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		"S o do you think she did it?" Sam asked Erika. The pair were hanging out at the apartment she shared with Caitlin after Erika's shift at the book shop. But even though her shift was over, she still had a work event to go to in the evening.

		Sam and Erika had been friends for a long time. And of the pair of them, Sam was so flamboyant that he often came across as more feminine than Erika did. But that worked for them.

		"Caitlin hook up with Paul?" Erika scoffed. "Of course not. Although, I haven't seen her since she left. If I don't hear from her by the time I leave for the author event tonight, I'll start to worry."

		"Giving her the twenty-four hour grace period, huh."

		Erika nodded. "I want her to succeed, but I have doubts. Paul has a reputation."

		"Ah yes," Sam said, waving his finger in the air as if he was holding a cigarette holder. "The gentleman doth smell like an asshole."

		"Exactly," Erika replied. "But Caitlin is convinced that she and Paul are meant to be together and she'll do whatever it takes to make that happen. If she's gone because Paul took her out and she's living a fairytale happily ever after, great."

		"And if it turns out to be some other story?" Sam asked, lifting his eyebrow inquisitively.

		Erika sighed. "Then I'll be the one picking up the pieces."

		Sam turned the page of his fashion magazine before asking, "Well, why don't we keep ourselves busy until then. Show me what outfit you're planning on wearing to the event."

		"I'm wearing it," Erika said. "I'm not changing into something fancy just because some author is coming to the shop to give a talk and signing books."

		"Yeah, that won't work." Sam put down his magazine, finally giving his undivided attention to Erika and the matter at hand, rather than flipping through a random assortment of advertisements for clothing he could never hope to afford on his current salary.

		Erika shot him a look of surprise. "What? Why not?"

		"Sweetie, it's like this. We both know you need to give up the granola look. Coming across as some bohemian or hippie is doing nothing for you. Get with the program." Sam emphasized his point by snapping his fingers three times, zigzagging across his body. "You're a gorgeous girl. Now you just need to dress like it."

		"I work in a book shop," Erika pointed out. "It's not like I need to dress to impress. I don't have to woo any authors or customers."

		"First of all, bookseller doesn't equal hobo. I work in a cramped little office behind a computer all day and I still manage to dress in style. Second, dressing stylishly does wonders for your mood. So let's say it's an investment in your health."

		"I do not look like a hobo," Erika said defensively. She didn't know she was playing right into Sam's hands, but it was unavoidable. There were some things that elicited a reaction from her.

		"Puhlease," Sam responded. "You're a gorgeous girl hiding behind a boring wardrobe."

		"That doesn't make me a hobo. And how could you even consider making such a comparison."

		"Are you a hobo?" Sam asked.

		"Of course not. How dare you?"

		"Then I rest my case."

		"How can that be resting your case? You haven't proved anything. You didn't even make an argument."

		However, before the playful banter could continue, the sound of the front door opening interrupted them. Caitlin had returned.

		Erika waited for the unmistakable shuffle of a defeated Caitlin on the hardwood floor in the main hallway, but it never came. Instead, there was the click of high heels in an almost dancing pattern as they disappeared into Caitlin's bedroom.

		"I should probably check on Caitlin and make sure she's okay," Erika said, the earlier conversation forgotten. "I'll catch you later, okay?"

		"Sure thing," Sam called after her. "And remember, your wardrobe!"

		However, Sam's voice faded as Erika walked down the hallway, headed toward Caitlin's closed bedroom door. It was hard to make out exactly what she heard on the other side of the door. It could have been talking, laughing, maybe crying. Maybe it was just music. Regardless, it was Caitlin and she had to know if things had worked out for her.

		When Erika knocked on the door and received no response, she tested the knob and found it unlocked. Peering inside, she saw Caitlin admiring her reflection in her full-length mirror. Her roommate stood there naked, examining herself critically. Except this was not the Caitlin that Erika remembered. Gone was her dark brown hair, replaced with stunning blonde locks. Gone was her athletic, but thin figure, having gained size in her hips, her lips, and most noticeable of all, her breasts.

		"What happened to you?" Erika asked, unable to get past the change in her friend's appearance.

		Caitlin turned, not bothering to cover any part of her naked body. "Oh, hi, Erika. I didn't hear you come in." She did not answer the question, which was a response in itself.

		"I don't understand," Erika said, her surprise turning into confusion. "You look like⁠—"

		"A bimbo?" Caitlin finished for her.

		Erika blushed. She hadn't meant to suggest her best friend had suddenly transformed into a bimbo. She would not know where to begin to describe what that even meant. But considering Caitlin finished the thought for her, perhaps she had some idea.

		"Yes. I mean no." Erika stumbled over her words, trying to find a way to dig herself out of a hole that was only getting deeper.

		"It's okay. I know it's weird. A lot of crazy things happened last night. But I wouldn't change it for the world. In fact, I love it. I'm having so much fun right now. Everything is great."

		Erika looked around the room, trying to find an answer to what had happened to her friend and roommate. Her gaze eventually fell on the body glitter. The Bimbo Body Glitter from Archer Cosmetics. She looked back at Caitlin, finding her body to still be covered in the stuff.

		"Did the body glitter do this to you?" Erika asked, trying to comprehend how her shy and plain friend had suddenly turned into a vapid blonde with curves upon curves, whose breasts seemed as if they had a magnetic pull toward them.

		"I don't know," Caitlin said as she shrugged her shoulders. That made her tits move, causing a little jiggle to move through them. "But I, like, love it lots. Being a bimbo is totally the bestest."

		Listening to Caitlin's bimbo babble was just asking for a headache, but Erika found a sense of disgust well up from deep inside of her. This transformation was an affront to all women everywhere. It reduced her friend to nothing more than a sexual object. And Erika was not going to let that stand.

		"Come on," Erika said, moving into action. She grabbed Caitlin by the hand and yanked her out of her room and back out into the hallway. Caitlin could hardly keep up as Erika dragged her along with surprising strength.

		"What's going on?" Caitlin asked, still naked and stumbling on her sky-high stiletto heels.

		"You need to get this glitter washed off right now before this goes too far and you get stuck this way."

		Caitlin struggled against the pull of Erika's arm as her friend attempted to haul her bodily to the bathroom. But all of Caitlin's previous athleticism had been redirected toward sex. She had little strength left, especially after spending most of the day, as well as last night, fucking Paul.

		Erika managed to turn on the shower and push Caitlin in, without waiting for the water to heat up. Caitlin shrieked as the cold spray hit her skin, causing her big nipples to instantly harden.

		"You need to scrub this glitter off before it's too late," Erika instructed her.

		Caitlin merely gave her friend a pouty look and asked, "Are you mad at me? Is this, like, a punishment?"

		Erika let out a small gasp of exasperation as Caitlin continued to act like her new bimbo self and not take the situation seriously. If they didn't take immediate action, she could wind up trapped in the form of a sexpot blonde forever. Or at least that was Erika's fear. She honestly did not know. But the fact that Caitlin was wearing Bimbo Body Glitter and then turned into a bimbo could not be a coincidence. The two things had to be connected.

		"Not if you start scrubbing," Erika finally answered. "But if you don't take this seriously, you could be stuck like this for good."

		"Is that really, like, such a bad thing? I look so pretty as a hot bimbo babe. I mean, look at these tits. Being a bimbo is, like, a blast and totally loads of fun."

		"Scrub." It was the only word that Erika could force herself to say as she stared down at Caitlin who was sitting beneath the shower spray, naked, her body shimmering with glitter. Caitlin looked up at Erika and pouted. But she did not dare to argue as she grabbed a washcloth and started working at washing the glitter away.

		For Erika, watching Caitlin try to scrub her way back to normal felt like hours passing, even if she knew in reality that was not the case. She leaned back against the vanity and watched as Caitlin moved the soapy rag over her arms. Then down over her chest and the massive tits. Caitlin could not help but release a moan as the washcloth rubbed against her nipples. But with Erika watching, she did not let herself get lost in the pleasures of her body.

		And when she finished with her tits, Caitlin moved on to her taut belly. The glitter had gotten everywhere, especially after spending the night and most of the day fucking Paul over and over again, usually ending with her bent over a table or over the arm of a couch while Paul hammered away at her from behind, one hand gripping her hip tightly and the other tangled in her hair. That was a type of pain she liked, especially when it came with a pleasurable orgasm.

		"It's not working," Erika said, stating the obvious.

		"No, it's not," Caitlin agreed. Her eyes sparkled in amusement as she met Erika's worried gaze. She could not understand her friend's problem. Life as a bimbo was so wonderful. She had everything she needed. All she ever wanted was a nice big dick to sit on and that would fuck her until she couldn't walk straight.

		"Maybe it will wear off on its own," Erika wondered aloud. She hoped it was true, but she was starting to suspect it wasn't. "Maybe it just takes time to break down. Keep scrubbing though."

		"Ugh, fine," Caitlin whined. "But this feels, like, total bullshit."

		The words made Erika pause briefly. She studied the woman underneath the now hot stream of shower water and noted the subtle changes she had missed previously. Caitlin had a confidence about her that she did not used to have. In fact, it verged on arrogance, or at least Erika thought it did.

		However, before Erika could comment on Caitlin's newfound confidence, she looked down to see glitter all over her hands. "Shit. When did I get glitter all over myself?"

		Caitlin giggled from her place in the bathtub, having shifted from actively scrubbing her body to teasing her erogenous zones.

		Erika examined her hands, figuring it had rubbed off while she had pushed Caitlin into the shower. Erika immediately stuck her hands into the sink, washing them.

		"Please don't do anything to me," Erika begged, even as her fear grew. "I've got a work event I need to get to."

		"You would look totally sexy as a bimbo," Caitlin teased. "It's, like, so nice not to think and just to fuck all the time."

		Caitlin moaned louder and louder with each word until it culminated in a huge orgasmic scream, Caitlin arching her back, pressing her tits toward the shower spray as a powerful orgasm shook her body.

		"You're being gross," Erika said, staring at Caitlin with disgust.

		"Nuh uh," Caitlin argued after catching her breath. "Fucking is good. I think you'd agree with me if you were just, like, a little more slutty."

		Erika shook her head. "Never. I'm no slut."

		"Come on, Erika," Caitlin cooed. "Be a little slutty for me. Flash me your tits. Do something sexy for me."

		"No," Erika yelled as she stomped out of the bathroom. She grabbed the nearest towel and used it to dry off her wet hands. The rest of the apartment seemed cool in comparison to the steam-filled bathroom, even though Erika was barely even damp.

		Erika paced around her bedroom, trying to calm down. She did not want to even think about Caitlin or what she had become. But the sounds emanating from the bathroom told Erika that Caitlin was having herself another orgasm. Her bimbo-ness had consumed her completely. There was no chance she was coming back from this.

		However, Erika no longer had time to waste. She needed to get back to the bookshop and her current clothing was wet. She needed to change.

		"Damn you, Sam," Erika cursed as she looked at her bed. It seemed that before Sam had left, he had picked out an outfit for her to wear. And it was something that Erika was sure Caitlin would now look far more at home in than she did. There was a short black skirt and a tight fitting white crop top with a cleavage cutout.

		Despite her objections, Erika stripped out of her clothes and put the ones Sam had selected for her on. She did not have time to sort through her closet, although it seemed Sam had been nice, because he also left her a T-shirt dress. Not that Erika would wear just that, but she could wear it over the far more revealing outfit without drawing unwanted attention.

		"I can't believe I am doing this," Erika complained as she headed out of her bedroom, only to run into Caitlin standing naked in the hallway.

		"Going out to find a cock?" Caitlin asked innocently.

		"I'm going to work."

		Caitlin giggled at Erika's answer. "That's so boring. You should totally go out clubbing with me and Paul."

		"Not happening. I have better things to do with my life than throw it away by chasing the next cock."

		"Who says I'm throwing my life away. Like, you were my friend, Erika. Or at least I thought you were. What's so wrong with wanting to be fucked all the time? And Paul has such a great cock. I'd totally share it with you, if you, like, wanted to try it."

		"Ugh, you're going to make me late," Erika said, shoving Caitlin out of the way as she stormed down the hallway and out the front door. If she did not hurry, she would miss the author and her pay would get docked.

		Erika was concerned by what Caitlin had become, but her friend had also crossed a line that could not be uncrossed. She seemed completely irrational and Erika just needed some time away from her roommate. And if Caitlin did not change back to her former self soon, Erika was pretty certain she would be on the hunt for a new roommate. Or maybe a new place to live, since was wary of the overtures Caitlin had made about sex, partying, and just being a bimbo.

		The book shop was half full of people when Erika arrived. She quickly stowed her purse under the front counter as she took her post. She already knew that her primary purpose during the event was to operate the cash register. Most of those purchases would occur at the end of the talk, but it never hurt to hear the authors speak as well. Plus, she was getting paid for it.

		The shop owner nodded at Erika as she took her place, confirmation that she had arrived on time. Then she just had to stand there and wait.

		However, as the author launched into his talk, Erika found herself growing increasingly hot. Her body warmed and she felt flush. A sudden wave of worry hit her, making her wonder if she had washed the Bimbo Body Glitter off in time. There was nothing she could do about it now, other than watch and wait.

		Erika found it impossible to listen to the author as she braced herself against the counter. The heat continued to build, making her almost take off the T-shirt dress. After all, she was wearing the second outfit underneath, although that seemed highly inappropriate in her situation.

		"You okay?" the owner asked, seeing Erika in her state.

		"I'm fine," Erika said. "Just a little warm."

		"Why don't you go outside for a little fresh air?"

		As the owner went back to supervising the crowd and author, Erika slipped out the front door, breathing deeply the night's air. And to her surprise, it felt refreshing. The heat dissipated and her anxiety lessened.

		But that only lasted until she looked down to see her breasts visibly swelling. Her eyes widened with shock. It was still light outside enough for anyone to see and yet her breasts kept getting bigger and bigger.

		Then came the realization. Somehow the Bimbo Body Glitter had affected her after all. It was making her tits bigger. She could already feel the way they stretched the top she wore underneath her dress. She could feel their weight and their fullness. They were practically ready to pop out. And she knew it wasn't stopping. She knew this transformation was going to happen until she had big, round tits. The Bimbo Body Glitter had truly corrupted her after all.

		Erika moved into the adjacent alleyway, wanting to hide from view as she pulled the collar of her dress back to look underneath. Just as she suspected, she could see the swell of her breasts straining against the white of her crop top. As for her nipples, they pressed hard against the fabric, threatening to poke through the fabric at any moment.

		"Please no," Erika said to herself. But her protests were futile. She knew this was happening. She was changing. And there was nothing she could do to stop it.

		Erika held her breath as she felt a popping in her hips. She raised the hem of her dress, uncovering the black miniskirt she wore beneath it, finding that skirt now straining to contain not only widening hips, but an expanding ass as well.

		As hard as it was to accept her expanding tits, it was her growing bubble butt that shocked her. It just felt wrong, physically and mentally. There was something inherently sexy and seductive about having an ass like that. It screamed sex.

		Erika tried not to let panic overtake her as her body continued to change. She had become hyper aware of each and every little difference. There was the way her lips pushed off from her face, growing in volume and in projection. There was the way her skin took on a warmer tone, a tan covering her from head to toe, without a hint of a single tan line.

		It was the hair that surprised Erika the most. Her shoulder-length dirty blonde hair grew out from her scalp at a rapid pace, but instead of getting blonder, becoming almost platinum like Caitlin's hair, hers got a little redder, just a little, as it took on a strawberry blonde color.

		"I'm so hot," Erika complained, her voice rising in pitch. But it was not entirely clear if she meant her temperature was running hot or if it was a comment about the sexiness of her changing body. Even Erika could no longer be sure as her mind began to fog, no longer thinking clearly. It was as if she had developed a very different set of priorities, a much shallower pool of concerns, all related to sex and being sexy.

		"I bet men will really like fucking me."

		It was that last thought that stood out above the others. But even as she said it, the filter between her mind and her mouth no longer working as it once had, she still pushed back against it. The very thought of giving in to becoming a sex object for men, a set of tits, an ass, and three holes to fuck, was abhorrent.

		However, the brain-melting lust that struck her then and there made it difficult to concentrate. Erika's back arched as pleasure erupted throughout her body. She was cumming and for what reason she did not know. She could not comprehend why her body felt this way as her knees buckled from the pleasure and her back bowed from the overwhelming force of her first bimbo induced orgasm.

		When she finally returned to full awareness, Erika slowly sat up in the alleyway and surveyed her surroundings. The first thing she noticed was the way her tits pushed her shirt out as they sat there, perky and proud. The second was her changed body and skin. It was as if she had suddenly woken up on a Mediterranean coast somewhere. It was so perfect and sun kissed, glowing with health and vitality.

		After taking inventory of her body, Erika found herself drawn to the thought of exposing more of her flesh. She pulled the T-shirt dress off over her head, revealing her crop top to the open air, the cleavage cutout showing off not only her cleavage, but the roundness of her tits. The miniskirt strained around her hips and barely managed to cover her ass. Leaning over in just the right way would surely flash people her panty-covered pussy. Of course, with Erika's new perspective, flashing her panties seemed just fine, if not actually ideal.

		Standing up, Erika posed in her sexy outfit. She had forgotten why she had even dressed that way. But she liked it. She liked the idea of showing off. She liked the idea of people, especially men, looking at her, watching her, getting turned on by her.

		Erika giggled. Her thoughts had changed so much. Sex used to be the furthest thing from her mind. Now, well, now it was everything to her. Her sexuality defined her. She needed to be sexy in order to matter. But even then, she still needed someone else to define her. She needed a man to desire her. She needed a man to fuck her.

		It was getting late. Erika knew that. She knew she needed to get back inside. She had a job to do. It was just that Erika was not sure she was dressed right. Her outfit was still a little plain. It was the colors. With her strawberry blonde hair, the black and white outfit just did not quite work. However, there was nothing she could do for now. The only saving grace was how skimpy it was. Erika never wanted a man's imagination to strain to guess what lay beneath her clothing. No man would need to guess what she was packing.

		And with that understanding, Erika made her way back into the book shop. The talk was near its end. People from the audience had started asking questions. That meant Erika would soon need to check people out, ringing up their book purchases.

		"Why do I even work here?" Erika asked herself in a singsong voice. "Books are, like, totally boring and stuff."

		Erika was distracted. She did not notice the way the shop owner's jaw dropped when she returned. Nor did she realize the looks she drew as she leaned against the counter, jutting out her ass like she was offering it up to the world, or the way she was giving everyone who stood in front of her a view of her deep cleavage. For Erika, this was just normal now, always posing with sex at the forefront of her mind.

		But what Erika did not understand was how she was attracting attention. Sure, her clothing and pose were suggestive. She was no wallflower. But for those nearby and in close proximity to her, Erika became the most important person in the room. Even the author kept looking at her, losing his train of thought. But half of the gathered crowd made no attempts to hide how they looked at her, with hunger and lust in their eyes.

		However, while Erika could not fully understand the attention, she thrived on it. The attention she received fed the new desires that burned within her. It stoked her lust and fired up her arousal. All the eyes watching her were like fingers trailing across her body, leaving a trail of pleasure and stimulation in their wake. And when it came time for someone to stand before her at the cash register, it was no different.

		Except even as the person across the counter from her lusted after her, he also wanted her to ring up his purchase. And Erika was no longer the efficient employee she had once been.

		"Um, is there anything, like, I can help you with?" Erika asked, her words almost babble compared to her previous personality and mental faculties.

		"I'd like to buy these," the man said, placing the items he had selected on the counter for her.

		Erika looked at the pile in surprise. "Wow, you must be super smart if you wanna buy all these books." She spoke as if her customer had accomplished something magnificent simply by choosing a few paperbacks from the shelves in the store.

		The man smiled, his eyes roaming over the bounty displayed before him, never once actually reaching the books he had placed on the counter. "Ah yes," he replied. "I plan on doing a lot of reading."

		"That's totes awesome. Reading's, like, such a turn on in a man. But without pictures, I just get, like, bored and stuff."

		Erika took one of the books from the stack and began scanning its barcode. "I dunno what these say. Words are, like, so hard to read sometimes. But I bet I would look cute while reading."

		The man chuckled softly to himself. "Indeed," he agreed. "You would." He knew he should be more annoyed by Erika's inability to scan his items with any efficiency, but her flirting and open sexuality were a sight to behold. His only regret was the lack of opportunity to sample all she had to offer.

		"So what kind of pictures do you like?" Erika asked as she opened up the book in front of her to find it was sadly covered in just big blocks of words. They swam in front of her vision, almost making her wonder if she could still read. Was that something the Bimbo Body Glitter could make her forget?

		"Um," the man said, pulling at his collar, not knowing how he should respond.

		"Hey, can you hurry it up?" another customer said.

		"Oops, sorry," Erika said, giggling as she focused back on her task. It would have been so much easier if her nails were not so long. She did not even remember them growing out, but she loved how they looked. It was all style over function for her now, in everything she did.

		When all the books were finally scanned, Erika found herself confused with how to proceed. The total had been tallied, although the number was meaningless to her now. The man handed her his credit card to make the purchase. But then she just froze.

		"Um..." Erika stammered, trying to find her way around the problem. "I um, um, oh yeah," she said as the lightbulb over her head went off.

		"Did you just figure out how to ring me up?" the man asked with concern.

		"Yes!" Erika cheered in triumph as her brain settled back into place again. "Yay for me."

		Erika swiped the credit card and then the register did the rest. She was thankful for it all being automatic. If she had needed to perform additional inputs, she would have just gotten even more confused.

		"There you go, sweetie," Erika cooed as she handed the man his receipt. "Come back any time." She blew him a kiss to really sell it.

		After that, it got easier. Thankfully, no one tried to pay in cash. Erika was pretty sure she would not have been able to make change for anyone. All those numbers were just too complicated for a bimbo like her.

		As the line neared its end, Erika's boss walked past, not really understanding what had changed about his employee, but still believing she was the capable woman she had been earlier in the day. "I'll let you close up, Erika." And before she could say anything in response, he was gone. It was just her and the final few customers. Even the author was gone.

		"You're by far the hottest bookstore clerk I've ever met," the last man in line said when he stepped up to the counter. "I'm Barry, by the way."

		"I'm, like, super glad you think so. My name's Erika." She could not stop grinning, thrilled by the attention.

		Barry gave Erika an appraising gaze. She knew that look. It had been drilled into her bimbo brain, igniting her libido instantly. The smile remained glued to her lips, but she felt her nipples start to stiffen and the wetness growing between her legs. She was aroused and it was getting hard to think. Her attention span had decreased precipitously in the hours since she had arrived to work, unable to focus on anything for very long.

		But a man? Erika could focus on a man. And Barry was giving her every reason to keep her eyes on him, especially because he was a good-looking man. His short brown hair and dark eyes both drew her attention. But when it came to features, Erika was easily diverted, always attracted to muscles more than brains. And even though Barry was slender, he had muscles in all the right places, emphasized by the tailored suit he wore.

		"When do you get off work?" Barry asked as Erika finally completed his transaction. "I think I know of a few fun things we could do together."

		Barry was not being subtle, and he wasn't sly in the least. But Erika liked guys being direct with her. She was too slow, too gullible, too vapid to deal with any kind of mind games. It was best she be treated as she was—a dumb bimbo slut.

		"I don't know," Erika said, tapping her finger to her chin. She already knew she wanted to fuck Barry. How could she not? But she had to draw it out a little bit for his own amusement and delight. She felt a powerful urge to just step around the counter and automatically drop to her knees, but Erika knew she needed to play the game. She needed to flirt. She needed to tease. "What kind of fun do you, like, think we could have?"

		It was so easy to play dumb when she actually was dumb. Already, Erika had come to understand why Caitlin had not wanted to change back. As a bimbo, Erika did not have to think and she had a sexy body that craved sex. She had no doubt that sex would be amazing. Her arousal was practically bubbling beneath her skin, waiting to be unleashed.

		"Well, we could go into the back and just see where things take us," Barry suggested, still playing along, but making sure his intentions were obvious.

		"I like that idea," Erika said with a grin.

		She stepped out from behind the counter, completely forgetting the process of shutting down the register at the end of the day. However, Erika did remember to lock the front door of the store. She did not want to be interrupted while she and Barry explored the meaning of fun in the back room.

		"That's so no one, like, interrupts us," Erika said, giving Barry a wink with her long lashes and seductively licking her plump, shiny, candy-colored pink lips.

		Erika led Barry into the stock room. They passed the stacks of books, past the tables full of boxes of books, until she stopped, letting the excitement build within her. When she finally turned toward Barry, the lights were low, barely illuminating the room. It was a perfect space for a sexy tryst.

		And Barry used the moment to his advantage. She stepped forward, grabbing hold of the sides of her face and planting his lips on hers, immediately demanding entrance with his tongue. Erika moaned as his tongue danced with hers, loving the taste of him and the strength he had taken from her. In fact, she relished it. This was how a man was supposed to act with a woman he intended to fuck.

		Erika pressed her body against his, feeling his warmth as it spread against her. He was so firm, so strong, so commanding. She wanted all those qualities for herself, so she allowed herself to be subjugated. And even more importantly, Erika enjoyed it. It was so nice to have a man make all the decisions for her. That way she didn't need to think.

		Without the mental strain of making decisions, Erika found herself free to focus on the sensations of the moment. Every touch of his hands was electric. His fingers like lightning. His skin was hot as the summer sun. Everything Barry touched made Erika's body hum with anticipation and desire. She wanted more. She needed more.

		And thankfully, Barry was more than willing to provide. He was going to enjoy the fruits of this opportunity. It was rare to have such a willing partner, a sexy bimbo who wanted him in exchange for nothing more than his cock. She was an easy fuck. The easiest of fucks. And he was going to indulge in her body to its fullest extent.

		He slid his hands under the hem of Erika's shirt, pushing it upward and revealing the swell of her breasts, pushing against the confines of her tight white crop top. Barry's fingers moved in small circles over her skin, teasing her. Erika sucked in a quick breath each time his finger moved closer to her nipple. But he avoided that central zone until Erika could hardly stand it any longer.

		Finally, with Erika a squirming mess in his arms, Barry's fingers found their way to her nipples. She arched her back, pressing her tits against his hands, wanting him to give them more. So much more.

		However, the moment Barry tweaked Erika's nipples, her body froze in his grip. A moan erupted from between her glossy lips, spilling into the space around them. Her brain overloaded from the pleasure, sending her careening into an orgasm. It did not seem to matter that her outfit was still intact and Barry hadn't touched her pussy yet. His hands alone had done what few men were capable of, triggering an orgasm from a single touch.

		When her climax ebbed, Erika slowly regained control of her faculties. Her legs were shaking, threatening to collapse beneath her, as she gazed up at Barry.

		"You're, like, really talented," Erika complimented him. "I don't normally cum that quickly." She giggled at her inadvertent use of proper grammar, sounding every bit the intellectual she had once been before her transformation. But she knew she had to make up for her blunder by stepping it up a notch, so she added, "Cumming is super fun, but your, like, totally huge cock could, like, make me feel super duper great."

		Erika had made her intention clear. She wanted Barry's cock, plain and simple. It did not matter if it was a hand job or blowjob or fucking her pussy or ass. He could fuck her tits if he wanted to. She just wanted access to his cock. And what he did with it was his choice.

		In return, Barry decided he wanted his cock buried deep inside Erika's ass. The only question was when to go for it.

		With Erika's chest rising and falling, Barry could not help but stare at Erika's fantastic tits, almost wishing he had played with them longer. But they weren't going anywhere. And judging by the effect he had on her, he could get her off just as easily next time. He had no doubts the rest of her would be equally as orgasmic, if not more so.

		"Turn around," Barry ordered.

		Erika complied instantly, spinning in place. But then Barry grabbed hold of her skirt, pulling it up and over her ass, revealing her panty-clad ass to him. Erika held her position, excited to see where he was taking this.

		"Your body is amazing," Barry complimented Erika, causing her to giggle. He reached around her and grabbed hold of her tits, giving them a squeeze before he let his fingers trail down over her skin toward her hips.

		Then, as if she understood, Erika reached back, her long nails almost claw-like, and peeled off her panties.

		Erika felt her panties slip down over her wide hips as she continued to allow herself to be guided by the whims of the man who now stood behind her. Barry did not waste time, bringing her back toward him so that they stood so close together.

		She felt Barry's hot breath against her neck. It sent a shiver down her spine. His hands traced over her curves, grabbing at her hips before they finally slid between her thighs. She knew exactly what he wanted and opened her legs, allowing him to slide two fingers into her pussy, her juices soaking his fingers from her previous orgasm.

		"You're so wet," Barry said, stating the obvious. "We're going to have a lot of fun tonight."

		"Oh yes," Erika gasped as his thumb brushed against her clit. "That feels so good."

		Barry teased Erika's pussy as she moaned. With his free hand, he grabbed Erika by the chin, turning her head, and kissed her deeply. Their tongues battled one another as his fingers probed deeper into her pussy. Her legs nearly gave out from underneath her at the overwhelming pleasure of it all, but he kept her on her feet. And while she did not expect a man like Barry to make her cum twice in such rapid succession, he somehow managed. It was like he had some magical talent, able to manipulate her body at will and produce the most delicious orgasms.

		"Wow," Erika breathed when they separated. "You're like, seriously amazing." She shook her head in an attempt to reset her brain, but it felt like her mind had become too scattered to come back. Everything Barry did was perfect. Or maybe it was just her bimbo body primed for sex. Not that Erika could comprehend the difference. She just knew that she loved having Barry's fingers inside of her.

		With the lust swirling inside of Barry, he could wait no longer. His cock ached for attention. There was only one way for this evening to truly end. He grabbed Erika by the hair and pushed her down on top of a set of boxes. She bent at the waist, pushing out her plump rear.

		"Mmm, are you gonna, like, fuck me now?" Erika asked in a teasing voice. Her body quivered with anticipation. She had never felt so desired. She had never wanted to be fucked like she did with Barry. He had awakened something within her, something more primal than she could ever have comprehended before. She had found her inner bimbo, the libidinous creature that had always been there, but now was uncaged, completely free to fuck and suck and party and be seen.

		"I am going to do a lot of fucking," Barry agreed as he held his prey by the hips, positioning her for his chosen task. "You want it bad, don't you?"

		"Yes. Please fuck me, baby."

		Without teasing or any additional build up, Barry shoved his thick cock into Erika's pussy. She screamed out in pleasure as he filled her to the hilt. But his intention was not to fuck her pussy. No, this was just to use her own juices as lubrication for his true desires.

		"Fuck, yes," Erika cried out as the world spun in front of her. The pleasure flowing through her body from her pussy was unlike anything she had ever felt before.

		However, Barry did not keep fucking her pussy. He pulled out, leaving her almost painfully empty. But his cock was now nice and wet, ready for his real intention.

		"I'm going to fuck you in the ass," Barry declared.

		Erika heard Barry. She even understood what he said. But she was unprepared for the sensations of his cock pressing against her backdoor.

		Her eyes widened as he pressed past the initial resistance of her tightest hole.

		The pleasure overwhelmed her as inch after inch slid into her depths. All Erika could do was hang onto the box in front of her for dear life, gripping the edges while her legs threatened to buckle under her.

		It seemed impossible, like her body just could not take it all. But it did. Inch by inch, she took him into her ass, her body slowly becoming accustomed to the invasion, warming to the penetration as the pleasure increased.

		Barry groaned in ecstasy. Erika was a virgin to anal sex, but it never showed. She took his cock back there like a seasoned pro, moaning as he started to fuck her properly, letting the pleasure roll through her in waves.

		Erika was in heaven. The physical intensity of it all had driven everything else from her mind. There was no one else but Barry and his thick shaft ramming itself into her.

		She looked back at Barry, who had placed one hand on her back to hold her in place. "This feels, like, amazing!"

		But Barry's movements were choppy now. He was close to unloading. This was what he had wanted, but he was unprepared for just how good it would feel. Her ass was tight, but also accommodating. She clenched down at just the right moments, and relaxed when she needed to. Erika might not have the kind of sexual experience to back up her actions, but her new bimbo body and mind came with natural instincts that knew exactly how to please a man.

		"Ah fuck," Barry exclaimed as the first spurt of cum shot out, coating her bowels. "Your ass is incredible."

		"Fuck," Erika screamed out as another orgasm raced through her, responding almost automatically to the presence of cum inside of her. The intensity of the pleasure left her ears ringing and her vision fading at the edges. And despite Barry still being buried in her ass, she almost collapsed onto the box as her whole body shivered with orgasmic bliss.

		Once Barry finished, he extracted himself. He admired how her hole quivered as it fought to regain its former size, but as she panted from her exertions and her body trembled from the orgasms, it took a little while for it to seal up again, a dribble of cum oozing out and running down over her swollen pussy lips.

		"God, you're amazing," Erika said breathlessly. Her bimbo brain struggled to comprehend what had happened, still lost in a haze of post-orgasmic bliss.

		But the moment Erika looked over her shoulder and saw Barry's softening cock, she automatically turned and dropped to her knees. He was inside her mouth before she even realized what she was doing, the urge to clean his cock with her tongue overriding everything else in her mind. It did not even dawn on her where his cock had just been. This was something she had to do.

		"You just don't stop, do you?" Barry asked, his voice a low groan as Erika licked his dick like a tasty treat.

		"Hmm?" Erika said with a mouthful of cock. She did not have the attention span to answer Barry and then suck his cock simultaneously. Her mouth and brain were connected, and she could only do one thing or the other. The rest of her was too focused on her bimbo duty.

		And Barry was happy to watch this strange bimbo blonde sucking him off, cleaning him up like it was no big deal. His eyes closed and he tilted his head back as he enjoyed the sensations. Despite having cum so recently, Erika made sure that he returned to full hardness as she worked away with her mouth. And when she had him ready, she backed away, spit covering his entire length as it glistened.

		Erika lifted her top, freeing her tits. Then she reached out and stroked Barry's cock, aiming it at her chest, at her tits.

		"Fuck," Barry cursed as his cock spurted for the second time, the unexpected orgasm hitting him when he usually still needed more time to recover. But that was just how talented the bimbo at his feet was. Erika was built for sex, for giving pleasure. And her reward was the satisfaction of a job well done, as well as the near constant levels of sexual hormones that her brain and body swam in.

		By the time Barry opened his eyes again, Erika was admiring her breasts, seeing Barry's load smeared across her nipples. Without a care in the world, she began to lick up the mess he made, using her fingers to scoop up his cum and then licking them clean.

		"Yummy cummy," Erika cooed and giggled before looking up at Barry to make sure he watched her.

		But while Barry appreciated Erika's bimbo nature, he knew he was still on a limited timeline. This woman, this bimbo, this perfect specimen of sexual freedom was not someone he could hope to contain. She could not be caged. She could not be leashed. She could not be controlled.

		No, Barry had to accept what had just been given to him. Erika was special, but she belonged to no one man. She belonged to all men, to all people. She was a bimbo slut in the purest form. She was an object, a living, breathing fuck doll. And he could not change that.

		"This was amazing," Barry said as he tucked his cock back into his pants. He reached for his bag of books, readying himself to leave, as hard as it was to imagine. But Erika had already drained him twice and he was afraid that if he stuck around, she might turn out to be some sort of succubus, ready to drain him of his essence permanently.

		"Going already?" Erika asked, suddenly sad to see Barry go. She stood and wrapped her arms around his shoulders and planted a kiss on his lips, driving her tongue deep into his mouth as she ground her body against his. His cock twitched against her thigh, but otherwise it failed to rise again. "You could stay longer and we could have another fuck."

		"I wish," Barry said, struggling to resist Erika's advance. But he had already experienced enough for one night. Not only did he need to go, but he needed to send this sexy bimbo on her way, to send her out into the night so that she could continue her fun.

		Erika pouted, her lower lip trembling. But then she broke, her bimbo nature taking over, a grin breaking out across her face. She could not stay sad for long.

		"Don't be a stranger," she said as she gave his cock one last squeeze. "You can fuck me any time you want, baby."

		Barry laughed, but his expression faltered a little when he realized that he was probably telling Erika goodbye forever. The odds of finding her again, the odds that she would continue to work at the book shop, especially considering she showed no interest in books and could barely read, were minimal at best.

		"Make sure you lock up behind me," Barry said as he walked out into the main part of the shop. He unlocked the front door and slipped out, leaving Erika alone and half dressed.

		A moment later, Erika's mind reset. Barry felt like a distant memory, but she was still horny. She was still craving cock. And she had an idea of where she could get what she so desperately desired.

		After all, it wasn't late. She still had plenty of time to find the sexiest party in town and have her fill of cock. After all, a girl had needs and tonight, Erika was the very embodiment of those needs. She just needed to make a quick phone call. Caitlin was sure to have the hookup. Erika could think of no woman who was sexier or more of a bimbo than her best friend and roommate.

		Erika had started the night hating everything bimbo. But her exposure to the Bimbo Body Glitter had been transformational in more ways than one. There was no part of her that regretted losing her intelligence. She was happy. She was sexy. She was a bimbo. And now her best friend had a fellow bimbo to enjoy life with. This was just the beginning.
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