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		Caitlin was brimming with excitement and anticipation. She was certain that tonight would be her night. It had to be. Caitlin had never been someone who pined after a man, but that was before she met Paul. He was handsome and successful and she was already head over heels with infatuation. All that was left was for him to notice her. That is where her plans for the evening came into play.

		However, with the anticipation and excitement came anxiety. It was starting to consume Caitlin's mind and her confidence that tonight would indeed be the night. Her fear of failure, no matter how trivial, threatened to take away all the build up leading to this moment. And what made it worse was the fact her best friend and roommate, Erika, seemed completely indifferent toward the situation.

		"You're putting in an awful lot of effort for this guy you barely know," Erika commented as she sat on the edge of Caitlin's bed, watching her get ready for the big party that was to start in less than an hour.

		Caitlin simply ignored Erika's comments as she continued to put on her make-up. She already had the foundation layer in place, but now she needed to work on accentuating her eyes and lips. It was a time consuming process.

		"Do you really think Paul will actually care?" Erika asked, continuing to prod at Caitlin in the hope of dissuading her from possibly making a mistake that would likely lead to heartbreak. She was just looking out for her friend.

		"If he doesn't notice me now, I don't know if anything will catch his attention," Caitlin replied. It wasn't as though she was wearing anything outlandish or particularly risqué. In fact, quite the opposite was true. She did not want to risk coming on too strong and having it backfire. But her dress was low-cut enough to certainly attract some attention. And it was short enough to show off her legs. The hard part was looking sexy enough to actually attract Paul, but not so sexy that it looked like she was trying too hard. It was a delicate balance.

		After working on her eye shadow, Caitlin moved onto applying lipstick. Her naturally thin lips needed all the help they could get. No, her lips were not pouty and full and luscious. They would never be those things without extreme makeup artistry. Even then, Caitlin feared it would end up looking ridiculous and tacky.

		Erika leaned forward and watched as Caitlin applied another coat of lipstick to her upper lip. "And are you sure this is what you really want? A guy like Paul doesn't seem your type."

		This was not the first time Erika had tried talking Caitlin out of pursuing Paul. And Caitlin suspected that it would not be the last either. The two of them shared much in common, most notably their mutual lack of interest in partying. If it was one thing Caitlin hated most in the world, it was having to go out to a loud, crowded environment and try to act friendly toward complete strangers. She didn't want to do those sorts of things with friends. It was torture to imagine going out and trying to pretend to enjoy herself amongst people she cared nothing about.

		But it was different with Paul. That was the promise Caitlin had made herself. It was supposed to be easier to find men to date, but only if she changed her approach. Going out to clubs and parties did not fit with who Caitlin wanted to be, but chasing down a man online or at her regular hangouts was the problem. The men there did not compare to the man who had caught her attention. Paul was in a different league altogether. He was leagues ahead of every other man in his professional and physical abilities. At least, that was the impression Caitlin got when she first noticed him.

		Once Caitlin finished with her lipstick, she looked over her shoulder at her friend. "Can you pass me the body glitter?" she asked, ignoring Erika's previous comment about Paul not being worth her attention.

		"Why do you need body glitter?" Erika countered, frowning at the thought of glitter getting all over the apartment. That was how glitter always seemed to work, no matter the type. It could be months after Christmas and there would still be glitter stuck in the carpet from gift wrap. It never seemed to completely go away.

		"It makes me sparkle," Caitlin answered.

		Erika picked up the bottle from Caitlin's nightstand and frowned even deeper as she inspected it closer. "What's with the name? Archer's Bimbo Body Glitter sounds awfully questionable."

		"What?" Caitlin asked innocently as she held out her hand for the bottle. She almost couldn't believe Erika was picking on her glitter choice at a time like this.

		"You really want to look like the bimbo on the label?" Erika asked, pointing to the suggestive pose of the cartoon bimbo that made up the product's branding.

		Caitlin shrugged. "It's just a label. It's not like it'll make me look like an actual bimbo. This isn't fantasy stuff."

		"Isn't Archer Cosmetics that super sketchy brand with all those wild rumors around it?" Erika asked.

		Caitlin turned and snatched the bottle of body glitter out of her friend's hand before she could say anything further against it. As far as Caitlin was concerned, the store would not sell a faulty product. It would be fine. And it wasn't like she was going to bathe in the stuff. She just wanted to add a little extra sparkle to her appearance, especially her exposed chest and a little to her face.

		"When Paul sees me like this, he's going to think I'm a fantasy come true," Caitlin said as she put some of the glitter on a small make-up brush. Then she used the brush to apply the glitter to her chest area. "I don't see how anyone will be able to ignore me then. Well, except maybe a gay man, but Paul isn't gay, right?"

		"He doesn't strike me as being that way," Erika said. "At least from what I've seen from him in the past."

		"Then there you go," Caitlin said. "And you would know, since you're friends with Sam." Caitlin referenced Erika's gay friend, Sam. They were thick as thieves, although Sam was far more fashionable, in his flamboyant way, than Erika could ever hope to be. "All this should take is one glance from Paul and then we'll be boyfriend and girlfriend."

		"It's not that simple," Erika argued. "You can't plan relationships like that. And besides, you're getting all dressed up for a guy who probably won't even remember your name in an hour. If it was really worth it, he would have asked you out by now. Or at least talked to you on some sort of meaningful level."

		"You don't understand," Caitlin said, shaking her head. "Paul and I have been playing the long game. We're working our way up to being a couple. You just have to be patient and let fate do its work."

		"Caitlin, I'm telling you, this is not the way to go about meeting a guy like Paul. He has no idea who you are and a little body glitter isn't going to change that. You're just setting yourself up for heartache."

		"No. Paul and I were meant to be together. There's no other option. This is going to happen, I can feel it. He might not realize it yet, but with a little push, he'll come to his senses."

		Erika just sighed. Caitlin wasn't budging on her argument. She had spent a lot of time analyzing her relationship with Paul, ignoring the part where they did not actually have a relationship, and she just couldn't accept a life where they remained apart. In Caitlin's eyes, Paul was the perfect man. Not only was he attractive, but he also had ambition. He wasn't some low-level schlub with nothing going for him. He was already making a name for himself in the business world, having scored several large contracts thanks to his negotiating skills. It did not matter that he was arrogant or even a narcissist, because Caitlin was sure that he would change himself for her.

		"Fine," Erika said, standing up and moving toward the bedroom door. "But don't expect to come crying to me when he rejects you. I don't want to pick up the pieces when he breaks your heart."

		"He's not going to break my heart," Caitlin insisted.

		"I'm done with this argument. I'm going to my room to read. I'm not staying up for you. I hope you have fun." Erika was entirely truthful. She wanted Caitlin to have fun. She wanted her to find love. But she knew Paul was bad news, especially for Caitlin. She wasn't the kind of person who could handle someone like him. Caitlin just decided to ignore reality and let herself get carried away by her fantasies.

		After applying her body glitter, Caitlin looked at herself in the mirror and smiled. She was ready. Caitlin had never felt so beautiful before. It was not an everyday experience. But she could clearly see the improvement. She was hot. Or at least she was cute. Caitlin had to believe it. She had to believe that Paul would see it as well and want to pursue a relationship with her.

		With everything set, Caitlin walked out the door of the apartment. Her pink dress was a little loose on her body, but that could not be helped. She was not as well endowed as some women, but Caitlin had always assumed that big breasts were overrated. With her small breasts, she did not even need to worry about wearing a bra.

		As soon as Caitlin sat down in the driver's seat of her car, she kicked off her heels, finding it impossible to use the pedals while wearing them. Then she pulled away from the curb, headed to the club.

		Caitlin felt her heart beating faster as she approached the club. She was so excited. Tonight she would meet her destiny. Nothing would stop her, especially not Erika and her dire warnings. Even her anxiety, the voice inside her head telling her that everything would fall apart, was starting to fade. A smile broke out on her lips as she pulled into an adjacent parking lot, snagging the last spot left.

		However, after slipping her feet back into the pink heels that matched her dress, something happened. Caitlin could not be sure of it in the moment. There was an unbearable heat flooding her chest. It was as if someone had lit a fire in her heart. But it did not hurt. If anything, it felt good. Caitlin looked down at her own chest.

		"Whoa," Caitlin said, seeing more cleavage on display than she had ever had before. Her breasts were swelling out the front of her dress. And it wasn't slowing down. Moment by moment, they grew bigger. They grew rounder. They grew firmer.

		Caitlin's brain spun with the implications of the sudden growth spurt. But despite the scientific ramifications of breast tissue expanding to the point where they threatened to burst, Caitlin found herself smiling, unable to stop giggling with excitement.

		"I'm, like..." she said, her voice rising in pitch, but without thoughts to actually speak further. Her head felt strange. Thoughts became foggy as the voice inside her head was replaced by the bubbly glee Caitlin usually associated with stereotypical blondes. Not that she associated with those kinds of women. She was no bimbo and had never actually met one, even if she expected to see a handful at the club.

		But it was not just Caitlin's breasts that were changing. Her hips also began to expand. Her waist shrank. And her ass bubbled out beneath her. Soon her whole figure would be shaped differently, leaving her looking far sexier than ever before. And all the while, she felt as if her head was stuffed with cotton candy.

		"I'm, like, totally hot," Caitlin squealed as she checked out her reflection in the rear view mirror. She could now see other changes that had taken place. Her lips had puffed up, leaving her looking almost duck-like with the way they protruded.

		And then there was her hair. Caitlin's former dark brown hair was losing its color, becoming lighter and lighter until it looked as light and fluffy as a cloud. The change also gave it the luster of platinum, shimmering in the evening light.

		It wasn't until a moment later, once Caitlin saw how striking her eyes had become, that she finally put two and two together. "I look like a bimbo!"

		Caitlin sat there, dumbfounded, not knowing what to think or even how to think. Her mind retained a blankness even as her body and situation demanded attention. And yet, there were no worries. Her smile remained as she watched her tan skin glimmer in the low light, the body glitter seemingly spreading across her skin.

		But perhaps the biggest shock to Caitlin's system came when she realized what else was happening to her. She was becoming horny, exceedingly so. Her nipples hardened and stood out plainly visible under the thin fabric of her pink dress. Her pussy throbbed with desire. The heat from between her legs radiated outward, engulfing her entire lower body. Her newly enhanced curves felt as if they ached with lust.

		Caitlin had experienced arousal before, but never like this. Her body called out to her with a single voice, begging her to fulfill her carnal desires. And what desires they were. Caitlin had never known a craving could be so powerful. She had to quench this thirst. She had to find a man, a cock, one that would bring her release. She had to feel an orgasm course through her body.

		Even plunging her long-nailed fingers between her legs, peeling away her panties and sliding them down her legs was not enough. It was not enough to rub her clit, even as she kept rubbing, pushing herself to ever higher heights of pleasure. All the while, she whined and moaned. No, she needed a man.

		And that was the moment that Caitlin looked up and watched as Paul's car drove past, circling the parking lot while looking for an open space. And she knew it was his, because it was a blue sports car, the only one like it in town. Paul was here. He had arrived. And he had a cock.

		The image of Paul naked in bed, stroking his engorged shaft with the clear intention of putting it inside Caitlin flashed before her eyes. It filled her mind. Her pussy tightened with the mental vision. Her fingering intensified. She nearly lost all control.

		But then a sense of purpose hit her. She sucked her fingers clean and then stepped out of her car. She walked over toward where Paul had found a parking spot. Why wait for the club where she would have to compete with all the other hotties that wanted a taste of Paul's cock when she could snag him right here?

		Caitlin perched herself on the hood of a nearby car, sitting on it, pushing out her chest. Her big tits strained against her dress. Her blonde hair fell down her back in loose waves. She pursed her lips together, looking every bit like the slutty bimbo Paul deserved. And she would prove it to him.

		Her eyes followed Paul, watching as he climbed out of his car and started to walk toward the club. But then he caught sight of Caitlin and froze, clearly surprised.

		"Hello, Paul," Caitlin purred. Her voice was like liquid sex now, dripping with need and desire. "Fancy seeing you here."

		Paul nodded, but said nothing in reply. His eyes swept over Caitlin, taking in her beauty. She had a body made to satisfy men, built specifically for fucking. Her cunt tingled at the thought of riding Paul's massive cock.

		"Do you like what you see?" Caitlin asked, arching her back and cupping her breasts through her dress, presenting them to Paul like a prize.

		He licked his lips, the hunger evident in his gaze. But there was also a question there. "Do I know you?"

		"You know me now. I'm Caitlin."

		"Right," Paul said, shaking his head slightly as if to clear it. He was vaguely aware of a Caitlin, but she looked nothing like the vision of beauty before him. That other Caitlin was plain and drab, but not this woman. She was sexy and filled with lust. "I guess you came here to party too."

		Caitlin giggled in response. That seemed like a funny answer to her, although she had no idea why. Everything seemed funny. That was the sort of person she had been transformed into. Giggling served so many purposes. It was great when something was funny. But it also worked when she found something confusing. And even though Caitlin had only been a bimbo for a few short minutes, she anticipated spending a lot of time in a state of giggling confusion.

		"Is that your car?" Paul asked, nodding toward the silver hatchback that Caitlin was currently sitting on.

		"No," Caitlin said, shaking her head, making her blonde tresses bounce. "I'm just borrowing it."

		"And you just happened to decide to sit on top of it?" Paul continued.

		"I'm waiting for someone," Caitlin said. She couldn't help the smile she gave back at Paul. She felt so happy about what was happening and just being in the company of the handsome man. It was easy enough to admit that she liked him.

		"Anyone I know?" Paul asked with a grin. He had the confidence of a man who knew he could get any girl he wanted.

		"Yes," Caitlin answered, smiling up at him. "You."

		"Me?" Paul played it coy, but the truth was, he was intrigued. What once would have been the dullest and blandest woman imaginable was now transformed into a voluptuous siren that promised all sorts of sexual pleasures. It went without saying that Paul was a man who put his own pleasure first, and Caitlin was the perfect specimen for him.

		"Uh huh," Caitlin answered. She crossed her legs, giving her mark the briefest of peaks up her dress at her smooth shaven pussy. Paul's breath caught in his throat at the sight.

		"I'm flattered." Paul took a step closer, regaining his composure, allowing himself a better look at the hot bimbo he would be fucking shortly. Her tits practically spilled out of the tight dress she wore. He had every intention of taking that dress off her delectable body and fucking it over and over again, not stopping until she could hardly walk straight. It would be his greatest conquest.

		Paul held out his hand for Caitlin. "Let me help you down off the nice person's car so you don't scratch it."

		"Thanks," Caitlin replied as she slipped her fingers into the palm of Paul's hand. He pulled her to her feet with one quick tug, causing her to slam against his strong form. The heat of his body washed over her, further stoking the fires inside her body.

		"You look positively delicious tonight, Caitlin," Paul whispered, leaning his face down toward Caitlin, speaking the words directly next to her ear.

		"Mmm," Caitlin moaned. Just his proximity was sending shockwaves coursing through her body. Her breasts pressed against his chest. Her nipples stiffened as the nubs pressed against the material of her dress. The ache deep within her grew more powerful. She needed relief. She needed Paul.

		Paul reached up and lifted Caitlin's chin upward so that her eyes met his. It was not hard to see her desire. His expression mirrored her own. Only moments remained before they acted on their base impulses, the urges that drove human nature.

		"Your lips are like ripe strawberries," Paul said as he lowered his mouth toward Caitlin's. The tips of their tongues brushed lightly against each other, teasing, taunting with just how little was necessary. A light touch, a spark of electricity, and they were drawn together, pressing themselves together in an act of passion and lust.

		Caitlin moaned louder into Paul's mouth. He sucked on her bottom lip, savoring its softness and the plumpness. And then she reciprocated, drawing him into her. Her tongue danced inside his mouth, wrapping around his. Together they tasted each other. Neither one had experienced the likes of this before.

		Then Caitlin broke away. She looked up at him with longing, not hiding her own desires. "I want you."

		Paul grinned devilishly. "And you shall have me. You will have me tonight. But first, you must follow me."

		And with that, Caitlin followed Paul across the parking lot and into the club. Both were hot and bothered, having grown intensely aroused with their initial kiss. They needed more. They needed to fuck and they needed it fast. But Paul needed to make an appearance inside. He needed to make his rounds, greeting all his acquaintances and showing off his latest acquisition: the sexy bimbo that had suddenly appeared out of nowhere and completely changed his perception.

		Awareness of Paul and Caitlin's presence spread quickly throughout the club. It started when heads turned upon them entering, and then progressed as word circulated in whispers and even some shouts as Paul led Caitlin along on his arm.

		Caitlin felt herself turning into the center of attention, something that went counter to her usual shy personality. But there was a sense of pride she could not deny. She had landed the hottest man in the place. She felt as if she had won the lottery. And not just because she was on Paul's arm. No, she felt like she won the lottery because she was the hottest woman in the club, perched on the arm of the hottest man. They were made for each other.

		"You're a lucky son of a bitch," Paul's friend James called out as they approached the bar. "I've never seen a hottie like that in the flesh before. She practically sparkles."

		"Yeah, well she's mine," Paul shouted back, calling dibs on the hot blonde. "So you best back off and quit drooling."

		James shook his head in mock disapproval. "How long did you pay for her?"

		"I don't charge," Caitlin said, getting in on the fun as she glanced over her shoulder and wiggled her ass. The words just came to her, seeming to be the sexiest thing she could think of. And it was true. She was not some whore. She was a slut. She fucked because she loved it, because she needed it. And no man could pay her for that privilege.

		"Well played," James responded with a smirk. "You definitely got yourself a winner here."

		It felt strange for Caitlin to have people talk about her as if she was an object, a thing to be owned. She had never felt like property before. And yet, the idea that she belonged to Paul only heightened her sexual desires. The idea of other men wanting her, not just because of how hot she was, but because she was with Paul was more than intoxicating. She craved more of it. Caitlin's senses were alive with such possibilities.

		Paul stopped at the end of the bar. The bartender immediately approached. Paul was not a man to be kept waiting.

		"What can I get for you, sir?" he asked.

		"Send up a bottle of Dom Perignon," Paul ordered. "Bring it to the VIP lounge. We'll be waiting."

		The bartender bowed and then scurried off to do his job. Even though Caitlin acted like this was all normal for her, it was most definitely not. Had her anxiety still been something to worry about, she would have panicked now that she had reached this level. But the bimbo that Caitlin had become did not panic. She did not fret or fuss. There was no worry that she was out of her league. Even as she saw other women dotted around the club, women that would have once vied for Paul's attention, she knew none of them could compete with her. Not now. Not ever again.

		"The VIP lounge is upstairs," Paul explained as he guided Caitlin through the club and toward a stairway entrance. "But don't worry. We'll have the whole space to ourselves. I can't deny your hot little body for long. It wouldn't be fair to anyone. In fact, I should just strip you right now. I know you're dying to suck my cock. Am I right?"

		Caitlin blushed and smiled at the same time, her brain too confused to properly react to the crudeness of Paul's words. But it was true. Her mouth watered at the prospect. There was a reason why a bimbo like her had such plump lips and it wasn't just for kissing. It was for cock sucking. She knew that now. It was part of her core.

		As soon as they entered the private area of the club, Caitlin knew she had arrived. She could feel it in her bones and see it with her own eyes. There were couches and high tables. Windows looked out over the club below. Music blasted through the speakers, although at a more tolerable volume than the rest of the club.

		"This will do," Paul said as he dropped onto a couch.

		Caitlin stood there for a moment, unable to pull her eyes from Paul. He looked so handsome and delicious. She couldn't imagine anything better than enjoying his cock. And yet, as she studied him, her gaze eventually drifted lower, moving toward the bulge in his pants. Seeing it, her mouth practically salivated at the thought of tasting it, even feeling the weight of it on her tongue.

		Before she knew it, without a single thought telling her to act, Caitlin dropped to her knees before Paul. Her hands moved of their own accord. She didn't know what she was doing or how she was doing it. She did not recognize herself, acting like a slut, but loving every moment of it. And it wasn't until the last possible moment that she looked up, seeking validation from Paul that what she was about to do was what he wanted.

		"Go ahead," he told her, letting the anticipation build for another moment or two. "Show me what that pretty little mouth is capable of."

		There was no need for further urging from Paul. Caitlin went right to work, her fingers already making quick progress with his belt buckle. And the moment his cock was free, standing straight up, Caitlin's mouth was upon it, covering him in kisses. She had never known a cock could taste so good.

		Caitlin ran her tongue along Paul's shaft. Every moment brought her ever more delight. And when she slipped her lips over the bulbous head, she knew this was where she belonged. This was her role in life. Not just to suck cocks, but to serve cocks. Preferably to serve Paul's cock. Her sexy body, her tight pussy, her ass, her tits, every part of her body was meant to turn him on and get him off.

		"Fuck yes," Paul groaned as Caitlin took his cock deeper into her mouth.

		It was slow going at first, as Caitlin worked her way down Paul's shaft. Even if she was new to cock sucking, she had natural talent in spades, along with newfound instincts to guide her. And the more she sucked Paul's cock, the more she wanted, the more she needed to please him.

		In the process, Caitlin allowed herself to become utterly consumed by lust. Her sole desire was to drink the cum that would inevitably erupt from Paul's cock. It was the only outcome her mind could come up with. It was her singular focus. Everything else in her world narrowed. There was only Paul's cock.

		Caitlin barely noticed movement in the lounge. She was so focused on sucking Paul's cock that she failed to hear the door open and a waiter drop off two glasses and a bottle of champagne in an ice bucket. She just kept sucking, fucking him with her mouth and throat.

		However, when she finally did realize they weren't alone, it was enough to cause her to pause and look up, cock firmly lodged halfway down her throat. It was difficult to tell what emotions ran through her at that moment. It was not embarrassment at being seen like this, being caught in the act. No, it was pride. She had this gorgeous hunk of man meat throbbing between her plump lips. She had him on the edge. And she was just a mere flick of her tongue away from triggering the eruption that she sought.

		"Oh fuck, that's good." Paul groaned as he finally came, his cock surging with cum. He painted Caitlin's throat white as he came, filling her with his seed. And she continued to bob and suck, milking every last ounce of pleasure from his body, and swallowing every bit of his essence as if her very existence depended on it. It was her sustenance. Without it, she felt like she would perish.

		Paul leaned back into the couch, trying to catch his breath, after such a powerful orgasm. "Damn, girl. That was intense. You've got quite the talented mouth."

		Caitlin sat back on her heels, licking her lips, making sure she caught every drop. "Thank you, Paul. I'm glad you liked it."

		"Of course I liked it," Paul said, sitting forward. "Now come, sit, drink. We have some time before I'm ready to fuck your slutty little brains out."

		"Ooh, you know how to talk to a girl," Caitlin said with a giggle as she sat next to Paul, close enough for their thighs to touch. With the barest effort, her hand strayed toward Paul's lap as her fingers started stroking his partially flaccid cock.

		"Here," Paul said, handing her a glass of champagne. "You deserve this after a performance like that."

		Caitlin took the offered glass in her hand. Her long nails gleamed pink under the lights of the club. "My nails are so pretty."

		"They are," Paul agreed. "But they'd look even prettier gripping my cock."

		Caitlin giggled. "I like the way you think."

		"You really just have one speed, don't you. You're nonstop sex, all the time. I like it."

		Caitlin drank instead of answering. She knew it was the truth. She was not just a slut. She was a bimbo slut. And as she drank, the champagne bubbled in her mouth, matching the bubbles she felt in her head.

		Paul refilled Caitlin's glass, but before she could take a drink, he added, "I wonder what we should do next. I'm close to being ready to bury my cock in you and feel how tight that wet little cunt of yours is. But I am having so much fun right now. It seems a shame to waste an opportunity like this."

		"Won't people notice us?" Caitlin asked. It was her old self raising its head briefly, questioning what might happen. But Paul merely waved his hand dismissively.

		"Let them. There are perks to being the boss around here. The owner can do whatever he wants. And right now, I want to play with the hottest slut in town."

		Paul picked up Caitlin's hand that was not wrapped around her champagne glass and then placed it over his now erect cock, returning his own hand to her thigh. His fingers roamed higher, coming ever closer to the target of Caitlin's hot pussy.

		From where they sat, they had complete privacy. No one could see them as Paul pulled down Caitlin's dress, revealing her big, round tits. No one could see them as he lifted the hem of her dress, completely revealing her dripping wet cunt as he pressed two fingers inside her.

		Caitlin arched her back as she gasped at the sudden pleasure surging through her body. She came so quickly, she barely knew what hit her. Her entire body writhed at the feeling, pushing her over the edge into orgasmic bliss.

		"You are a horny one, aren't you," Paul remarked. "But I'll give you credit. Your pussy knows how to squeeze a man's fingers like a vice."

		Caitlin's hand gripped Paul's cock tighter, slowly pumping his shaft. She looked into his eyes as if there was nothing else in the world. Her face beamed with happiness. For once, it seemed, life had dealt her exactly the right hand.

		"Your fingers are, like, magic," Caitlin cooed as she rode the high of her orgasm. She had never experienced pleasure like this before. And it was just from his fingers. She knew there was so much more pleasure to be had.

		Paul laughed. "Not everyone is as easy to please as you seem to be."

		"I'm just special," Caitlin said with a giggle. She was not sure if that was true, but she was willing to say anything to keep Paul happy. She wanted to stay his forever, especially while she was in this state of constant arousal. To even suggest that Caitlin might be thinking for herself was absurd. It was not even on the menu. Her only thoughts were of him.

		"Fuck yeah, you are," Paul agreed. He lifted his two fingers that were covered in Caitlin's juices up to her mouth. "Taste yourself."

		Caitlin sucked the sweet nectar from Paul's fingers. Her eyes locked on his, unable to look away. She had already swallowed his cum, but this was something entirely different. Her own essence tasted like candy to her. She licked and sucked his fingers clean. Then she smiled.

		"Your cock," Caitlin whispered. "I need your cock."

		"Beg," Paul demanded.

		Caitlin whimpered and mewled as if she had been left in the cold and it was only Paul that could provide the warmth she needed. And when he didn't cave right away, her voice cracked with need. "Please. I want you. I need you. Fuck me with your big, strong cock."

		"Mmm," Paul growled with approval. "You ask so nicely, I have to reward you."

		It was true. Paul knew Caitlin was nothing more than a toy, a prize to be displayed and fucked. She served only those two purposes. But that was what he wanted in a woman. He had found his match. And now he wanted to finish sampling all of the goods before he decided to claim her fully.

		"Lie back and spread those legs for me, babe. Time to see how well you can handle this cock."

		Caitlin wasted no time following Paul's instructions. Her legs parted, one draping over the back of the couch and the other over the front, putting both her legs in the air. She held her pussy open for him with one hand while her other hand clutched at her breast.

		"Ooh," Caitlin cooed, feeling the tip of Paul's cock enter her steaming hot pussy. He did not wait for permission. He did not let Caitlin adjust to his girth. Instead, he drove his full length into her with a single stroke.

		Caitlin gasped, surprised by the sudden intrusion. However, it was also welcomed. Her body responded on instinct, driving her toward orgasm. Her clenching muscles worked in tandem with Paul's strokes, each thrust bringing him deeper inside her until her body stretched to accommodate all of him.

		"That's it. Take this cock like the slut you are," Paul encouraged Caitlin, his hips pounding harder with each passing second. He needed to cum again. He needed to fill her with his seed. But that would not be the end of their night. Oh no, he planned on using her all night long, leaving her thoroughly satisfied and used up by morning.

		As her arousal swelled and climbed ever higher, Caitlin could not help but look up at the ceiling tiles. Above her, there were two mirrors set into the ceiling. She could see herself, her big tits and the dopey grin that was spread across her lips as her blonde hair fanned out around her head. She looked every bit like the bimbo she had become, with Paul fucking her with almost reckless abandon. And she loved it. She needed it. It was perfection.

		Arousal built, and her pleasure rose ever higher, causing the whole room to spin, or at least that was what it felt like to Caitlin. Her awareness shrunk until the only thing she could pay attention to was the powerful sensations building between her legs, taking her further and further toward her final climax. There was no point of return. There was only satisfaction. There was only relief.

		And when that point finally arrived, Caitlin howled with pleasure, unable to contain the animal within her that had been released. Her cunt milked Paul's cock, demanding his seed to join the fires burning inside of her. His cum painted her inner walls, adding heat to an already hot inferno.

		Caitlin was aware of Paul pulling out of her after several moments, and his cum dripping down her leg. But she didn't care. She remained smiling as she looked up at the mirror. There was still a plain and boring woman somewhere inside that reflection, but she did not ever want to see that woman again. No, Caitlin had discovered her true self as a bimbo. The Bimbo Body Glitter had done this to her. And she was thankful for it. She loved it.

		There were no thoughts floating around in Caitlin's head as she looked at herself. There was just satisfaction. There was just pleasure that continued to ripple through her as she rode the orgasmic high of her climax. And when she came down, she knew Paul would be there, ready to fuck her again. That was all she wanted. That was all she needed.

		Caitlin was a bimbo now and she wanted nothing else but to continue her sexcapades with Paul, hopefully forever. Everything in her old life was meaningless in comparison. Her life had new meaning. Her life had new purpose. She had bloomed into a beautiful bimbo and had found a man who could tame her. This was the first night of the rest of her life.
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