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It was a Saturday night and the heavy beat of the music pulsated through Iliana's body. She gyrated as she danced, trying to keep up with the beat. Her boyfriend, Soren, was right behind her, holding her hips, trying to guide her. 

This was not Iliana's scene. She disliked the party atmosphere. If she had her way, she'd be at home, curled up on the couch, next to Soren, as they watched a movie or she read a book. However, Soren loved the nightlife so she got herself dressed up occasionally and went out with him to the clubs. 

Iliana swung her jet black hair as she moved around the dance floor, her legs tapping, her back arching, and her chest rising and falling. As she spun, the world around her seemed to spin a little faster than it should, but Iliana paid it no attention. Her dress clung tightly to her waist, but it was baggy around her chest and hips. Iliana was tall, but with a stick-thin body that made it easy to pose as a man. That was why she kept her hair long and regularly wore skirts and dresses, even if they did not fit her as well as they could. 

Looking over her shoulder, Iliana looked at her boyfriend. Soren was in his element. His collared shirt was open at the top, revealing part of his muscular chest. The sleeves were rolled up to just below his elbows, his strong forearms on display. When Soren was not partying, he was often working out. It gave him a physique that Iliana loved. She always had a soft spot for muscular men who also had class. Seeing Soren dressed up was half the reason Iliana joined him at these clubs. 

However, there was definitely something off about tonight. Iliana felt light headed and her vision seemed blurred. She tried to catch her breath as the club lights flashed above her. Soren grabbed her and held her. His touch felt comforting, but it was all a bit too fast and sudden. 

"Are you okay?" Soren asked, having to practically shout so his girlfriend could hear him. 

"Yeah, I'm fine," Iliana said, trying to sound normal even though she knew something was wrong. "I just need a break. I'm going to the bathroom." 

With that, Iliana pushed away from Soren, heading off into the crowd. But she did not make it far. Before she had even left Soren's sight, she fell face first to

the floor, unconscious. 

"Oh, shit!" Soren cried out. He reached for Iliana as he called out for medical assistance. 

The music continued, but the dancers all reacted to Iliana's fall. Soren and several other men turned Iliana over and pulled her from the dance floor, taking her someplace with more room. 

"I've called for an ambulance," the bartender said as he rushed over. 

Soren knew they shouldn't have moved his girlfriend like they had. That was always the concern, whether moving someone could make their injuries worse. 

But given how it all played out, it was important to get Iliana off the dance floor. 

It was only a minute before Iliana's eyes fluttered open. That was soon followed by a painful groan. There was no blood, but her nose was crooked. It was broken. 

But a broken nose was only one of Iliana's worries. She had fainted and that was not something that happened under normal circumstances. 

"What happened?" Iliana croaked. 

"You fell," Soren said. "I think you fainted." 

"Ugh, why does my nose hurt?" Her voice sounded funny, like she had a stuffy nose. 

"I think you broke your nose. And you might have a concussion." 

Iliana did not move. She still felt lightheaded and the thought of even sitting up seemed like too much. And it was moments like these why Iliana disliked clubbing. She would not have gotten hurt if they had stayed home. 

Before Iliana could say anything else, the front door of the club opened and three of the hottest women Soren had ever seen walked in. They wore tight pink blouses, tied off beneath monumental tits. Their midriffs were bare, showcasing their fit bodies. Their large asses were barely contained in navy blue shorts that looked painted on and left their entire legs bare. Navy blue high heels completed

the sexy picture. 

The only signals that the three blonde women were there as medics were the red medical bags they had slung over their shoulders and the fact they pulled a stretcher cart behind them. 

"We're Sandi, Candi, and Mandi from B Ambulance Services," the lead EMT

said. "We're here to help." 

Soren had heard about the bimbo EMT service. He had seen a similar trio of bimbos helping an old man who had collapsed on the sidewalk outside of his work. Soren had considered the old man lucky, especially with the rumor that the bimbos guaranteed a happy ending. 

Soren explained what happened, how Iliana had not been feeling well before she collapsed and how he suspected she had a broken nose and possibly a concussion. 

"That makes sense," the lead EMT said. "Iliana, we would like to treat you. Will you consent to us loading you into the ambulance for treatment?" 

"Yes," she responded. 

The three women worked diligently to get Iliana loaded onto the stretcher. They strapped her in and then carefully pulled the stretcher out of the club, taking it outside. The ambulance was parked at the curb, its red lights still flashing. 

Although the red was a little light, looking more pink than red. 

Iliana had never been inside an ambulance before. It was a new experience, a rare bright spot in a night of disappointment. 

As Iliana got loaded into the back of the ambulance, one of the women hung back with Soren, who followed them out. 

"I'm Mandi," she said. "You're here with Iliana?" 

"I'm Soren, her boyfriend. Is she going to be okay?" 

Mandi giggled. "Oh, that's right. Don't worry. She'll be fine. She'll be better than fine. Just relax, Soren. You'll get some alone time with a bimbo while we work." 

"What does that mean?" Soren asked. "I don't get it." 

"You're gonna love this," Mandi answered as she walked around Soren and reached up, touching his shoulders. "Just relax and let me take care of everything." She proceeded to give Soren a shoulder massage. 

Meanwhile, inside the ambulance, Sandi and Candi were already getting to work. 

"Iliana, honey, you're dehydrated," Sandi said. "Before we treat you, we need to get some fluids in you. Normally we'd just give you something to drink, but an IV would be much faster. Will you allow that?" 

"Yes, whatever it takes," Iliana answered. She just wanted this whole night to be over. She figured it would be months before Soren asked her to go clubbing with him again. And after tonight, he owed her. 

Candi busied herself with setting up the IV. "We're going to add a drug that will help cure your concussion and make your nose stop hurting. Don't worry. When we're done with you here, you'll be as good as new." 

"You'll be better than new," Sandi added. "You'll feel like a whole new woman." 

What neither EMT shared with Iliana was the drug in question had certain side effects. Iliana already suffered from some trouble thinking due to the concussion. 

While the drug would cure the concussion, it would leave her with her current thinking struggles. She would both feel and be mentally slower. But the goal was for that to become natural and even desired. 

"Mmm, yeah," Iliana moaned as the drug hit her system. It had a calming effect, removing her pain and making her feel good. It was not a high like from an opioid. It was lighter and made her happy, putting a smile on her face. 

Once Sandi was confident the drug had taken effect, she prepared the mobile body modifier, a machine that could transform a person's body, completely changing their appearance. The CIA contracted with the Bimbo Ward to use it, to better prepare spies for the field. But each bimbo ambulance had one, always ready to go. 

"I'm going to use this to fix your nose," Sandi said. "It won't hurt a bit. But since

I've only ever seen your broken nose, I might not be able to get it back to how it was before. Do I have your permission to make the rest of your face match your nose?" 

It was a ridiculous question, making little sense. But Iliana could not see it that way. Her mind was not up to the task of working through the logic. Instead, she grasped onto the idea of her face being a perfect match. That sounded really good. 

"Yes, do it," she replied. She was so happy she felt like dancing. Not that she could do any dancing while strapped down to the stretcher. 

As Sandi set to work on Iliana's nose, Candi started preparing Iliana for the second half of her transformation. She needed to see what they were working with. With Iliana distracted by Sandi's work, she did not notice Candi taking a pair of fabric shears and cutting off her dress. Her panties came off, too. 

"That's nice," Sandi said as she appreciated her work on Iliana's nose. It was small and thin, and upturned a little at the end. It was a bimbo nose that would never distract from her eyes or lips when she was complete. 

Sandi set to work next on Iliana's eyes. She had great potential, but her eyes needed to be bigger, with long, thick lashes framing them. Iliana looked up, not knowing how her appearance was changing. Her eyes already appeared more vacant, but that would be even more true once the full bimbofication was complete. 

Before Sandi shifted to Iliana's lips, she first paused and made her cheekbones more prominent, giving her a heart shaped face that men would desire and lust after. Women would, too, but they would experience envy as well. But when it was finally time, she used the machine to plump up Iliana's lips, giving them both increased volume and projection. Every man would enjoy them wrapped around his cock. 

"There, all done with your face," Sandi said. She stood back with a satisfied look on her face. Iliana now had the face of a bimbo. She was getting closer to perfection. 

But now it was Candi's turn to step in. "Iliana, honey, I'm not so sure black hair is the right color for you. Don't get me wrong. I respect your hair color, but it

washes out the color from your face and makes you look ill or sickly. You don't want that, do you?" 

Iliana had never considered the color of her hair before. She had taken pride in it being black, but she also knew that coloring it would probably damage it beyond repair. And the cost always seemed prohibitive. But as she grabbed onto the idea of being a new woman, it seemed reasonable to change her hair color. 

"What do you suggest?" Iliana asked. 

"Blonde," Candi answered. 

"Definitely," Sandi added. "Blonde will look gorgeous on you." 

"Then do it." 

The pair of bimbo EMTs got to work, using the mobile body modifier to not just sap the color from Iliana's hair, giving her platinum blonde locks, but they grew it out, giving her volume and shine she had never had before. Laying there, Iliana had a golden halo of hair around her head, ready to be styled at the end of her treatment. 

"So, technically you're all fixed up," Sandi said. 

"But don't think you need to leave yet," Candi said. "There's so much more we can do to make you better." 

"Better?" Iliana asked, confused. 

"We mean, your face looks amazing now, but the rest of your body could use some work," Sandi said. "Wouldn't it be nice to have a little cleavage to show off. And you're stick thin. We could add some curves. We can even make it easier to wear nice shoes." 

Iliana felt as if her head was full of fog, making it difficult to concentrate, but she looked down her new nose at her thin body. She had not even worn a bra tonight, not needing one for her flat chest. Iliana did not question why she was now naked. It never occurred to her that she should. 

But then Iliana looked up at the two bimbo medics standing over her. Their

breasts were impressively big. It was only fair she got them to match, right? And curves in general would be a nice benefit. 

"Do it," Iliana said. "Do whatever you think you need to." 

Sandi and Candi grinned at the blank check they had been given and got straight to work. The process started by running the machine over every inch of Iliana's skin, removing every errant body hair. They even had her flip over onto her stomach to work on her backside. 

It was the first time Iliana got to see her newly blonde hair. She vaguely registered that it was different, both in color and in length, but it somehow felt right, like she was always supposed to have long, blonde hair. 

And while Iliana was on her stomach, Sandi used the machine on her ass, giving her a nice bubble butt that would stretch out her pants and skirts, always making sure there was something worth looking at, even when she was facing away. 

When Iliana was flipped back over, she felt the change in the way her butt touched the stretcher bed. Her now wider hips were forced up, making room for the added volume in her ass. 

"Bring on the titties," Candi said when Sandi moved the machine to Iliana's chest. 

The patient raised her head and watched as her breasts slowly inflated. "They're like balloons," she commented, almost breaking out into a giggle. 

"But much heavier," Sandi said. "Don't worry though. I strengthened your back muscles to carry them. I also shortened the tendons in your legs to help you walk in sexy shoes. 

Iliana felt a pulse of arousal at the word sexy. It made her feel good. She loved Soren and he called her sexy, but she had never felt sexy before. But as her breasts grew into a proper pair of bimbo tits, she was definitely feeling sexy. 

"There we go," Sandi said as she turned off the mobile body modifier. "All done with the physical stuff. Time to move onto that mind of yours." 

Sandi pulled out the brainwave modifier. It was a computer that could be hooked

up to the patient's mind, altering their brainwaves, creating new pathways in the brain, leading to a more bimboesque outlook on life. All the bimbo EMTs had used it. In their cases, it had allowed them to keep their medical knowledge, but in almost every other way, they were complete bimbos. 

"My mind?" Iliana asked. 

"It wouldn't be very nice of us to give you that smoking hot body without giving you the ability to use it," Candi said. 

Iliana had never thought of it that way before. She smiled, liking the idea of it. 

She had a new body. Why not have a new mind to go with it? It seemed so simple. 

"Okay," she said cheerily, readily agreeing to have her mind manipulated. 

Sandi attached the leads for the device to Iliana's temples. Then she had Iliana raise her head so she could add a third lead to the base of Iliana's skull, right below her hairline where the brain stem connected to the spinal column. 

"Here we go," Sandi said when she hit the start button on the computer that controlled it all. 

Iliana's world suddenly went flat. Her thoughts completely ceased. Only the involuntary brain functions continued. As Iliana laid there, she temporarily ceased to exist as a conscious person. 

But where Iliana ended, Sandi and Candi were perfectly happy to fill in all the gaps, explaining to their patient what her new life would be like. They explained just how much she loved sex, anyway she could get it. Her body had been designed for sex and she gained pleasure from even the simplest of acts. 

They explained how much Iliana was submissive, especially to her boyfriend. 

They made it clear that she was an extroverted bimbo, not very bright, but with a body men, including her boyfriend would drool over. And they made it clear how much she loved showing off and partying. She was a perfect match to all of Soren's interests. 

And to complete the transformation, Iliana was given a new name. It was standard practice, when possible, for the bimbo EMTs of the B Ambulance

Services to give their patients new names. It helped to create a distinction between their old selves and their new selves. But for Iliana, neither Sandi nor Candi had a good idea of what they should change her name to. 

"What if we just drop the last syllable?" Sandi whispered, not wanting their patient to hear their discussion. 

Candi screwed up her face in confusion, not understanding what Sandi was talking about. Syllable was a big word for a bimbo, even one who could write and spell complicated medical terminology. 

"Ilia," Sandi said. 

"I like it," Candi beamed. 

And from that moment forward, Iliana became Ilia. They explained to her how beautiful the name was and how much it fit her as a bimbo. In Ilia's state, she would have believed anything she was told. That was the beauty of the brainwave modifier. And Ilia was going to be every bit of the bimbo that she had been told she was. 

Ilia's eyes fluttered open, much as they had when she first woke up from fainting. Only now she did so with a smile on her lips. She looked up at Sandi and Candi, her eyes focusing on their big tits. She looked down at her own impressive set and her smile grew wider. 

"How do you feel?" Sandi asked. 

Ilia batted her eyes and let loose a giggle. It was a natural response to being asked a question now that she was a bimbo. "Horny," she finally said. 

"Of course you do," Candi said, patting Ilia's head. 

"Your boyfriend will have a solution to that," Sandi said. 

"His cock?" Ilia asked as she licked her lips with desire. 

"I bet he has a big one for a bimbo like you," Candi said. Even if it was not true, Ilia would view it that way. All cocks were big in her bimbofied mind. 

"But we have to get you dressed first," Sandi said, getting everything back on track. 

Ilia had been willing to step outside the ambulance in the nude. As a bimbo, she was proud of her body and she lacked the shame that other women felt. She would have had no issues walking down a busy street in her birthday suit. Just the idea of it, all those men looking at her body, made her wet with arousal. 

Candi handed Ilia a new dress to wear. It was black, like the one she had arrived wearing, but it was better fitted for Ilia's new curves, hugging her body wonderfully and showing off her delectably round tits. 

There was not a lot of room for Ilia to change into her new dress. It was a problem with the mobile format. But Ilia was not about to complain. It just meant she got to rub up against two other sexy bimbos. There was no harm in that. 

The EMTs did not provide Ilia with panties. She pulled the dress on without even thinking she should cover her pussy beneath her new tight and short dress. It never even occurred to her that she could or should ask for panties. It was the same with a bra. 

When Ilia finally stepped out of the ambulance, she found Soren sitting in a chair, his head resting against Mandi's big tits. Mandi's long-nailed hands were kneading his broad shoulders, passing the time until Ilia had been ready. 

They had not spent the whole time on the massage. They took a break while Mandi explained the payments and procedures. Their insurance would cover most of it, but there were a few out of pockets expenses to account for. And once Soren understood what he was getting out of the deal, he was only too happy to hand over his credit card. 

"Iliana," Soren said as soon as he saw his girlfriend. He was not surprised by her appearance. He knew to expect a bimbo when she stepped out of the ambulance. 

And there was no way Soren was going to complain. 

Soren stood up, pushing Mandi away. He did not want his bimbo girlfriend to think he was cheating on her. 

"It's Ilia now," she said with a giggle as she sashayed forward, running a hand up

his arm. But instead of immediately giving him her attention, she sidled up next to Mandi and gave her an open mouthed kiss. 

The pair kissed for a moment, Ilia's intention purely to turn Soren on. Not that she disliked kissing Mandi. Where before Iliana only had a mild interest in women, Ilia was now almost equally as into women as she was men. She would have loved to have an orgy with Soren and the three EMTs. Four hot bimbos and a strong man with a cock would make for a fun night. 

"Fuck," Soren said, watching Ilia and Mandi. His cock strained against his pants, eager for release. 

"This is some paperwork you'll need to file," Sandi said, handing Soren a small stack of papers. "There's a change of name form. It's recommended that you make Ilia her official name. It helps reinforce her newfound bimboness. There's also a number in there to call if she begins to revert or if you decide you want to make some upgrades." 

"Thanks," Soren said as he took the papers and folded them so he could put them in his pocket. 

When Ilia finished her make out session with Mandi, she turned and faced her boyfriend. Her hand went down to his pants, her hand gently squeezing him. 

"Did that help make you hard?" she asked. 

"Fuck yeah, it did," Soren said. "But the real question is whether you want to go home for the night or go back into the club and enjoy the rest of the night." 

Ilia giggled as she looked up at her boyfriend through her long lashes. Iliana would have automatically wanted to go home, especially after the night she had, but Ilia was different. She was a bimbo and loved partying and clubbing. She loved dancing sexily, shaking her ample curves to whatever beat happened to be playing. 

"Let's party." 

With a wave to the bimbo EMTs, the pair returned to the club, ready to dance the night away. 

Back inside, Soren and Ilia were met by the club manager. He offered them a private room and a bottle of champagne for all the trouble they had. The room was perfect. The champagne was cheap, but neither of them cared about that. It still tasted good. 

"And just so you know," the manager said as he showed them to the room, "there are no cameras inside. You can do anything you want." 

The manager's meaning came through loud and clear. Sex was definitely on the menu. 

But first, once Soren and Ilia were alone, they popped open the champagne and danced together, drinking and enjoying the moment. Music from the dance floor was piped into the room with a set of speakers they could control the volume of. 

It was just what they needed to get to know each other afresh. 

Once the champagne was finished, however, the real fun could begin. Ilia dropped gracefully to her knees. She reached up and deftly opened Soren's pants, freeing his cock. 

"You've been thinking about me," she said as she took Soren's cock in hand. 

"Oh yeah, I have," he said, watching her lips close around his member. He had dreamed of this moment ever since Ilia grabbed his cock outside the club. But he did not dream about how amazing it felt to see Ilia on her knees sucking his dick. 

Soren leaned back, reveling in the feeling of Ilia's mouth moving up and down on his shaft. She happily bobbed up and down on his cock, taking him deeper each time. She even opened her throat to him, showing off the flexibility that she now possessed, thanks being a bimbo. 

She loved the feeling of him in her mouth. Ilia ran her tongue along the underside of his shaft, tasting him. She had rarely given him blowjobs as Iliana, but as Ilia, any day she did not have him buried in her throat at least once was a wasted day. 

"Fuck, you're really good at this," Soren said as she sucked him. 

Ilia could not answer with her mouth occupied, but she beamed with pride nonetheless. She loved being able to serve her purpose. She loved being a sexy

bimbo, good for looking at and for fucking. She loved the fucking part. 

The fact that Soren was such a strong and handsome man did not hurt either. Ilia knew she would get all the cock she wanted, if only she asked. 

But right now she had to concentrate on giving her boyfriend what he wanted. 

So she swallowed Soren's cock. She held him deep inside her throat, letting him slide down into the tight tunnel as far as possible. There were other girls who could deep throat like this, but there were few girls who could do it and be as sexy while doing it as Ilia could. That was a benefit of being a bimbo. 

When Soren was ready to cum, Ilia could sense it. It was like a sixth sense, knowing when her boyfriend was about to blow his load. She pulled back, just enough to keep the head of his cock between her lips. She latched on and sucked hard with her cock pillows as she reached up and stroked his shaft, encouraging him with every movement. 

There was no way for Soren to hold back. His cock surged with hit hot, white cum, sending forth a torrent into Ilia's waiting mouth. 

"Oh fuck!" Soren grunted, his eyes shut as his cock pumped jism into Ilia's mouth. 

Ilia loved being able to give Soren a good time. She wanted him to enjoy himself as much as she could. But she could not restrain herself from swallowing down his cum, letting it flow across her tongue, enjoying the flavors, before it disappeared down her throat. 

Soren was spent, for now, his cock soft and flaccid. But that was now a challenge for Ilia. She put him away and then popped back up onto her feet. Her tits bounced in her tight dress with nothing to support them. But the bounce and resulting jiggles were desirable. It was how her tits were supposed to move, attracting attention to her most important assets. 

The pair returned to dancing, giving Soren time to recover. Ilia spent much of the time grinding her ass against him, urging him to get hard again, all in time to the music. And Soren took complete advantage of their private room, letting his hands roam over her body, squeezing her tits. Ilia moaned when he did that, loving his rough treatment of her body. 

Finally, Soren recovered enough to have another go at her, and it did not take long for him to rise to the occasion. His cock was stiff and hard and ready for more action. He guided Ilia over to the table where they had set down their champagne glasses. Soren pushed her down, squashing her big tits into the table. 

Ilia did not bend her knees. She stuck her ass back at her boyfriend as he grabbed hold of a fist of hair and pushed her head into the table. 

"Fuck me," Ilia moaned. She had loved sucking him off, but she wanted to feel his cock in her pussy even more. She wanted him to fuck her hard. 

Soren lifted the hem of Ilia's dress. It snapped up over her ass, revealing her bubble butt for the first time. He gave it a loving smack, making Ilia moan with pleasure again. 

Then he guided his cock into her soaking wet pussy. 

Ilia felt every inch of him, from the tip of his dick down to his balls against her body. She gasped as Soren began to push forward, taking her all in one motion. 

She had never felt so full before. There was nothing about Soren she could complain about, not even this. Her pussy lips were spread wide by Soren's cock. 

It was like she had no control over how much she took into herself, how tight she made herself around Soren's girth. 

The thought of him stretching her so much only thrilled Ilia. She could feel him hitting all the right spots. His balls slapped against her clit and the top of his shaft pressed firmly up against the deepest parts of her channel, bringing shudders of pleasure throughout her body. 

It felt amazing. The tightness of her pussy was so much more intense than when she had been Iliana. Her muscles were responding better than before, allowing Soren's cock to push through them even deeper than before, making it impossible for him to hold back. 

She knew that she would be coming soon, maybe before Soren. She could not help herself. She could not stop herself. Ilia was a servant of her body now. It was in control. Her mind had been dulled and reoriented to do the bidding of her transformed body. And her body wanted pleasure. It wanted to get pounded. 

"Harder," Ilia begged, egging her boyfriend on. 

Soren complied. He pumped harder into her, pushing her pussy walls out around his dick. His cock filled her up, stretched her beyond anything she thought possible. Her pussy squeezed at him, desperate for everything he could give her. 

Her pussy clenched hard, squeezing Soren's cock as her first bimbo orgasm rolled over her. "Yes!" she cried, her words coming out in gasps as she felt her body convulse under the assault of pleasure. 

She loved the feeling of her body taking all that Soren was able to give. He had a strong cock, thick and long. And he kept right on pounding her from behind, thrusting in and out of her as she rolled right through her orgasm. Soren was not about to stop and Ilia did not want him to. 

"Yes, keep going," Ilia begged as she remained pinned to the table. Her body had no choice but to accept what Soren wanted to give her. 

"You like being my bimbo?" he asked, demanding her attention. 

"Oh god yes! I never thought I would ever feel this way!" She was moaning louder now as her pleasure grew more intense. Soren was doing things to her pussy she had only dreamed of before, making her feel so much better than she imagined any woman ever had. 

Ilia's pleasure only continued to grow as Soren continued to piston in and out of her. Her body was in tune with his, knowing his own climax was soon approaching. 

"Yes, fuck me," Ilia cried out. "Cum in my pussy." 

And that was exactly what Soren did. He let loose an animalistic roar as he flooded Ilia's pussy with his seed, filling her. 

And Ilia came too, her body writhing in pleasure beneath him. Pleasure flowed through her in cascading waves, one following another until she felt completely full, awash in orgasmic endorphins lighting up the pleasure center of her brain. 

"Holy shit," Soren said as he pulled out. "That's the best fuck I've ever had." 

He grabbed hold of Ilia and lifted her off the table. He held her in place with one hand, his other arm wrapped around her, keeping her pinned against him. 

"So good," Ilia said with a satisfied moan. But then a giggle escaped her lips as she imagined other fun ways to have fun. 

Ilia went back to dancing. She did not bother to pull her dress back down over her ass. She turned around and wrapped her arms around Soren's neck. 

"You better have another round in you, because I want to ride your cock while we dance to the music." 

"I love how much you love to party now," Soren said as he began a slow dance with her. He did not bother to put his cock away either. His movements were limited, as he still wore his pants, but that did not matter. 

They started to move in time with the beat of the music. He pulled her hips close to him. He could feel her hard nipples against his chest through the fabric of their clothes. He squeezed her ass as they danced. 

He loved how her body felt in his hands. It was like her muscles responded to him, responding to his touch. Her skin felt so good beneath his fingers. She felt like silk against his palm. And she moved so perfectly when he pulled on her hips. He could guide her completely. There was no hesitation or resistance from her body. The smallest of movements and he could move her body just how he wanted. 

"I never thought I would be so good at this," Ilia said, smiling and blushing slightly. "My old self was a total dud." 

Soren did not know what to say to that. He agreed, but he had loved Iliana. It was just that he now loved Ilia more. Where one had fallen short of his desires, the other fulfilled them completely. Sure, Soren might miss the intellectually rigorous discussions they had once had, but that time would be replaced with more partying and sex. It was an easy trade to make. 

The pair danced away until Soren returned to hardness. This time it was Ilia who acted. She pushed herself up just a little higher and then guided her boyfriend's cock inside of her. She let out a little moan as he filled her once again. And all the while, they kept swaying to the music, dancing together. 

As they returned to fucking, their actions guided by the music, Ilia could not help but smile. She could not have imagined a better outcome from this night. 

Fainting, hitting her head, and breaking her nose had been awful, but something truly beautiful came out of it. She was a sexy bimbo now. She felt amazing. 

There was not a negative thought or emotion left in her. She was happy in a way she never had been before. 

And now that she enjoyed the party scene as much as Soren, they could spend even more time together. There would be changes to their lives going forward. If Ilia really wanted to, she could still go into work Monday and be the accountant she had trained as, but math was so boring. As a bimbo, there were more important things in life. And Soren was successful enough to support them both, even with her needs trending in a more expensive direction. A whole new wardrobe would be necessary. 

But what mattered was Ilia had found her true calling. It might have been put in her head by Sandi and Candi, but it felt better and more real than anything she had felt before. Ilia had found true bliss as a bimbo and she never wanted to give it up. She had discovered that bimbo was better. 
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