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      The sun was just cresting over the horizon when I arrived at the beach. The air was still cool, but I knew it would warm quickly now that the sun was up. The sand below was pristine from the overnight high tide. It was still too early for it to be dotted with footprints.

      I climbed out of my beat up van. I only used it because it allowed me to transport my toys, specifically my surfboard. I was a surfer at heart. I always had been. And even though I was at the beach today to meet up with my friends, to give them a surfing lesson, I arrived early so that I could get in some time on the water before I became an instructor.

      "Bimbo Beach," I said with a happy sigh. "Michael, this is going to be a beautiful day."

      I talked to myself sometimes, especially on mornings like this. It helped that I was alone, the first person here this morning.

      I had never actually surfed at Bimbo Beach before. This was a slightly longer drive. But if the rumors were true, there would be dozens of busty women here later, just what a few young men like me and my friends wanted after a day spent in the water. Not only was I going to enjoy my time on the water, but I was hoping to get laid afterward. That was a big win in my mind.

      Not wanting to waste anymore time, I unstrapped my board and carried it down to the beach. There were changing huts by the parking lot, but I kicked off my flip flops and tore off my shirt before I ran down to the surf with my board under my arm.

      I set the surfboard down as soon as I was far enough out in the water for the fin to clear the sand below the water. Then I hopped on and began paddling out into the waves, eager to catch my first wave. It was early, but the waves were perfect and I couldn't wait to hop up onto my surfboard to ride them.

      Everything was setting up to be perfect as I paddled out to sea. But I was stalled by a strange sensation in my arms and legs. I pulled my hand out of the water to find myself staring at what I swore could have passed as a woman's hand. The skin was sleek and smooth, my hand appearing thinner and more delicate. And were my nails longer?

      "What the fuck?" I said. I stopped paddling entirely and pulled my other hand from the salty water. It too seemed to have changed. And was that pink polish on my nails?

      I sat up, letting my legs dangle in the water as the waves pushed by beneath me. The big ones broke farther out from shore. That was where I had been headed before I stopped.

      I held both hands up in front of me, trying to figure out what was going on. This didn't make sense. How had my hands, which had always been big and manly, matching the size of my feet and my cock, suddenly become so feminine?

      "Was last night's weed laced with something?" I asked myself, suddenly worried that I wasn't as sober as I thought I was. But I couldn't imagine how I had made it this long this morning, waking up before dawn to drive out to Bimbo Beach, before the hallucinations started.

      I looked back toward the shore. I spotted a big SUV that had just pulled up. I could hear a faint beat from its stereo, even over the crashing of the waves. The grill was gold. I was sure the occupant was not a surfer like me. It either belonged to some blinged out hottie or a guy who knew this was the place to pick up chicks. That boded well for later.

      I turned back toward the waves, seeing them perfectly crest. My heart sang at the opportunity. I couldn't pass this up. Putting whatever was up with my hands out of my mind, I leaned back down and started paddling out toward the big waves.

      "Okay, here we go," I said as I got close. Then with practiced ease, I popped up, my feet perfectly hitting their marks on the board, as I prepared to ride my first wave of the day.

      Except, that wasn't what happened. The moment my feet hit their marks, I felt off balance. I looked down to see the pink painted toes of a woman. I wasn't standing on my feet. They were someone else's.

      "What the fuck?" I cried as I got jostled. I careened backwards, falling off my board as a wave crashed over me.

      The world went dark as I tumbled beneath the waves. My ankle was connected to my surfboard by the leash. I kicked up, aiming toward the light above me.

      I let out a gasp when I broke through the surface. I sucked in a large breath of air. Nothing like that had happened to me in a long time.

      I grabbed onto my board, the leash keeping it close by. Then I climbed back on, confused as to what was happening to me.

      Looking down at my arms, they looked so much more feminine than I remembered. My nails were now properly long. This wasn't making sense. What was happening to me?

      But it wasn't just my arms and legs. I did a whole body check and my once shirtless body now seemed to have a bikini strapped across my chest. It was flat, since it could only cover my male chest, but I was almost completely sure I hadn't just been wearing the top when I came out here. I thought I had just been wearing my board shorts.

      Despite all of this, even though I knew something was wrong, I felt the pull of the waves. I angled my surfboard out to the next wave, eager to finally ride it. I needed to feel my peace and that could only happen as I rode the waves.

      My skin tingled as I paddled. My muscles felt different. Part of me remained strong, but another part of me felt considerably weaker, softer. I hated to say it, but parts of me were starting to feel feminine, even if that shouldn't have been possible.

      I was more careful as I prepared myself for the next wave, more methodical. I returned my mind to the training I had first done when I was learning how to surf. I focused on the fundamentals, knowing my body could now betray me.

      And as the wave approached, I stood up. My legs were shaky, but they held.

      "Yes," I called out as I caught my first wave, cutting a line through the water, just how I remembered. It was glorious, bringing me to the point of inner peace that I had always found out here.

      I stayed with the wave until it finally petered out. I dropped back down onto the board to repeat the process of paddling out. Now I was getting somewhere. And as soon as my mind stopped playing tricks on me, I could completely enjoy myself. But even now, I was having fun.

      Paddling out farther toward the big waves, I felt anticipation for what was about to happen. I had a feeling I was going to catch a big wave and that it was going to be epic.

      When the swell appeared, I moved closer to it, positioning myself between two sets of breaking waves. With my eyes closed tightly, I waited for the right moment, then launched forward, riding the curl in and catching my second wave easily. I let loose a shout of pure joy as I rode the wave, cutting back and forth, enjoying every bit of this experience.

      Then things took a turn for the worse. As I was coasting along, I lost control. One moment I was upright, the next I hit the water. The wave crashed over me, burying me under a ton of water. For a brief moment, I lost all sense of which way was up, my body tumbling over and over again as I got swept up in an underwater eddy.

      But finally I saw light and I swam toward it, kicking hard to break through the surface. My surfboard was right there and I grabbed ahold of it, spitting out the salty water that had made its way into my mouth.

      I sucked in a lung full of air, my lungs burning from the exertion. I just hung there, my thin arms clinging onto my board as I treaded water, trying to stay afloat. I looked back toward shore and suddenly realized I was a lot farther out than I had figured. I felt so small.

      But I wasn't about to be scared by my position. And as I looked back toward shore again, I was the same distance away. I wasn't caught in a riptide or anything dangerous. And the distance remained swimmable.

      Not wanting to be done, I braced myself on my board, preparing to hoist myself back up. But the moment I actually tried, my strength gave out on me.

      "What the hell?" I said. I wasn't used to this type of issue. I was a strong man and I wasn't tired.

      I tried again, this time summoning the strength necessary to lift myself free of the water. But as my chest scraped against the side of the surfboard, my boobs caught, leaving me once again trapped in the water.

      "My boob?" I asked, my voice shaking.

      I looked down and released my board with one hand and grabbed at my chest. I squeezed what turned out to be two boobs on my chest, fleshy mounds that hadn't been there before.

      Then, just to check, I reached lower, down between my legs. My cock was still there, but it was wrapped up tight in a little bikini. I had been wearing board shorts before. I was sure of it.

      "This isn't right," I said as I grabbed onto my surfboard with both hands again. I scepter my voice didn't sound right. It had cracked, rising higher. I hadn't experienced that since I was a teenager.

      "Fuck," I said, now really beginning to panic. My voice came out in a feminine pitch. "I've got to get back to shore."

      Not understanding what was happening to me, I started my swim back to the beach. I normally would have climbed up on my board and paddled back, but my body wasn't cooperating with that. Instead, I swam normally, letting the leash on my ankle pull the board along behind me.

      But as I swam, I could feel my body changing. I felt wet hair clinging to my back when I rose out of the water. I felt my breasts continuing to grow, pushing off my chest to turn into fleshy orbs. All of it was so wrong, but I couldn't understand how it was happening.

      And it was all made worse by my slower swimming speed. Normally I would power through the water. It now felt like I was flailing in the water, too many counterproductive motions as my body continued to shift and transform.

      I took a moment to reach between my legs, wanting assurances that I was still a man, despite the more obvious femininity I now had.

      "Fuck," I cried as I felt a flatness between my legs. This was all becoming too much. I was turning into a woman.

      Before returning to swimming, I ran my hand up my body. I had wide hips and a narrow waist. With the boobs, I had an hourglass figure. None of this was right. I had to get to shore.

      I swam closer and closer as a tingle formed in my head. It was like a tickle along my scalp, except it was on the inside. I didn't understand what was happening to me. It didn't make sense. My body was transforming. I was turning into a girl. That didn't just happen. Something was very, very wrong.

      Just as I was about to reach the point where I would be able to stand up, a distance from shore that was less than it used to be, a wave hit me hard and dunked me fully under the water. My feet hit the sandy bottom and I pushed forward and up, shooting out of the water, my tits jiggling on my chest.

      When I landed again, the water was just up to my tits, lapping at their undersides. I let out a giggle as I tossed my head back and forth, pulling the wet hair off my back. I smiled brightly as I wandered back to shore.

      I felt a tug on my ankle and realized I still had the leash attached to my ankle. I turned around and grabbed onto the bodyboard, slipping it under my arm as I made the trek out of the water. It was such a wonderful day for a swim.

      Then, just as I was about to reach dry land, I paused and looked over my shoulder, back at the crashing waves in the distance. A memory of surfing flitted through my mind, me topless, standing perfectly balanced on a surfboard, wearing long shorts. I looked almost manly. It was...

      I shuddered as I pushed that thought away. As much as I liked being topless, I didn't want to get into trouble. And why would I wear such long shorts? That was worse than wearing pants. And it wasn't like I had good enough balance to actually surf. My tendons were too short to stand right on a surfboard. If I could wear heels, that would be different. I lived in heels.

      Stepping out of the water onto the sandy beach, my heels never touched the ground. I walked on my toes, swaying my hips back and forth, making sure to put on a show for anyone around.

      But then I pouted as I looked up and down the beach. There was hardly anyone here. What was the fun of going to the beach and wearing a sexy little bikini if there wasn't someone around to see me?

      I put my finger to my lips, finding them plump and inviting. I started to suckle on a fingertip, enjoying the sensation of having something in my mouth. I wanted something much bigger to suck on, but there was no one around. So instead, I settled for sucking on my own fingers, savoring the taste of saltwater mixed with my saliva.

      "But, like, how did I even get here?" I mused as I stood there, looking around. "Did I, like, drive or something? I'm such a bimbo."

      And it was true. My head felt so empty. It was nice in a way, because I could focus on being super sexy, but it was all so confusing. There were two vehicles up in the parking lot, overlooking the beach. One was a black SUV with a gold grill. It was hot, but I was pretty sure it wasn't mine. I was pretty sure I would have remembered it.

      There was also a van. It looked beat up and kinda boring. I was pretty sure that if I owned a car, it would be sexy, like a little pink convertible. That way people could look at me and my big tits. It was all so confusing. I pouted, sticking out my lips, making a duckface that was probably really sexy, but I couldn't see it, because I didn't even remember where I put my phone. I really was a bimbo.

      But then the door opened on the SUV and a big, black man climbed out. His shoulders were super broad and his muscles really bulging. If my bikini bottoms weren't already wet with ocean water, I totally would have soaked them with my pussy. I was so turned on.

      The man came down onto the beach. His bald head gleamed in the morning light. He wore a tight shirt that showed off his muscled chest. Ugh, he was just so hot.

      "Hey, doll," he said. His voice was strong and deep. I could almost feel it rumble in my chest. And he called me doll. It was all so hot. My knees went weak just listening to him.

      "Um, like, hi," I said. Words were so hard sometimes, especially when I was so fucking horny.

      "Here, I thought you might need this," the man said, holding out a towel.

      I had been so focused on his hot, muscular body, I hadn't even noticed the towel in his hands. He was so nice. He clearly saw right through a bimbo like me, forgetting simple things like towels or how I even got here.

      "Thanks," I said with a giggle. I took the towel and smooshed it over my boobs to start, drying them off. I dropped the bodyboard and toweled off right in front of him. I spent extra time running the towel over my hair. It was so long and as it dried out, the blonde color really started to pop against my tan skin.

      "I'm Keon," the man said. "I saw you coming up the beach and thought you could use my help."

      However, as he spoke, my gaze drifted down to the man's crotch. He wore black pants, slacks from the look of it. Coupled with the gold watch, and the gold grill on his SUV, I had a feeling this guy had money. That only made him hotter.

      But it was the bulge in his pants that really got my motor going. I released a long breath as my eyes focused on the tent in his pants. Yes, I really did need his help.

      "I thought you might like that," he said. "What's your name, doll?"

      I stood there, my mind blank. What was my name? It was such a bimbo thing to forget one's own name. How dumb was I to not remember something so simple as that?

      But then it came to me. My face lit up like a lightbulb. I felt so proud of myself. "I'm, like, Michaela. Um, I think that's right." I sounded like such a dummy, but I knew guys liked that. It was sexy. Why be smart when I could be happy and slutty?

      "Nice," Keon said. "Why don't we go check out one of those changing huts, if you know what I mean?"

      My gaze shifted from Keon's package up to the changing huts next to the parking lot. They were like little tiki huts, with grass roofs and walls that had been weaved together.

      "Um, yeah, that sounds fun," I said. And it did. Even a bimbo like me knew what Keon meant.

      I wiggled my butt as he put his hand on my ass, leading me away from the beach so he could fuck me. I couldn't wait. The thought of getting fucked by Keon excited me more than anything else ever had before. I loved being a bimbo. It was amazing. No thought, just sex.

      We arrived at one of the huts, walking inside. High windows, without any glass, let the morning light into the hut. It wasn't luxurious, but the benches were functional and that was all it needed to be. The high walls kept out prying eyes, allowing us some privacy.

      Not that I minded the idea of people watching Keon fuck me. I giggled at the thought. I was such a glutton for attention, an exhibitionist of the sexiest kind.

      I stepped inside, Keon holding the door open for me. He locked it behind him, once we were both inside.

      "How do you want me?" I asked, playing coy. Not that I could keep that act up for long, both because my body was so fucking sexy, but also, because the moment Keon pulled his cock out, I was left with my tongue hanging out of my mouth.

      "You're beautiful," Keon said, taking my hand and guiding it between his legs. He held it there while he stroked his dick.

      He was so thick! I'd never seen a cock that large. I reached out and it more than filled my palm. I wrapped my fingers around it, squeezing gently as I slowly pumped him. And even then, I could barely get my sleek hands around him.

      It was so big! It dwarfed my tiny, dainty fingers. But I could just fit him in my hand, wrapping those fingers around his girth. He was so warm and smooth under my touch. I squeezed again, pumping harder now. I could feel his cock pulsing in my hands. I licked my lips, eager for more.

      "Suck it, slut," Keon commanded.

      For the briefest of moments, I wanted to balk. Who was he to order me around? Who was he to order me to suck his cock? Who was he to call me a slut.

      But then I giggled as those thoughts flitted out of my mind. I looked up into his dark, brooding eyes as I sank gracefully to my knees. His cock was now at eye level and it looked even bigger. I couldn't believe how huge it was. It seemed like it defied the laws of psychology, or whatever it was. It was one of those sciency things that started with a p.

      "Mmm," I said as I reached up and let his thick cock rest in my hands. "I love your cock. I want it. I need it." I kneeled there, worshiping his manhood, loving every bit of it. But I needed to do more than worship it. I needed to suck it.

      I leaned forward, letting his meaty pole slide between my lips. As soon as it hit my mouth, I hollowed my cheeks, sucking on him fully. I bobbed my head quickly, licking the underside of his shaft as best I could with each stroke. I sucked hard, trying to draw out every drop of cum. I needed to be fed his salty seed.

      "That's good, slut," Keon growled. "You're a right pro at this shit. But let's see how you can handle a real man taking charge."

      He grabbed my hair, pulling me back toward him, forcing his cock deeper into my mouth. He hit the back of my throat and then kept pushing. I gagged, choking on his massive member. I couldn't breathe. All I could do was open my throat to him, letting him fuck my mouth.

      Keon didn't care. He pushed me farther down until his balls rested against my chin. With one last shove, he buried his cock deep into my throat. I tried to pull free, but he wouldn't release me. He was too big. Too powerful. But I loved it. I was such a slut and I needed a heavy hand, not just guiding me, but making me do my duty to such a wonderful cock.

      And yet, somehow, despite all that power, Keon still managed to make me moan. My vocal cords vibrated, further pleasuring his cock as he fucked my face. I loved being treated like this. It was not just what I deserved, it was what I needed. I needed a firm hand, keeping a bimbo like me in line.

      "Fuck!" Keon exclaimed, thrusting into my throat faster.

      I moaned again, louder as his cock slid down my gullet. He was so much better at this than anyone I'd ever known. Not that I could remember the last time someone had fucked my face like this, but I couldn't remember a lot of things. That was both the curse and the reward for being such a sexy bimbo.

      "Oh god, baby, I'm gonna come," Keon groaned. "Don't swallow, okay? Just keep it in your mouth. I want you to really taste my load."

      Keon pulled back so just the head of his cock sat between my lips. My hands returned to his shaft, stroking it, using my saliva as lubrication. I looked up through my long lashes, seeing the look of ecstasy on his face.

      And then he blew his load. I sucked, trying to keep it all in my mouth. But there was so much. It tasted wonderful, completely indescribable, but wonderful nonetheless. I tried to maintain the seal on his cock with my plump lips, but it was too much. Two rivulets of cum leaked out of the corners of my mouth, dripping down my chin.

      "Damn, girl," Keon chuckled. "You are something special. You've got to give that to me whenever I ask."

      I wanted to agree, to tell him, "Yes, sir," but I had a mouth full of cum. I couldn't talk.

      "Show me," Keon said as he pulled his cock free from my lips.

      I opened my mouth wide as more cum dribbled down my chin, spilling over the lower curve of my lip.

      "Very nice," Keon said. "You can swallow now."

      I ignored the cum on my chin as I made a big show of swallowing the mouthful of cum. When I opened my mouth a second time, it was all gone.

      "Did I do good?" I asked, looking up at him with puppy dog eyes.

      "That was just the first test," he said. "Take off that bikini, because I'm going to fuck your bimbo brains out."

      I practically swooned right there. It was true. Sex with Keon was amazing. I had just met him and part of me worried if he was ruining me for every other man. Or maybe this was just my first taste of black cock.

      I jumped up and ripped off my bikini, letting the two pieces fall to the sandy floor. My tits bounced free, having barely been contained by the triangles of fabric before. And my pussy simply gushed with arousal, liquid heat collecting inside of me, just waiting to get fucked.

      I looked at Keon's cock, expecting to need to urge him back to full mast, but his cock was still hard. It was a fucking miracle. Or maybe I was just that hot, that able to keep a man hard, even after he filled my mouth with cum.

      There was still warm cum on my chin when Keon picked me up. He was so strong, he could easily manhandle my body. I spread my legs for him willingly as he positioned me. Then he slammed my back against the wall, the weaved material bowing outward before he slammed his cock home.

      "Holy fuck," I screamed as a wave of pleasure ran through my body.

      I wrapped my legs around him as he pounded me. This was no gentle lover. No slow, soft kisses. Instead, I felt his cock ramming into my cunt, driving me wild. I knew I should be scared of the way he was treating me. How far he was willing to go. But I couldn't help myself. There was nothing else I could possibly imagine doing. Nothing I would rather be doing.

      "Fuck me," I pleaded.

      His answer was to grab hold of my hips and start slamming me even harder and even faster. He pressed me up against the wall so hard, I thought we might spill out the side. But it held, barely, against the onslaught.

      "Ahhh! Ahhhh!" I cried. "Please!"

      The force of his thrusts drove my body into the rough wooden surface. The wood scratched and scraped along my skin, adding to my growing sense of pain. But it was pain that felt good. It mixed with the pleasure, amplifying the pure erotic ecstasy that flowed through my body.

      My nails dug into his back. I clawed at his flesh, trying to pull him closer to me, wanting him to drive his cock even deeper into my body.

      "Oh yeah," Keon grunted. "Yeah, bitch, ride my cock. Fuck me."

      With each word, his cock pistoned in and out of my slick folds. Every inch sent shockwaves coursing throughout my body. Each thrust brought my impending orgasm ever closer.

      "Cum for me," Keon whispered hoarsely. "Come on. Let it out."

      Then, with a final grunt, he unloaded into me, his cock sending a torrent into my pussy. I came with him, my screams of pleasure probably traveling down the beach, overriding the sounds of the crashing waves. There would be no question about what was happening. The whole world would know I was cumming.

      I lost all sense of myself as my orgasm crashed through me. It was only later, when I found myself sitting on a bench, cum dripping out of my pussy. I looked up at Keon, feeling cum drunk. A smile formed on my lips, vapid and without understanding. He really had fucked my brains out. And it wasn't like I had much going on in my head as it was.

      "You're going to come work for me at my club," Keon said as he pulled his pants back up, putting away his incredible cock. "I'm opening a strip club and I'm recruiting hot sluts like you. You down for that?"

      I looked up at Keon, still not fully comprehending. My mind was so slow. But eventually the meaning of his words began to echo in my empty mind. Work at a club? Stripping? That sounded good to me. Everyone would get to see what a sexy bimbo slut I was.

      "Um, yeah," I said. "Like, totally. I'll be your stripped slut."

      "Perfect," he said, clapping and rubbing his hands together. "Get dressed and clean yourself up. I'm gonna stash you in my SUV while I recruit a couple more sluts."

      I grabbed my bikini off the floor and started pulling it on. I was a little sad to be covering my tits, but I knew this wasn't a nude beach. I couldn't go around topless, no matter how much I wanted to. But at a strip club, I'd always be taking off my clothes. That really was perfect.

      "But Michaela isn't a good stripper name," Keon said as I struggled to tie my bikini. "I think you're going to be Mika from now on."

      "Mika?" I said, letting the name roll around in my head. I smiled, liking how simple it was. And as a bimbo, I liked simple. "Yeah, okay, I'm, like, Mika now."

      And just like that, I made the change. Michaela was gone. I was Mika now.

      I wiped the cum off my chin with my fingers and then started sucking on them as Keon led me out of the hut and toward his SUV. I spotted an Asian man standing at the top of the beach, looking out at the ocean. Part of me wanted to call out to him, probably to convince him to go to the strip club so he could watch me dance. That had to be the reason, because I was pretty sure I hadn't sucked his cock before.

      Keon helped me into the back of the SUV. I sat there as he turned on the stereo, changing it to some sugary pop tune that just made me want to dance right there, forgetting everything else.

      "I'll be back with more sluts," Keon said. "Don't go anywhere."

      "Can I play with my pussy?" I asked.

      "Knock yourself out," he answered. "But stay the fuck here."

      As Keon went off to recruit more hotties like me, I took a moment to reflect on how my day had gone. I had gotten to suck a huge fucking black cock. And then that same cock fucked me so hard. Without anything else happening, I had to count that as a win. I didn't even bother to worry about how I got out to Bimbo Beach today. All I knew was how fitting it was, since I loved being a bimbo so much.
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      It was a beautiful morning. I pulled into the parking lot at Bimbo Beach, eager for the surfing lesson I was finally going to get from my friend, Michael. I let out a sigh, enjoying the view, the blue water crashing into the shore. Even in the car, I could hear the roaring waves.

      I parked right next to Michael's van. He wasn't inside and his surfboard wasn't on the roof or wedged into the back. That meant he was probably already out on the water. He was a diehard surfer and had warned me that he might get out here early to get started before he had to turn into an instructor.

      I climbed out of the car and walked out to the top of the beach, looking out for him. The beach was surprisingly quiet for a beautiful day like this. There were only three vehicles in the lot, including my car, Michael's van, and a big, black SUV with a gold grill.

      As I watched for Michael, the door to one of the changing huts slammed open. A big black man walked out with one of the hottest women I'd ever seen. She was white, with long blonde hair, and huge tits. She was one of those women who apparently gave this beach its name. She looked like a total bimbo.

      That was actually why we chose this beach. Neither of us had been here before, but it was known to have a lot of hot women hanging out and we both looked forward to possible hookups after our time in the water.

      Actually, Bimbo Beach had been the idea of our other friend, Pedro. He was supposed to join us as well, but I figured he wasn't actually interested in the surfing. He was also notoriously late to everything. He'd already been fired three times for being late to work. It was kind of a joke, but he kept finding ways to make money. He might not even be out of bed yet.

      The man helped the bimbo into the back of the SUV. He then stood out in front of the vehicle, watching the ocean.

      Awkwardness spread, with both of us standing there, only about twenty feet apart, looking out at the ocean.

      "Okay, Fen," I said quietly to myself, "just go out and paddle around for a bit until Michael shows himself."

      I returned to my car and unstrapped the surfboard I had rented from the roof rack. I pulled off my shirt and kicked off my sandals, leaving them in my car. Then I headed down the beach, ready to have some fun.

      As I walked down the beach, I imagined other women who looked like the blonde showing up over the course of the day, sunning themselves on the beach in skimpy bikinis. Maybe a few would start up some sort of beach volleyball game, their own volleyball-sized tits bouncing and jiggling as they played. My cock grew hard at the thought. I was certain that this would be a good day. And if I got lucky, my dry streak would be at an end.

      Putting thoughts of later out of my mind, I waded out into the ocean. Once the water was deep enough, I dropped the surfboard from my arms and then dove onto it, treating it like a bodyboard. I could get used to the size of the surfboard, without actually surfing, until Michael showed up, wherever he had gone off to.

      I paddled out, away from the beach. At the very least, I was going to get an upper body workout from all of this. I kept the board pointed into the waves, riding them like a boat headed out to sea. I didn't plan to go far, but I definitely wanted to enjoy myself.

      However, as I paddled, my arms started to feel weird. There was a weakness in my forearms and wrists.

      Wondering what was wrong, I sat up, straddling the surfboard, my lower legs dangling in the water. I held my hands up in front of my face, trying to figure out what was going on.

      "My hands," I gasped. They looked different, strange, feminine.

      My upper arms looked muscular and very male. But everything from the elbow down looked smaller and sleeker. My lower arms and hands looked so feminine. They were still dark, matching my Taiwanese heritage, but they looked so womanly.

      "What the hell?" I almost yelled. I felt like I had to be hallucinating.

      But before I could reason out what was happening, a big wave hit me from the side. My board had shifted direction, no longer pointed into the waves. And when this one crashed into me, I went toppling over, pushed off my surfboard, rolling through the water.

      As soon as I got my wits back about me, I kicked hard for the surface. I broke through into the air, gasping for air. I had been taken by complete surprise and nearly swallowed a mouthful of seawater when I had gotten toppled.

      My surfboard was connected to my ankle by the leash. It was close by and I grabbed onto it, clutching the board as I tried to regain my breath.

      "Fuck," I cursed, my voice sounding strained. I paid it no attention, still trying to overcome the weirdness with my arms.

      "Fuck," I cursed again when I saw my hands for a second time. They still looked just as small and feminine, but it was my nails. They were long, pushing well past my fingertips. And they were painted blue.

      I looked back toward shore, trying to work out what I should do. This wasn't supposed to happen. It had to be some strange hallucination. I knew Michael smoked weed and that sometimes weed could be laced with something, but I never partook. There was one time I tried an edible, but that was the first and last time I used it. And I was pretty sure I wouldn't feel something like that two years later.

      No, the answer was I was probably sick. And if that was the case, I needed to get out of the water. My day was done.

      I pulled myself back up onto the board, sitting on it, straddling it. I looked down at myself, just to make sure nothing else was wrong. But then I saw it.

      "Am I wearing a top?" I asked myself. I had been pretty sure I had been shirtless when I started out, but the top I had on hugged my chest, leaving my shoulders and lower torso bare.

      "Fuck," I said again as I gave up trying to think about it. I started to turn the board, wanting to head back to the beach.

      But before I could start paddling back, another wave hit me. It crashed over me, knocking me from the surfboard and sending me tumbling through the waves.

      I felt like I was rolling over and over again. My sense of up and down was completely shot. I just let the water currents carry me until I regained a sense of myself. When I finally figured out which way was up, I pushed toward the surface, swimming as hard as I could.

      I popped up, taking in a lungful of salty air after spitting out the mouthful of salt water. I grabbed onto my nearby board, thankful for its assistance so I didn't have to keep treading water.

      After a few moments of rest, I summoned the energy to pull myself back onto the surfboard. I try to pull myself up, but as soon as the edge hits my chest, I stop.

      "What the hell?" I ask, my voice sounding like I had never gone through puberty.

      I looked down to see myself wearing a blue bikini top. But more than that, the blue triangles of fabric were covering breasts.

      Fear lanced through my body. I released the board with one hand and reached down, grabbing my chest, hoping this was just a visual hallucination. It wasn't. My long-nailed fingers latched onto actual breast flesh, sticking off my body in a way I never could have expected.

      But then my hand moved down, across a taut midriff, finding myself wearing bikini bottoms.

      I let out a sigh as I found the bulge of my cock, held tight by the little swimwear. I didn't understand what was going on, but I was more sure than ever that I needed to return to shore. I was beginning to think this wasn't a hallucination, that this was real.

      I gave up on trying to get back onto my surfboard. Instead, I just started swimming. Waves crashed over me as I swam, towing the surfboard behind me, connected by the leash attached to my ankle.

      As I swam, I felt my body continue to shift and change. My breasts grew bigger. They were buoyant in the water, but I could still sense their mass on my chest, the size of them. None of this made any sense.

      I was halfway back to shore when I felt a shift between my legs. It took me a moment to even comprehend what I was feeling. I stopped and treaded water for a moment. I looked down into cleavage no man like me should have seen on my own chest. But then I reached down between my legs and knew the real truth. I wasn't a man anymore.

      "Fuck," I cried out as I started swimming toward shore again.

      My hair expanded out across my back, flowing in the water, getting longer and longer. There was a tightness in my lips I didn't want to comprehend. Everything about me was changing. I was turning into a woman like that bimbo I'd seen before.

      And suddenly it all dawned on me. There was a reason this beach was known for attracting so many hotties. Anyone who took a dip in the sea, let alone went out into the deep water, was changed.

      Worse, that bimbo I had seen before, coming out of the changing hut with the black man, might have been Michael. He had transformed, too. And Michael had not even recognized me. He was completely changed, in body and mind.

      I swam faster, hoping that my fate would not be the same, that I would not be completely reduced to a sexy bimbo, with only a desire to fuck on my mind. Just the thought of that, however, sent a new kind of warmth through me. Was this what female arousal felt like? Was I getting turned on from imagining myself turning into a dumb and horny bimbo?

      I knew I had shrunk in height. I had never been tall, but I was even shorter now, another change to my body. I was pretty sure I could have touched the bottom with my feet if I were my previous height. I was so close to dry land.

      But before I could reach the shore, one last wave hit me, dunking me under the water. And when it happened, as soon as my head was submerged, I felt a strange fog push through my mind. It scrubbed out my worries, my concerns, and most of my thoughts. It felt amazing, clearing out my head, leaving nothing but my horniness behind.

      As soon as I came back up, I sucked in a breath of air and then a giggle escaped my lips. My feet found the bottom and I stood up, wading out of the sea With a big smile on my face.

      I was soaking wet, but I felt so good. I reached up and hugged my big titties as they strained against my bikini, barely held in place. I pushed my wet hair out of my face. I couldn't help but smile.

      But as I started walking up the beach on my toes, I kept getting stuck. I looked over my shoulder and saw a bodyboard attached to my ankle.

      "Get off," I said as I bounced around, trying to kick it off. My tits jiggled as I jumped around, but I couldn't get the thing off.

      I finally reached down, my bubble butt pointing up toward the parking lot, pulling the stupid strap off my foot. But when I turned around and stood up straight, any remaining thoughts bouncing around my head going silent as I saw a big black man walking down the beach toward me. His head was clean shaven and he wore a shirt that was stretched by his impressive muscles, his shoulders wide enough to be two of me. And there was a bulge in his pants that made me lick my plump lips with obvious desire.

      "Fuck," I breathed as he approached. I felt like a deer in the headlights, but I was trapped in his gaze, amazed that such a hot and sexy man was interested in me.

      "You look like you had a good swim," the man said. "But I thought you might need this."

      The man held out a towel. For a brief moment I wondered if he had magically summoned it out of thin air, but then I realized I had been so taken in by his sexy body that I simply hadn't noticed the towel in his hands before.

      I giggled as I accepted the towel. I could be such a bimbo. But was there really anything better? I knew guys liked hot and horny girls like me. Who cared if I could barely think? Guys could do that for me. I was too sexy to be smart.

      "I'm Keon," the man said as I started drying my body with the towel. "What's your name?"

      "Fen," I said automatically. It wasn't very sexy or fun. It wasn't a good bimbo name. But it was what I had been named, being a name for both men and women where my family came from.

      "Naw, you look more like a Fanny," Keon said. "I'm gonna call you that."

      "You can call me anything you want," I said, happy to be Fanny. It was definitely a name that better fit a bimbo like me.

      I ran the towel over my hair, drying it out. I'd need a proper shower eventually, but getting dry was a good start, especially for what I hoped Keon would do to me. He was hot and I was horny. And even as I dried my hair and skin, I was wet where it counted.

      "Working with bimbos is so fucking easy," Keon said, chuckling to himself.

      I pushed my chest out, highlighting my big tits, letting out a giggle. "That's because we're easy and always horny to fuck."

      And it was true. I couldn't remember a time when I wasn't horny, when I wasn't aching for cock. My body was built for sex. I could feel it down to my bones.

      "Then how about you and I go up into one of the changing huts for a quick fuck?" Keon asked it as a question, but it felt more like a command. And there was no doubt in my mind that Keon could command me to do anything. He was the hottest man I could remember.

      I let loose another giggle, before I lustily bit my plump lower lip. "I want you so bad," I said, my voice husky and filled with need.

      Keon said nothing. Instead, he grabbed my hand and pulled me the rest of the way up the beach. We passed by three vehicles, a little car, a van, and a big, black SUV with a gold grill. He led me to one of the changing huts. The roof was made of grass and the walls were a weave of some sort of plant. There was a gap at the top of the walls, running almost all the way around, letting light into the hut.

      "This will do," Keon said as he pushed me into the little room. The floor was sandy, but there were benches.

      "Mmm", I practically moaned as I reached up behind my neck and began to untie my bikini. "How do you want me?"

      Keon pushed me up against the wall as his hands fell to my now bare tits. I giggled and then moaned, loving his rough treatment of my body.

      He slid his hand down my stomach until his fingers found the edge of my bikini. Keon pulled at the tie sides, releasing me completely from my itty bitty bikini. I was completely nude now, my body on full display. I could feel his bulge in his pants pressing against me. He was hard. I had made him hard. And I loved the idea of it all, knowing my body and turning him on. This was what I was built for. This was all I wanted, to be a silly and sexy bimbo who made men hard so they would fuck me.

      Keon turned me around and pushed me down onto the bench. I stuck my ass back at him, arching my back to make my bubble butt look even bigger. I just loved how curvy my body was, with wide hips and big butt, tapering to my little waist and then widening again with my big tits.

      Keon slapped my ass, making me jump and then moan. My pussy was absolutely dripping. I looked over my shoulder to see him freeing his cock from his pants. The moment he sprung into view, my eyes widened with shock. He was so big, like a great big python. I was vaguely aware that black men could be big, but I had never imagined just how big a black man could be. He was a monster. But he was a monster intent on fucking me and nothing could have pleased me more.

      With his cock free, Keon stepped forward, grabbing hold of my hips. He held on tight as he placed his cock head at the entrance to my pussy.

      "Oh god!" I cried out as I felt him pushing inside of me. "It's so big! How does it ever fit?"

      "Just relax," Keon replied as he continued to push deeper into me, stretching me. There was pain from his size, but that pain was soon replaced with a pleasure I had never imagined before. Pure erotic stash filled me as he pushed himself inside me, filling up to the hilt.

      I gasped as he stopped moving and held still deep within me. I held onto the bench, unable to move while I was impaled on him.

      "So much," I whispered. "I've never felt so full. You are huge."

      Keon chuckled and nodded his head as he gripped my hips tightly. "Yeah, I am big. That's why I love fucking you."

      He didn't say anything else. Instead, he slid his cock out until only the head was still inside of me. His retreat left me feeling so empty. It was almost like a sadness filled me in his place.

      But that sadness was soon chased away as he slammed himself back inside of me.

      "Holy shit," I screamed as he began to fuck me, hard and fast. He pounded into me from behind. It was like a jackhammer. I could hear myself screaming loudly and knew that anyone close enough would be able to hear us. But that didn't matter. All that mattered was that Keon was slamming his massive cock into me and giving me exactly what I needed: a hard pounding fuck.

      His pace picked up. He fucked me harder than I had ever imagined before. My pussy clung to his dick like a glove as he drove into me over and over again. My screams grew louder, but made mess and less sense until I was left a moaning mess, my body almost going limp as he continued to piston his gigantic cock in and out of me.

      "Fuck, you're a hot piece of ass," Keon said as he gave my ass a slap.

      I perked up, finding a second wind. My long nails dug into the wooden bench beneath me as I got into the action, pushing back to meet his thrusts. "Fuck me, baby," I pleaded as I tried to match his rhythm.

      Keon laughed. "What do you think I'm doing? I'm ruining your pussy for any other man."

      And it was true. I would gladly fuck any other man who wanted me, which my goal was to be all of them, but I couldn't imagine a bigger man, a bigger cock, would ever find its way inside of me.

      "Yes, yes," I moaned as he kept pumping into me. "Your big black cock is destroying my poor Asian pussy."

      My words caused Keon to laugh once more. Then he slowed his movements and leaned down to kiss my neck. I let out a sigh as he played my body like a musical instrument. He kept driving the erotic energy in my body to ever higher heights, filling me up until I felt ready to burst, desperate to climax.

      "Please," I managed, begging for release.

      "When I'm ready," Keon countered.

      He increased his pace again, pounding me hard and fast. Every inch of my body felt stretched beyond capacity, but I couldn't help but enjoy every minute of it.

      "Do you want this?" Keon growled into my ear.

      "God, yes!" I screamed. "I want you so bad! Fuck me with that huge cock of yours!"

      Keon laughed. "Well, if you insist..."

      He slammed his cock inside of me one last time and then erupted, spraying his load deep inside of me. I squealed with delight, reveling in the sensation of his hot seed flooding my insides.

      It was what I needed to push me over the edge. I screamed out as my body shook, my orgasm racing through my body like a lightning bolt. My vision turned white, the room disappearing as the pleasure inundated my mind. I couldn't see, I couldn't smell, I couldn't think. There was just the pleasure of my body as Keon pumped rope after rope of his cum inside of me.

      It was Keon pulling his cock out of me that drew me out of my cum drunk stupor. I found myself still on my hands and knees, perched on the bench, swaying slightly, barely able to hold myself up.

      "Lick me clean," Keon ordered.

      I scrambled off the bench, my big tits almost making me topple over. I kneeled at Keon's feet, only realizing what I'd done as my tongue reached out to lick his cock.

      The taste of our combined juices was one of the best things I had ever tasted. I ran my tongue over every inch of his cock, cleaning him completely. I even licked his balls, making sure not to miss anything. Once I had cleaned everything up, I sat up on my heels and gazed up at him with sexual adoration. My pussy continued to throb and ache from his rough fucking with that huge cock of his, but it was a sensation that felt so good. It made me feel complete.

      "You're amazing," Keon told me. "And you're going to be even more amazing when I put you to work at the strip club I'm opening. You're the second bimbo stripper I've recruited."

      I beamed at being called amazing. I lived for compliments like that. I wasn't smart enough to understand my own worth and needed men to tell me how good I was, how sexy I was. But I couldn't help but pout as I tried to think through what he was telling me. He wanted me to work at a strip club?

      There was a little voice that pushed through the fog in my mind, trying to tell me that being a stripper was demeaning. But then my bimbo side countered with the fact there would be lots of horny men who would ogle my big tits and my bubble butt and they would want to fuck me, whether or not that was allowed.

      With that understanding, how could I say no? This was clearly what was my best option. And working under Keon and his big cock would be even better.

      "That sounds so sexy," I said. "I'm in."

      "Get dressed and follow me."

      I hurried to put my bikini back on. I could have made it better fitting, but it was more important to be fast. It wasn't like I was going to be immediately placed on stage.

      Fully covered, but just barely, I tripped over myself to follow Keon out of the changing hut. Since we went inside, the beach had started to fill up with people. There were a lot of women with big tits, wearing itty bitty bikinis like me. But I felt good knowing Keon had chosen me.

      He led me toward the black SUV. There was another man standing nearby, looking out toward the ocean. He wore a pair of swim trunks and nothing else. While Keon was big and covered in rippling muscles, this other man was lean, but still strong looking. I wondered if he was here with Keon. The other man’s skin was dark, although not as dark as Keon’s skin. I was definitely game to be double teamed. Even with my pussy still aching, I'd gladly go again. And I had two other holes available.

      The other man leered at me, making me feel warm. However, when he spotted Keon, he averted his eyes. It was then that I knew this other man wasn't with Keon. He was just another man, enjoying my sexy body.

      Keon opened a rear door of the SUV and I was stunned to find another woman inside. She was a blonde bimbo, wearing a pink bikini. She sat there with her hand down her panties. She was masturbating.

      "Fanny, this is Mika, another one of my new strippers," Keon said. "Mika, this is Fanny. Now you two stay put in the SUV. I've got at least one more bimbo to recruit. This beach is magic."

      I climbed into the SUV, following Keon's instructions. He shut the door behind me, locking me inside with this other hottie.

      "Hi," Mika said, her fingers still in her bikini bottoms, still moving.

      "Hi," I said in return. "You're hot."

      "So are you," Mika said. "Did Keon just fuck you?"

      I nodded my head, my mind going back to the overwhelming pleasure I felt while his huge cock was inside of me.

      "Can I..." Mika said, pausing, looking unsure of herself. It was so cute, seeing her struggle for words. She was definitely a bimbo, just like me. "Can I lick your pussy? I just love the taste of Keon's cum."

      "Yes," I squealed as I pulled at the sides of my bikini. Before I knew it, Mika dived down between my legs and started slurping at my pussy, sucking the cum out of me.

      I started moaning as I ran my fingers through Mika's long, blonde hair. Even though she was really trying to eat the cum out of me, her tongue still felt divine, taking occasional side trips up to lick my clit.

      But I wasn't satisfied just receiving pleasure. My body moved without me even needing to think about it. Suddenly I was on top as we ended up in a sixty-nine position. I pulled at Mika's bikini, removing it, revealing her wet and hairless pussy.

      I was grinding my pussy on Mika's face as her tongue darted inside of me. And I was soon returning the favor, diving in and licking her pussy.

      But the moment I tasted a man's cum, I raised my head. "You bimbo slut. You fucked Keon, too."

      Mika didn't answer, but I felt her nod her head beneath me. But she didn't stop her ministrations. I let out a moan as I felt another orgasm approaching. Before it could hit me though, I dived back between Mika's legs, eager to give as good as I received.

      Time lost all meaning as we ate each other out. I moaned into her pussy as she made me cum. And then I felt her moan into my pussy when she made me cum. We were both insatiable. And we kept going, even after we had sucked out all Keon's cum we could manage. We were insatiable, just to sluts, happy to lose ourselves in pleasure.

      Had we not been ordered to stay in the SUV by Keon, I'm sure we would have eventually stopped so we could wander back out onto the beach, enjoying the sun and people's eyes on us. I figured a pair of bimbo sluts like us would draw a lot of attention. Men would flock to use from up and down the beach.

      It was actually a good idea for the both of us to become strippers. As bimbos, we were completely willing to give ourselves away for free. But with Keon at the helm, he would channel our overt sexiness so that we could also get paid. That was so smart of him. That way we could afford sexy clothes to wear to entice even more men.

      I looked up for a moment when I heard a car door slam. I could see someone nearby, having just gotten out of their car. They walked right by us, but they couldn't see us through the tinted windows. I was sure we would have put on quite a show if people could actually see us. Keon could charge people money to watch Mika and me eat each other out, cumming our brains out over and over again.

      And all of this was thanks to being a sexy bimbo. I couldn't remember how I'd come to be at Bimbo Beach anymore, but things like memories didn't matter when I was such a sexy bimbo. And when there was another sexy bimbo eating me out, it was even better. I lowered my head again, eager to keep licking my new best friend. We knew nothing about each other beyond our names and that we were both bimbos, but that was all that really mattered. I couldn't wait to join Mika on stage, dancing at a strip club, teasing men before Keon fucked me afterward. I couldn't imagine a better life.
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      I had little interest in surfing. It just wasn't my style. So when I got roped into joining Michael and Fen for some time surfing, with Fen getting a lesson from Michael, I specifically decided to show up late.

      I knew Michael would arrive early. The man loved surfing like it was his religion. Fen was a man who always showed up on time. I, on the other hand, was a man who made a living out of being fashionably late. It was probably that I was just lazy, a regular procrastinator, but it made me look good, so I ran it with the idea of being fashionable in my lateness.

      Of course, it had been my idea to make the trip out to Bimbo Beach. It was known to be popular with hot women. And since I had little interest in surfing, I wanted to make sure I got laid out of it.

      My plan was to show up late, take a dip in the ocean, sans surfboard, and then find a hot chick or two to take home so I could bang her, or their, brains out. And if I got to hang out with my friends for a bit, all the better. But this was definitely a trip I made for my dick.

      When I arrived at Bimbo Beach, the parking lot was already filling up. I spotted Michael's van and Fen's car. Neither had a surfboard in or on them, so I figured they were already making waves on the beach. I got out of my car and kicked off my sandals and then tossed my shirt onto the driver's seat. That left me wearing yellow swim trunks. They weren't the board shorts that surfers wore. These were more like what a dark skinned James Bond would wear when walking out of the ocean after a swim, with lean muscles on complete display.

      Not that I would ever be in the running to play James Bond. I wasn't British enough. I wasn't American enough for some people either. My accent was a mix of Spanish and Caribbean English, making it almost impossible for people to tell where I was really from. And I wasn't someone who immediately volunteered that information either.

      I walked out to the edge of the parking lot, overlooking the beach. There weren't really any people in the water. It was mostly sexy women setting up for a day spent sunning themselves on the beach, most of them wearing skimpy bikinis that barely covered their almost universally big tits. I couldn't help but smile as I looked on, enjoying the view. There were a lot of beaches, but this one truly was special, all because of all the sexy women who congregated here.

      The sound of orgasmic screams came out of the nearest changing hut. I smirked, knowing what was happening. Given the people who frequented this beach, I was sure those huts got a lot of use for more than just changing clothes. I also appreciated how no one around even batted an eye at the obvious misuse of the hut. That had to mean good things for me and my chances of snagging a hot chick for myself.

      I stood there, scanning the ocean, looking for my friends. I felt it necessary to at least make contact with them before I left them to surf. I wasn't a bad friend.

      However, there was no sign of them. Their vehicles were here, so I knew they couldn't have left. Maybe they had gone further down the beach, the waves being better for lessons there. Or maybe I was so late they had already turned to picking up chicks. Maybe they were in the changing hut, double teaming that slut who I heard screaming?

      But then the changing hut door opened and a short Asian chick with huge tits in a tiny blue bikini stumbled out in front of a big black man. It seemed I wasn't the only one with the idea of picking up chicks, because he led the girl to a black SUV. It was noticeable, because it had a gold grill.

      The well muscled man stood there with the back door of the SUV open, talking to the Asian chick and someone else who was inside. I thought I caught a glimpse of blonde hair. He had two hot chicks? And the one in the car didn't mind waiting for him to bang the Asian chick? These were my kind of women.

      Eventually the man put the Asian woman in the back and closed the door. Then he walked out to the edge of the parking lot, just like me, watching the scene below. We nodded to each other, but his presence bothered me. It wasn't because he was black. I was half black. No, there was a predatory look in his eye whenever our gazes met. I decided it was best to leave him be while I went down onto the beach.

      I walked through the soft sand, still looking for any sign of Michael or Fen. I spotted two bodyboards that had been abandoned by their owners. I knew they couldn't belong to Michael or Fen, because they were too small to be surfboards.

      I nodded and winked in the direction of several chicks I came across on my walk down toward the water. They smiled and seemed to giggle at me. They posed their bodies, showing off. These weren't just hot chicks. They were horny bimbos. That made it all the better. None of them were women I'd want to introduce to family, but they would make for good lays when I finished my swim.

      I walked out into the ocean, wading in until the cool water was up to my belly-button. Then I dove in, the water deep enough for me to properly swim as I cut through the waves. My plan wasn't to go out too far, but I wanted to have some proper depth beneath me before I started swimming around, floating, and all the other fun stuff.

      When I finally felt like I was far enough from shore, I pulled up and treaded water for a moment. I checked out my surroundings, hoping I might be able to spot Michael or Fen from out here. Instead, I looked back at the shore and saw it moving away from me at rapid speed.

      "Fuck," I said to myself. "Pedro, you got yourself caught in a fucking riptide."

      This was a new experience, but I'd read about riptides before. They were currents that could pull someone out to sea, no matter how hard they tried to swim back to shore.

      But there was a solution. Riptides were usually pretty narrow. The way to get out of it was to swim parallel to shore until I stopped getting sucked out to sea. Once I was free from the current, I could swim back without issue.

      So instead of panicking, I did what I needed to do. I started swimming. At first, I continued to be pulled away from shore. I kept an eye on everything, keeping my wits about me. As long as I stayed calm and followed the coastline, I knew I would be fine.

      It took a few minutes before I felt as if the shoreline was not slipping away from me. But I didn't immediately stop. I wanted to give myself extra space, just in case. I didn't want to accidentally swim back into the riptide current.

      Once I felt confident I was free, I pulled up and tread water for a moment, resting a bit before I started my swim back to shore. I was a fit man, but I was out much farther than I had planned and I didn't want to run out of energy before I got there. This wasn't a beach with a lifeguard. And I doubted the bimbos on the beach were in a position to save me if I needed it.

      But when I spotted my hands, I knew something was wrong. I pulled my right hand out of the water and noticed how feminine my hand looked. I even had long nails, painted yellow, like it was matching my swim trunks.

      "What the fuck?" I said as a real feeling of panic hit me.

      I looked down and was faced with an even stranger sight. I had cleavage. I had tits. They were hugged tightly by a yellow bikini. I thought I had been shirtless when I entered the water. Had I been wearing a man-bikini or something? I was vaguely aware of those things existing, although I had never understood why.

      I reached down into the water, finding my swimsuit was a tiny pair of briefs, my cock and balls hugged tightly by the material. At least that was as it should be. Everything seemed so strange.

      "I have to get back to shore," I said as I immediately started swimming toward the beach. Something strange was happening to me, but I couldn't deal with it until I was back on dry land. Letting myself panic would only make this situation worse.

      I swam with all my might, fully motivated to return to shore. But as I swam, I could sense my body changing. Even though my new breasts were surprisingly buoyant, I could still feel them growing, the drag they produced in the water.

      And I could feel my hair growing longer. My once incredibly short hair now seemed to flow out behind me, sticking to my back when I rose out of the water and floating behind me when I submerged.

      "Come on, Pedro," I said to myself, urging myself onward. I was making progress. But so was my body. I could feel myself weakening, my body losing muscle mass.

      And then it felt like there was a sudden pop. I didn't dare reach down between my legs, but I had a feeling that would only confirm the truth I felt inside of me. My cock was gone. I didn't know if it had been replaced by anything, but I could easily imagine a pussy there instead of a cock.

      And then it all dawned on me. I understood why they called this place Bimbo Beach. There was something about the water. It turned people into bimbos. Women saw fewer changes, their bodies becoming more voluptuous, at least in the realm of tits and ass. Men, however, went through the same changes, but they also transformed into women. I had transformed into a woman. My only hope was to make it back to shore before I was turned into a giggling and horny bimbo with no memory of my male self.

      Just as I got close to shore, one last wave crashed over me. I felt myself getting overwhelmed, the water pushing me below the surface. And at the same time, a fog crept into my mind. I fought my way toward the surface, but the fog became a torrent as it filled my mind. When I finally broke through into the warm sunlight, there was a happy smile on my face.

      My feet finally found the sandy beach beneath me and I started walking out of the waves. I looked down at my big titties and giggled, loving how sexy I was. I looked around the beach, hoping to find a hot guy, but there were mostly women. That was cool, too. I wasn't about to turn down sex with another hottie like me, but I was really craving cock. I couldn't even remember how long it had been since I had been properly fucked, but I was sure that just meant it had been too long.

      When I finally emerged from the water, I nearly tripped over someone's bodyboard. It had just been totally abandoned on the sand. I hoped that meant there was a man about.

      And then I looked up and there was a man. He was a big, muscular black man with a shaved head. His wide shoulders tapered down in the shape of a V to his waist. His arms were corded with muscle. And I was sure he had a washboard six-pack. Just seeing him made me wet and eager. He was walking toward me with a focused gaze, staring straight into me. And he carried a towel. He knew just what I needed.

      "Here," the man said, holding out the towel. His voice was deep and rumbled in my chest. If I wasn't already soaked, his voice alone would have made me ready to fuck.

      I giggled as I accepted the towel. "Thanks," I said, my voice high pitched and breathy. I sounded so sexy.

      "I'm Keon," he said.

      As I started rubbing the towel against my body, I tried to think of my name. I was pretty sure it started with a P. "I'm, um, Pe..." why couldn't I remember? I was such a bimbo, not even remembering my own name.

      "I'm going to call you Penny," Keon said. "And as soon as you're dry, I'm going to take you up to one of the changing huts and give you a good fuck. You look like you need it."

      I bit my lower lip as my gaze traveled down Keon's body, focusing in on the bulge in his pants. He looked so big. It took me a moment to figure out what he had planned for me. There was a tiny voice somewhere inside my head that told me fucking a guy I just met was bad and that I shouldn't do what he said, but it was so easy to ignore it. This guy was so hot and so confident, and I was such a bimbo. It was only right for me to do what he said. And I was so horny. I wanted to fuck him.

      I finally giggled before I answered. "I love the name. And I can't wait for you to fuck me."

      Keon led me up the beach as I used the towel to dry off as much as possible. The parking lot was full of cars as lots of other hotties took to the beach. I imagined it would be a lot of fun to lay out in the sun after Keon finished fucking me. That was assuming I didn't do such a good job that he wanted me to be his sugar baby or something like that.

      By the time we made it inside the changing hut, I was mostly dry. My hair was still damp, but with such long hair, that was expected. I dropped the towel on the bench and then sat down, looking up at Keon with lust-filled eyes.

      "How do you want me?" I asked.

      He smiled. "You'll see. Now, take off that bikini and lie back."

      There was no way I could refuse him, even if I wanted to. My submissive nature told me to do everything Keon told me. His words were like law. He was so powerful and I couldn't wait for him to completely destroy me, fucking me into oblivion.

      I reached up and untied the strap that went behind my neck. Once free, the two triangles of my bikini dropped, revealing my big tits to the warm air in the hut. I giggled as I reached behind me, tugging at the know across my back, fully removing my bikini top.

      Next, I pulled at the tie sides of my bikini bottoms, pulling them free, leaving me completely bare for this stud of a man.

      "Do you like what you see?" I asked as I shimmied my shoulders back and forth, making my big tits jiggle.

      Keon chuckled. "Of course I do," he replied. "Now spread your legs."

      I did as instructed, spreading my legs apart slightly as I rested my hands on my knees. My pussy was dripping with excitement. I could barely contain myself.

      "Lie back," Keon ordered. "Let me see how wet you are."

      I complied, lying back onto the bench, putting my hands on my midriff as I stared up at him. He moved closer and knelt down beside me. With his hand, he ran it along my slit, causing me to gasp softly.

      "Your cunt is soaking," he said. "Are you ready to take my big, black cock?"

      I moaned deeply. "Yes! Please!"

      Keon wiped his hand clean of my juices on the towel beneath me and then pulled at his belt. The moment his cock sprang into view, I let out a loud gasp. I had assumed he was big, but I hadn't known he was that big.

      Keon stepped between my legs where they hung off the end of the bench. He leaned down over me, lining his cock up with my slit. Our eyes met and I couldn't look away.

      "Holy fuck," I screamed as he slammed his cock into me. This was no test to see if I could take his girth. He just went for it with one hard stroke until he was completely buried inside of me, stretching me to the edge of my limits.

      "You like having my fat cock in you, don't you?"

      I nodded, unable to speak through my panting breaths.

      "Say it. I want to hear you."

      "I love it," I moaned.

      "That's a good girl. Say it again."

      "I love your cock."

      Keon laughed. "Good answer. You're doing great. So tell me, Penny, have you ever sucked dick before?"

      My brain was an absolute blank. There was just Keon's cock. I knew he asked me a question, but I couldn't imagine how to answer. But I was a bimbo and a horny slut. That meant I had to sucked cock before, even if the last time I did it was currently lost to me.

      I nodded my head, licking my lips.

      Keon smiled knowingly. "You're gonna be a star." Then he started fucking me properly, my body finally adjusting to his girth. He pulled his huge cock back until just the head was still inside of me. And then he slammed it home again. He sawed in and out of my pussy, leaving me a moaning mess. I loved being fucked by this big black man. It felt so amazing.

      I was gasping heavily as my orgasm built. My arousal, the heat inside of me, just kept building and building as he used my body like a sex doll, pounding my pussy without any care for me or my pleasure. But that only made it hotter. That turned me on all the more.

      Each thrust of his cock pushed the air out of my lungs, barely giving me time to suck in more air before he was pushing it out of me again. My tits stuck up off my chest, bouncing and jiggling from his rough and forceful movements. Each time he drove himself deep into my pussy, I groaned loudly, feeling every inch of him slide past my walls.

      Then, suddenly, I came, without warning. I screamed out loud as the climax hit me like a tidal wave. It washed over me like nothing I had experienced before. It was better than anything I'd ever felt. I had never cum so powerfully.

      But Keon showed no signs of slowing. As I gasped and spammed beneath him, he kept fucking me. When I finally caught my breath and recovered some semblance of normality, he had already filled my body with more arousal. My body ached for more. The dam filled right back up, a huge reservoir of erotic energy. The pressure was building and building with each incredible thrust, pistoning his huge cock in and out of my pussy.

      "I want you to cum with me," Keon growled, his voice so deep and possessive.

      "Yes," I moaned, barely able to speak.

      He kept pounding me, pushing me to my limits. And then he roared as his cock surged with cum. He blasted my insides with a heavy dose of hot, white seed.

      And I was cumming, too. It felt like a dam breached, flooding my body with pleasure. My eyes rolled up into the back of my head as it felt like fireworks were blasting off in my head, leaving me seeing stars.

      My chest was still heaving when I came to my senses. I looked up at Keon through my long lashes. He had fucked me so good, but I wasn't satisfied. I was still hungry for more. And I had two other holes, plus my tits, for him to fuck.

      "Get up," Keon said.

      I scrambled to my feet, not knowing what Keon wanted from me next. Could he fuck me again so soon?

      He grabbed the towel off the bench and cleaned his cock with it, removing my juices from himself so he could put his cock away. I reached down and grabbed the bits of my bikini, assuming this was the end of our tryst.

      "Don't worry about putting that back on," Keon said as he tossed the towel at me. "Just wrap yourself in that."

      I giggled as I caught the towel and started wrapping it around my big titties. It was barely long enough to also cover my now well-used pussy. I kept the bikini balled up in my hands, not wanting to lose the only outfit I could ever remember wearing.

      "I'm going to take you to my new strip club," Keon explained as he led me out of the changing hut. "I've recruited two other girls and you're my third. You're going to come work for me as a stripper."

      "Ooh, that sounds fun," I cooed, unable to think of a reason I wouldn't want to work at a strip club. The thought of all those men looking at my sexy body, wanting to fuck me, turned me on so much. Was there anything better? And as long as at least some of them actually got to use my body, I would be a happy bimbo.

      Keon led me to an SUV. It was black with a gold grill. I assumed that meant Keon was rich or something. It was definitely hot to know my new boss could be flashy like that.

      As soon as Keon opened the door, I saw the two girls in the backseat, eating each other out. There was a big Asian butt pointing at us. Keon waited a moment, letting the two bimbos realize they were no longer alone. Two wet bimbo faces looked at us.

      "Penny, this is Fanny and Mika," Keon said. "They're your fellow recruits. Mika is the blonde."

      "Hi," I said, giving the two girls a little wave. "I'm Penny."

      Keon pushed me forward, making me climb into the back seat. I expected the other two bimbos to make room for me, but they made me climb into the middle, into the bitch seat.

      Keon closed the door and then walked away. I had no idea what he was doing now, but I was a little distracted by the two hotties on either side of me.

      "Did Keon fuck you?" Mika asked.

      I nodded my head.

      "Can we suck the cum out of your pussy?" Fanny asked.

      It only took me a moment to make that decision. I understood these two girls were bimbos, just like me, but now I knew we were going to be the best of friends.

      "Of course," I said with a giggle. "Bimbos share."

      The two girls dove onto me. One went for my pussy and the other pulled the towel away and started playing with my tits.

      I threw my head back, moaning, as the pleasure hit me. "Fuck," I cried out, long and low.

      A moment later, Keon climbed into the driver's seat. He had a phone pressed to his ear as he chuckled. "Yeah, these girls are insatiable," he said. "They're eating the third girl out. It's fucking hot. I'm so glad this place exists. But I'm gonna need you to bring your crew out to Bimbo Beach. The cars need handling. I've marked them. They're late models, so if you need extra funds to cover the chop, come by the club. I'm sure the girls will be happy to provide some special services." There was a pause. "Swing by any time, bro."

      Keon ended the call and then turned on the SUV, the big engine rumbling to life. And then we were off, headed to his strip club, each of us eager to begin our new lives.

      Not that I was paying much attention. Mika and Fanny switched back and forth, taking turns between sucking on my pussy and playing with my tits, sucking on my nipples. Keon's cum didn't last for long, but they kept going, fully enjoying their work. And I enjoyed it, too. I came over and over again. If I had any brain cells after Keon fucked me, I was pretty sure Mika and Fanny took care of the rest.

      Eventually we arrived at the club. A big sign hung above the entrance: Club Bimbo. The neon letters glowed red in the dark night sky, announcing the presence of the strip club. Inside, it was pretty quiet, but the club hadn't actually opened yet. We were the first three dancers.

      "Take a shower and then get dressed. I want you ready to go on stage for a test dance as soon as possible."

      All three of us scurried into the changing room. It was big and a single room, but that was no problem for us. It just made it more fun.

      Since I was only wearing a towel, I was the first to get into the shower. The hot spray washing off the salt from the ocean and my own juices felt wonderful against my skin. If I hadn't already cum about a million times in the car, I would have needed to masturbate in the shower.

      By the time Mika and Fanny joined me in the showers, I was done. I grabbed a clean towel and dried myself off. There was a hairdryer nearby, attached to the wall by a cord. I used that to blow out my long, dark hair.

      Then I sat down at the vanity, still naked. I sat there for a moment, trying to remember the last time I put makeup on. Then I giggled to myself, knowing how much of a bimbo I was. I always wanted to look my best, so I always wore makeup. It was obvious.

      It took a few minutes to apply everything. I was going for a bold look that would look good under the lights on stage. Once satisfied, I went to the wardrobe room, a really big closet filled with outfits in bimbo sizes, perfect for big titties.

      By the time I walked out on stage, I wore a vest and skirt that had snaps to make it easy to remove. I also wore a thong, which I would enjoy taking off, if I was allowed. My shoes were clear plastic stripper shoes, with a gigantic platform and needle-like stiletto heels. They felt completely natural on my feet.

      The lights were bright, but I could hear Keon and his friends and other staff cheer when I walked out. A song started to play over the loudspeaker and I did what I was supposed to do. I started dancing.

      The best part about being a stripper was I could really lean into my slutty side, grabbing my tits and twerking my ass to the beat of the music. There was a pole there and I used it a little, but I didn't trust myself on it enough to do more than just swing around it.

      And slowly, but surely, I removed my clothes. My skirt came off first, revealing my sexy little thong. Then after a while I ripped off my top, revealing my big titties to everyone in the club. The hoots and hollers filled me with so much pride. They really loved my body.

      I then finished off the song by pulling down my thong and flinging it into the crowd, baring myself in all my bimbo glory.

      When the song ended, Keon appeared at the front of the stage. He waved me down. "There are some guys I want you to meet."

      I jumped down, without a second thought, excited for what this could mean. Keon led me into the small audience as Mika walked out on stage. And it was right then that I knew I was going to love this job. This was perfect for a bimbo like me. There was no better life. Whatever my life was like before this, I was happy for everything that had happened, leading me to this place. I was a sexy bimbo and that was all that mattered.
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