretty face, even her long eyelashes were just as amazing as Paul said. 

But for Beth to truly prepare herself for Paul’s return, even the sexy thong had to go. She slipped her long-nailed fingers beneath the straps and pushed them down past her hips and over her thighs. Her gaze never left the mirror as she performed a sexy dance to music only she could hear. 

Once Beth found a home for her discarded clothing, she climbed onto the bed, still wearing her sexy high heels. She stretched her body, contorting it into the sexiest pose she could imagine. It was important that she highlight her body for Paul’s return. She wanted the sight of her to make him hard again. She needed him so bad. She couldn’t wait until he returned to the bedroom. 

Beth felt like such a slut for wanting this cock so badly. But then, she didn’t remember a time when she didn’t want men to fuck her senseless. The time before her transformation was hazy and fragmented. All her old memories were technically still there, but they were hidden behind an almost impenetrable pink fog, a veil that she had no interest in piercing. It was so much easier to embrace being the dumb and sexy bimbo she had turned into. 

Beth closed her eyes tight and imagined what it would feel like to be fucked by Paul once more. She let out a soft moan, imagining it happening. In the back of her mind she wondered how long this night could last, but at least she knew her wait for him would be short. Beth had half a mind to begin stroking her clit and pussy, edging herself while she waited for him. But the simple fact was Beth was

already insanely horny. She did not need to touch herself to prepare for him. She was already on a razor thin edge, ready to be pushed over at any moment. And something told her she should wait for her first bimbo orgasm to come from Paul’s cock and not her nimble fingers. 

Paul stepped back into the bedroom, completely nude. He stood, feet shoulder width apart, his hands on his hips, standing like a superhero. His cock quickly rose to attention at the sight of the sexy bimbo posing on his bed. 

“Are you ready for me to fuck you?” he asked as he sauntered closer to her. 

Beth giggled at the idea, unable to resist flirting with him. She was more than ready. Her pussy throbbed with need, her whole body aching for his touch. She had never wanted anything more than to feel him inside her, filling her with his hard, fat cock. 

“You already know the answer to that, big boy. I want you so bad.” 

She knew exactly what she wanted and how to get it. There was no other way this could end. She turned and spread her legs. Her parting thighs revealed her pussy, dripping with desire. Beth moaned, letting her head fall back against the headboard. 

“Do it. Take me now. Fuck me!” Beth screamed out loud, not caring if anyone heard her or not. It was too late anyway. This was her life now, being a bimbo and nothing else. She wanted Paul to use her however he wanted and she knew she would love every second of it. 

Paul climbed onto the bed, growing ever closer to her. Beth’s were transfixed by his cock as it bobbed in time with the beating of his heart, every pulse of blood making him harder for her body. 

But even as Paul brought his cock tantalizingly close to her pussy, teasing her with how he almost pushed the head into her, his eyes were fixated on hers. He leaned in for a kiss. They had shared dozens of these kisses, but never like this. 

Never before had Paul kissed her as though it might be their last one. She was sure there was no tomorrow. 

They kissed for a long time, Paul using his tongue to playfully tease Beth’s mouth, trying to work up her own saliva and get her more excited for what was

to come. She couldn’t stop herself from pressing her hips closer and closer to him, begging for contact, but he always kept his cock just out of reach. He was going to fuck her, but they would be on his terms. 

“Please,” Beth begged. 

“What? What do you want, baby?” Paul asked as he pulled his lips back from her mouth. He smiled at her and then leaned in, kissing her once more. 

“I need your cock. I need it now. I’m on fire. Please, fuck me.” 

Paul saw the madness of her lust forming in her eyes. He had always wanted to have a busty, blonde bimbo at his beck and call, but he now understood that such wonderful luck came with great responsibility. He needed to keep her well and truly fucked if he hoped to hold her love. 

“Tell me who you love.” 

“I love you. I love your cock. Now hurry up and fuck me. Fuck your bimbo slut.” 

How could Paul say no to that? He positioned his cock at her entrance and pushed himself in. 

Beth came immediately, her body shaking as her first bimbo orgasm hit her. The pleasure was greater than anything she had ever felt before, the orgasm so intense her whole world went black around her, replaced only by a white, blinding light. But this did not last long. She had barely time to come down when she found herself thrusting herself onto Paul, her hips rolling to meet his every thrust. 

She knew she wasn’t in control of herself right now. She was simply reacting to what was happening to her. She would do anything for that cock inside of her. 

Even beg him to keep fucking her. It was so easy to forget that she had been anything other than a stupid bimbo now. She had turned into this hot mess because it felt so good to have such a manly dick pounding her pussy. And the more Paul fucked her, the better she liked it. 

Beth was beyond caring who or what she had become. All she cared about was Paul fucking her as hard and deep as he wanted, over and over again. 

“Your pussy feels so fucking good,” Paul groaned with pleasure. 

It was all too much for Beth, too much for her to handle. She began to buck against Paul, wanting to feel his dick inside of her as fast and hard as possible. 

She wanted nothing more than to be used and fucked until she collapsed under Paul, completely spent and satisfied. 

“Yes. Yes, fuck me. Harder. Make me cum.” 

“I think we both are going to cum tonight, baby. And even once we do, we’re not done yet.” 

“Fuck yes. More. More fucking. More cumming. Fuck me with your big, hard cock.” 

Beth was delirious with the pleasure coursing through her body. But the only way it could get better was if Paul came inside her, filling her up with his hot load. The more Paul fucked her, the more she felt her juices dripping down her legs. Her pussy was aching for another orgasm. Her bimbofied mind was in agreement. It was all she wanted. She wanted to cum on Paul’s thick shaft as he impaled her, splitting her open with every thrust. 

Beth could not get enough of how he filled her, driving himself so deep inside of her that her eyes watered with pain and pleasure. She moaned out loud with pleasure, knowing that this was the best fucking she had ever experienced and knowing that it was only going to get better. Her hips moved instinctively, thrusting forward to meet his. The bed beneath them shook as he rode her like a wild man. This was a night of firsts for the both of them and Beth intended to make sure it was one to remember. 

Beth screamed out loud. “Fucking cum inside me. I want your hot sperm all over me. Fill my belly up with your baby batter. I love having your dick inside me, so deep. So fucking good!” 

And that was exactly what Paul did. He unleashed his cum, sending surge after surge of his thick cum inside of her. He let out an animalistic roar as he held himself inside of her. 

But Beth was cumming, too. She screamed out as the pleasure overwhelmed her. 

Her vision turned white as the endorphin rush hit her head on, inundating her

with every pleasurable hormone her body could produce. She came again and again as Paul’s cock pulsed inside of her, leaving her exhausted. 

A dopey smile formed on her face as she lay next to Paul, his softening cock slipping out of her wet pussy. Beth had just experienced the most intense sex of her life. And she looked like it. Her hair was messy, her makeup smeared, and her pussy leaked a combination of their fluids. She looked well and truly fucked. 

“Holy fuck,” Paul gasped as he breathed heavily, his chest rising and falling in time with Beth’s. They were both exhausted and in need of recovery. 

Beth giggled. She couldn’t help herself. She had never felt like this before. But more importantly, she had never felt so happy. She knew this should not be real, but it was. And it felt amazing. 

“When can we do it again?” Beth asked. 

Paul stared at her, dumbfounded. She looked like she could barely keep her eyes open and she still wanted more. It seemed impossible, but Paul’s cock was already making an attempt to rise again. 

“Damn, woman, we’re only human,” Paul said, flabbergasted. But there was no way he could say no to such a deliciously hot and sexy bimbo. He was in love with Beth, more than ever. And she was in love with him. The rest they could figure out when the time came. 

Beth giggled again. It was almost her default state. It said so much more than words could. 

Paul wrapped his arm around Beth’s shoulder. He reached down and played with her nipple. She kept giggling. 

“I’ll need some time, but we can go again soon enough.” 

Beth pressed herself into Paul’s side, cuddling with him. She reached out and gently stroked his cock, aiding his recovery, without even thinking about it. But she would wait for him. 

The pair laid there together, enjoying their shared heat. Neither of them knew what the future held, but they were both intent on making it work. Beth wanted

nothing more than to continue as Paul’s bimbo. She loved her new sexy body. 

She loved the way she made Paul’s cock hard. And she loved the simplicity of her new life. 

Beth never wanted to be a bimbo before, but now that she was one, she could not imagine a better life for herself. She was living a dream made real and it was all thanks to a glass of Bimbo Wine. 
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