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   “I know I already asked you a million times, but…what do you want for Christmas, James?”
 
   I was curled up on the couch with my cute boyfriend. In our cozy sweaters, hands gripping mugs of cocoa, we were the embodiment of picturesque young love on Christmas Eve.
 
   “I told you a million times, babe. I don’t want anything but you!” He gave me a kiss and I sighed exasperated.
 
   I didn’t believe him. I knew that there must be something James wanted that he wasn’t telling me. We hadn’t made love in a long time, and wrapping my arms around him, I whispered in his ear, “I have an idea. Let’s go upstairs…”
 
   James gently pushed me away. “I’m tired, Bianca! I had a busy week, and all I want to do now is chill out. Is that okay?”
 
   I rolled my eyes. “Whatever.” I didn’t believe him. Occasionally, I tried to initiate sex, but he often said no. I wondered if James was still attracted to me. Our relationship had become “comfortable.” Both of us were so busy with work, by the time we got home, we were usually too tired to have fun in bed. Even worse, James didn’t give me compliments anymore. I knew I wasn’t the most beautiful girl in the world, but it would have been nice for him to tell me I was sexy once in a while.
 
   James turned on the TV and flipped through the channels before finally stopping. I watched his eyes — they seemed to light up suddenly. I turned to see what he was looking at and nearly spit out my cocoa. On the screen was a trashy reality show starring a woman who was so artificial, she looked like she was made of plastic. She was a typical blonde, busty bimbo with an airbrushed tan, pouty lips, and a grating, high-pitched voice that made her sound like an idiot. Her clothes were so tight, they may have been painted on. She had big, fake boobs, a tiny waist, and a huge ass (which was probably also fake).
 
   As the woman teetered across the screen in her stilettos, I said to James, “You like this show, huh?”
 
   He cleared his throat nervously. “Sometimes.”
 
   “Why do you like it?” I asked, maintaining my composure.
 
   James shrugged. “It’s funny, I guess.”
 
   Yeah. Funny. Uh-huh…sure. James didn’t change the channel. He stared, mesmerized by the bimbo’s curves and her braindead, vapid personality. I couldn’t believe that James liked dumb girls like that. After all, I was the total opposite — smart, hard-working, and sensible. I also felt a little insecure as I realized that I looked nothing like that slut. I was a skinny, flat-chested girl with mousy brown hair and pale skin.
 
   “Do you think she’s pretty?” I probed. “Be honest.”
 
   James said carefully, “She’s hot, but obviously, she’s not real. She’s just a fantasy.” He turned to me. “Bianca…are you jealous or something?”
 
   I couldn’t lie to him. “Maybe. Just a little bit.”
 
   He sighed. “Babe, you have no reason to be jealous of a person on a TV show. She’s not real. You are.”
 
   I stood up. “I think I should go home. We have to go to that Christmas party at Ryan and Melanie’s house, and I need to make some cookies.”
 
   “Bianca, don’t get mad at me!” he protested. “You always start fights over nothing.”
 
   “No, I don’t!” I said. “I’ll see you tomorrow.” I marched to the front door. I foolishly hoped that my boyfriend would jump off the couch to follow me, but he stayed on the couch, one eye on the TV.
 
   “I’ll pick you up at at noon!” he called.
 
   “Sure,” I muttered. “Merry Christmas!”
 
   He probably thought I was being silly, but in my opinion, it was quite revealing that my boyfriend would rather watch a sexy bimbo on TV than have sex with his real, live girlfriend. Once I got home, I made my Christmas cookies and got ready for bed. I analyzed my face and body in the bathroom mirror. I really was sick of being boring, sensible Bianca. A strange thought crossed my mind…what would I look like with big tits, a nice ass, and long, blonde hair? Would James be excited about my body then?
 
   It was a silly notion. I brushed the thought aside and climbed into bed.
 
   When I was younger, I had believed in Christmas miracles. Although I was old enough to know better, I closed my eyes and whispered, “Dear Santa Claus…if you’re real, could you please grant my wish? I want to look and act just like that bimbo on TV. I want big boobs and a tiny waist and a hot ass. And long legs! I know it’s stupid, but I want my boyfriend to be attracted to me. If you could turn me into a blonde bimbo for one day…just one day…”
 
   I was exhausted, and my mind started to wander. But I had made my wish. It was ridiculous, of course. I knew, logically, that Santa wasn’t real and that I was never going to be hot. Still, it was worth a shot.
 
    
 
   The next morning, I opened my eyes and sat up to stretch. I felt like there were weights attached to my chest. I glanced down and nearly screamed. I wasn’t flat-chested anymore. No…my breasts were as big as watermelons, and my loose sleeping shirt was stretched tightly over my chest. I squeezed them through my shirt. They were firm and perky and perfect. Was I dreaming?
 
   I scratched my head and some of my hair fell in front of my face. I gasped. I wasn’t a mousy brunette anymore. I had long, flowing golden tresses. I looked at my arms — my sin wasn’t pale, either. It was a nice, golden tan.
 
   I threw off the covers and grinned at the sight of my long, luscious legs. Slowly, I climbed out of bed and headed to the bathroom so I could examine my body from all angles. My waist seemed smaller, my hips wider, my ass rounder. I ran my hands over every inch of my voluptuous curves and tossed my long hair. Even my lips were fuller. Every part of me had become sexy overnight.
 
   “My wish came true!” I breathed. I clutched my throat, shocked — what was wrong with my voice? It was high and airy. I almost wanted to cry, but all I could do was laugh. And when I laughed, I sounded like even more of an airhead. I had never giggled like that before.
 
   “I wonder what James will think of me now,” I said.
 
   Dimly, I recalled that we were going to a Christmas party. It was hard to think logically. My brain was scrambled. The moment I started to think about James, the harder it was to focus. All I wanted to do was fuck him. I had never felt so horny in the morning before.
 
   I glanced at the clock. James was picking me up at noon. I didn’t have much time. I took off my shirt and my panties and jumped into the shower, running my soapy wash cloth over my sexy curves. My skin was incredibly sensitive now. Every time I touched my nipples, they got hard instantly. And when I ran the washcloth gently over my pussy, I nearly squealed with pleasure. My sex drive was higher than ever before. I couldn’t wait for my boyfriend to fuck me with his big cock. I wanted to feel him inside me so badly…
 
   I shaved my pussy and hopped out of the shower, blow drying my long hair. I put on my sexiest lingerie — a black bra and thong set — and slipped into the red velvet dress I had planned to wear on Christmas Day. This dress used to hang on my body; now, it was skintight and hugged my tits and ass tightly. My ample cleavage spilled out over the top of the dress. I looked like a total whore now — perfect!
 
   Then, I decided to complete my look by applying make-up. I had always been conservative about cosmetics, but now that I was sexy, I wanted to make myself even hotter. I caked my face with make-up, lining my eyes, arching my brows, and painting my lips red.
 
   My cell phone rang. It was James.
 
   “Hey, baby,” I said breathily.
 
   He hesitated. I wondered if he thought he had the wrong number, since I sounded nothing like myself. “Bianca?” he asked.
 
   “Yes, it’s me. Are you coming to pick me up soon?” I asked.
 
   “Are you feeling okay? You sound…sick or something.”
 
   “I’m fine!” I said, giggling.
 
   “Good. I’ll be there in ten minutes. And I wanted to tell you that I’m sorry about last night. I don’t want you to feel insecure or jealous. You’re beautiful, and I love you. I hope you know that.”
 
   I smiled. “Aww, James. You’re too sweet. I love you, too.”
 
   It was just like James to reassure me like that. How could I have gotten so mad at him? Then again, I might not be so forgiving if I didn’t look like a porn star right now. I couldn’t wait for him to see what I looked like today.
 
   I put on a pair of heels headed downstairs, careful not to fall flat on my face (my boobs were so heavy!), and waited by the front door.
 
   My heart skipped a beat when I heard James ring the doorbell. I flung open the door and watched him react to my new bimbo body. His jaw dropped and his eyes widened in shock. “B-Bianca? Is that — is that you?” he stammered.
 
   “It’s me,” I murmured in a sexy voice.
 
   “I — I don’t know what to say. What happened to you?” He was pretending to be horrified, but I knew that he was getting turned on by my slutty appearance.
 
   I led him inside the house and wrapped my arms around him. Looking into his eyes, I said softly, “Don’t question it. Just enjoy it.”
 
   “You don’t look anything like my girlfriend!” he protested. “Are you really Bianca? Are you sure you didn’t break into her house and steal her dress and…and…”
 
   I shook my head and bit my lower lip flirtatiously. “No, baby…it’s me. I’m the same old Bianca. Just…improved.”
 
   He gulped.
 
   “How do I look?” I asked, stepping away and twirling around, running my hands over my tits and my ass. “Be honest.”
 
   He paused before saying, “You look sexy. You look…like a porn star.”
 
   “That’s what I wanted to hear.”
 
   I pressed my body against his and kissed his lips. He began to kiss me, running his hands through my long tresses, and then cautiously exploring my voluptuous curves through my tight velvet dress. My body shivered when he touched me. I wanted him to fuck me so badly.
 
   “We have to go to the party soon,” he said softly. “I wish we didn’t, though…”
 
   “We’ll go a little later,” I insisted. “Let’s just enjoy each other. It’s Christmas…we need to have some fun. And baby, it’s been so long since we fucked. Hasn’t it?”
 
   He nodded eagerly. “Too long.”
 
   I led him by the hand upstairs. Once in the bedroom, I turned on some soft music and began to dance seductively for him. I had never been the kind of girl who did strip teases before, but with my new body, I was a natural. I kicked off my shoes and unzipped my dress, pulling it off and tossing it on the floor.
 
   James sat down on the bed and watched me intently as I gyrated for him in my lacy black lingerie. I saw his eyes on my luscious breasts and I teased him by slipping my bra straps off my shoulders. Then I spun around and slowly bent over, sticking my ass in his face. I felt his hands grab me from behind and he pulled me onto his lap, stroking my ass and pulling my hair aside so he could kiss my neck and back. I could feel his hard cock bulging through his pants.
 
   I stood up and gestured for him to undress. He quickly took off his pants and boxers, and then his shirt. James was fully erect. He was ready for me, but I wanted to tease him a little longer.
 
   I began to give him a lap dance, lowering myself onto his lap and grinding my pussy on his hard cock. He began to breathe more heavily.
 
   “You like that?” I whispered.
 
   He nodded. He couldn’t even speak, he was so aroused. He had forgotten all about the Christmas party. All he could think about were my breasts, and my ass, and my pussy. I leaned down and kissed him passionately.
 
   “I want to see your tits,” he murmured.
 
   I slowly removed my bra and thrust my chest out. James buried his face between my enormous breasts, massaging the huge mounds of flesh slowly. He pulled his face out and flicked one of my nipples. I gasped with pleasure.
 
   “You know,” he said. “I never imagined you with big tits before.”
 
   “What do you think?” I breathed.
 
   “I don’t know how I lived without these,” he said, and he began to suck on one of my sensitive nipples. I moaned softly. “Take off your panties,” he murmured.
 
   I slipped off my thong and immediately sat down on his hard dick. I couldn’t wait any longer. My pussy was nice and wet and ready for him. James inhaled sharply as my pussy engulfed his dick, and he dug his fingers into my back. I lifted and lowered my hips slowly, breathing heavily as his big cock filled every inch of my tight pussy.
 
   He pulled my hair playfully. “You dirty slut!” he said. “Faster!”
 
   I began to ride him faster, my big breasts bouncing in his face. Occasionally, he licked my nipples. His hands slid slower, and he gripped my firm ass tightly as I bounced up and down on his hard cock.
 
   James was clearly in heaven. Beads of sweat formed on my torso as we fucked. James worshipped my body as he never had before, digging his fingers into my tan flesh, gazing into my eyes with a mixture of longing and lost. I was every male fantasy come to life — I was the perfect sexy bimbo now.
 
   “I’m…cumming already,” he said softly.
 
   I was soaking wet, and slid up and down on his cock easily. I went faster and faster, my tits bouncing wildly against his face, and the moment he came, he groaned loudly. I felt him shoot a load of warm cum deep inside me, and I trembled, continuing to ride him for a few moments. It wasn’t long before I climaxed, too, letting out a loud moan before slowing my pace and wrapping my arms around my boyfriend. We were both sweaty, exhausted, and satisfied.
 
   I climbed off his cock and sat down next to him on the bed. He ran his fingers through my hair and kissed me. “Baby, that was the best sex I’ve ever had in my entire life.”
 
   “Me, too,” I whispered. “Should we go to the Christmas party?”
 
   “The Christmas party!” he gasped. “I forgot what day it was. All I could think about was your pussy…and those amazing tits…” He squeezed them one more time before hurrying to get dressed. “We don’t have time.”
 
   “Are you sure you can take me?” I asked. “I mean…looking like this?”
 
   “Hmm.” He looked me up and down. “All the guys are going to be so jealous of me. Of course I want you to come.”
 
   I didn’t want to tell James, but the thought of seeing all his cute guy friends at the party was turning me on all over again. I couldn’t wait to see the looks on their faces when they saw me.
 
   Once I was dressed, my hair and make-up fixed, James and I headed out the door.
 
   “I can’t wait ’til the party’s over,” he whispered to me, his breath hot in my ear. “I want to fuck you so hard tonight.”
 
   I smiled. “Me, too.” I didn’t want to tell him that there were other men on my mind, too. Of course, I loved James, and he turned me on. But now that I was a hot bimbo, my sex drive was out of control. All I could think about was dick.
 
    
 
   We were the last ones to arrive at the party. James’s friend Ryan opened the door. The moment he saw me, he looked confused. And aroused. “Hi,” he said to me. “I’m Ryan.” He glanced at James quickly. He was probably wondering when James had dumped boring old Bianca and met a hot blonde bimbo.
 
   I giggled. “I know who you are, Ryan! It’s me, Bianca!”
 
   “Wow…I didn’t recognize you!” He looked me up and down. “Come on in, guys. Everyone’s in the living room.”
 
   I made sure to catch Ryan’s eye again as I walked passed him, reaching out and lightly touching his shoulder.
 
   “Let me take your coat!” Ryan said quickly.
 
   I handed him my jacket and licked my lips flirtatiously. He gulped. Meanwhile, James was beaming. He was proud to show up at the party with a girlfriend as hot as me.
 
   The other couples in the living room stared at me when I entered the room.
 
   “What’s everyone looking at?” I asked innocently.
 
   “Guys, it’s just Bianca!” James said casually. “You all know her.”
 
   Ryan’s girlfriend Melanie eyed me suspiciously. I used to think she was beautiful, but now that I was transformed, she couldn’t hold a candle to me. Melanie approached me. “Bianca, you said you were going to bring cookies!”
 
   I gasped. “Oh, no! I made them last night, but I forgot all about them! I was…so busy this morning,” I murmured. My pussy tingled when I recalled my steamy session with James.
 
   Melanie sighed. “It’s all right, Bianca. I know I haven’t seen you in a while, but what happened to you? You don’t look like yourself. And you’re not acting like yourself, either.”
 
   I shrugged. “I decided I needed to try something new. And I’m loving it.”
 
   I didn’t want her to interrogate me, so I headed over to Ryan, who was talking to another guy named Matt.
 
   “Ryan,” I cooed, “didn’t you and Melanie redo your bedroom?”
 
   “We did,” he said. He wasn’t annoyed at all that I was interrupting his conversation. In fact, he and Matt seemed pleased that I was next to them. They couldn’t keep their eyes off my big tits. I adjusted my dress slightly to keep my boobs from popping out.
 
   “Can I take a look? I need to do my bedroom, too,” I said. “I’d love to get some ideas…”
 
   “Of course!” Ryan leaped up from his chair. “Follow me!”
 
   Matt continued to gaze at me longingly.
 
   “You can come, too!” I said, giggling.
 
   Matt stood up and followed us down the hallway. I turned around. James was busy talking to people, and he didn’t notice I was leaving with the guys. Melanie, however, was staring me down from across the room.
 
   Once upstairs, Ryan began to describe his home renovations in excruciating detail. I was so bored and horny; I didn’t understand a word he was saying. All I wanted to do was rip off his clothes and fuck him.
 
   We all entered the bedroom and I promptly sat down on the bed. “Ryan, I think your girlfriend hates me,” I said.
 
   “Melanie? She doesn’t hate you! Why would you say that?” he asked, sitting down on my left side. Matt sat down on my right. My heart began to beat quickly. These men had never appealed to me before, but all of a sudden, I found both of them extremely sexy and desirable. I wanted their cocks so badly.
 
   “She’s probably jealous of me,” I sighed. “Ever since my…uh…makeover, women act like I’m going to steal their boyfriends. But I would never do such a thing!”
 
   Ryan and Matt shook their heads. “Of course not!” Ryan said.
 
   “Besides…” I lowered my eyes bashfully. Matt and Ryan followed my gaze. I placed my hand on my bare, silky thigh, and played with the edge of my dress. I wanted them to undress me with their eyes. “Why would guys want me, anyway?”
 
   Matt laughed. “Are you being serious right now? Bianca, you’re gorgeous!”
 
   Ryan nodded. “You’re an incredibly sexy woman.”
 
   “Really?” I asked, biting my lip. “Sometimes, I worry that my boobs are…too small…”
 
   Ryan snorted. “Too small? Your boobs are perfect!”
 
   I pushed a strand of blonde hair out of my face. “I wish they were even bigger. Wouldn’t that be sexy?”
 
   Matt inhaled sharply. I could tell he was getting aroused. “Your tits are big enough, Bianca.”
 
   I stroked my breasts through my dress. “They are pretty big, I guess. And they’re so sensitive now, too. Every time James touches them, I go crazy. Just thinking about it is making me wet…”
 
   Ryan cleared his throat nervously. “Maybe we should go back downstairs…”
 
   I kept going. I had the guys right where I wanted them. “This dress is so uncomfortable! Is it okay if I take it off for a minute?”
 
   The men said nothing. I unzipped my dress and tossed it on the floor. My smooth, tan skin glowed in the dim light of the bedroom. “You know what I’ve always wanted? I’ve always wanted someone to fuck my tits.”
 
   Matt and Ryan were speechless.
 
   I giggled. “Come on, guys! Just for fun. Nobody has to know about it…” I lowered my voice. “I won’t tell anyone. It’ll be our little secret.”
 
   Ryan stood up and shut the bedroom door. Matt seized the opportunity to take off his pants and climb on top of me, kissing me aggressively. I had given them to chance to use my body for their pleasure, and they were willing to take it without hesitation. There was no tenderness, no affection. Those feelings were reserved for significant others. I was just a body — a fuck toy with huge tits, a nice ass, a tight pussy, and an eager mouth.
 
   Matt straddled me and began to jack off above me. I gazed at his dick longingly. He was even more well-endowed than my boyfriend. Ryan stepped into the bathroom and grabbed a container of lube, squirting some on his hands and massaging it into my breasts. They glistened. The feeling of his rough hands rubbing warm lube onto my tits was really turning me on.
 
   Then Matt began to slid his cock between my tits, squeezing them together to create a nice, tight space to fuck. I hungrily watched his cock plunging between my breasts and turned my head to look at Ryan next to me. Ryan had undressed and was stroking his cock, too. He squatted next to the bed and kissed me, shoving his tongue in my mouth. His poor girlfriend was downstairs, wondering why her boyfriend was spending so much time with the dumb blonde bimbo. Melanie was probably suspicious about what was going on. Little did she know, her deepest fears were becoming a reality.
 
   As Matt continued to fuck my tits, Ryan stood up and shoved his cock in my mouth. He hovered over me, thrusting in and out of my mouth. I had no gag reflex (definitely a Christmas miracle), and found myself truly enjoying the sensation of his hard dick sliding halfway down my throat. My pussy was getting wetter and wetter as they used my body.
 
   Finally,  Matt grunted and he came, exploding on my bare chest. My breasts were covered in his warm, sticky cum. A few moments later, Ryan came in my mouth. He pulled out and I eagerly swallowed the huge load of cum.
 
   At that moment, there was a knock on the door. A familiar male voice called, “Hey! Can I come in?”
 
   It was James. Nobody said anything, and he opened the door. At first, he stood there, frozen, trying to process what was going on in front of him. His two friends had just covered and filled his sexy girlfriend with their cum.
 
   “James, we can explain,” Ryan said quickly.
 
   “She wanted us to do that!” Matt cried. “Your girl’s a whore.”
 
   The whole time, I lay still, my pussy pulsating with excitement. I wanted James to be angry. I wanted him to punish me by fucking me harder than he’d ever fucked me before.
 
   James slowly shut the door behind him and locked it. Ryan and Matt stood back and watched him take off his clothes. “Bianca…you’ve been a very naughty girl.”
 
   “I’m sorry, James,” I said meekly, all the while licking my lips playfully. “I’d do anything to make it up to you, baby. Why don’t you fuck me?”
 
   “I’ll fuck you, all right.” He climbed on top of me and kissed me aggressively, shoving his tongue in my mouth and placing his hand on my neck, applying the slightest amount of pressure. I wasn’t afraid of him. I was more turned on than ever before. I was soaking wet.
 
   “How do you like getting fucked and having an audience?” he asked. Matt and Ryan laughed.
 
   “I love it,” I said.
 
   “Really?”
 
   “Yes! Fuck me!”
 
   James plunged his erect cock deep into my soaking wet hole and moved it in and out quickly. He was fucking me as hard and fast as he could. Meanwhile, he was being aggressive and dominant. In the past, James had never acted like this. But now that he was “punishing” me, he really got down to business, digging his fingers into my torso, squeezing my breasts, biting my lips and my neck.
 
   The old Bianca hated rough sex. But the new Bianca couldn’t get enough of it. I moaned softly as James fucked me, lifting me to new heights of pleasure. My body was covered in cum and sweat, and as James plowed my pussy, I felt like I was going to explode. I squeezed my pussy tight to hug his cock, and he responded with a groan of pleasure.
 
   “Do that again, whore,” he commanded. I obeyed.
 
   I noticed that Matt and Ryan had gotten excited all over again. They began to stroke their cocks as they watched us on the bed.
 
   I couldn’t hold it any longer. I was about to cum. I screamed with pleasure. James quickly silenced me with his tongue, which he plunged deep inside my mouth as his cock fucked me even harder. Then, abruptly, he pulled out of me, aiming his dick at my chest and cumming all over my oiled, cum-soaked tits. Then, one at a time, Matt and Ryan came over to me and showered me with cum again.
 
   James slowly stood up and got dressed again. His friends followed suit. “Guys, can we have a moment?” he said to Matt and Ryan. They nodded and left, heading back downstairs. They were going to pretend that none of this had ever happened. I was the ultimate dirty secret for them. But I knew that they’d be fantasizing about this pornographic Christmas encounter for years to come.
 
   “I’m sorry, James,” I murmured. “I’m just so horny right now. I needed their cocks so badly…I’m such a bad girl.”
 
   “You are a bad girl,” he said. He grabbed a towel from the bathroom and began to wipe off my chest. Then, in a low voice, he asked curiously, “Bianca, I don’t know how this happened to you, but…are you going to be like this forever?”
 
   “I don’t know,” I said honestly. “Do you want me to be like this forever?”
 
   He paused. I could tell he was comparing the old Bianca to the voluptuous slut in front of him. The old Bianca was smart and argumentative; she had a strong personality that almost (but not quite) made up for her lack of sex appeal. The new Bianca was sex incarnate. She had a body that was designed to be fucked. She was the perfect dumb bimbo with a libido that more than made up for her vapid personality.
 
   “Yes,” he said at long last. “I wish I could fuck you like this every day.”
 
   “We’ll see what happens tomorrow,” I said. I began to feel sad. If this was only a temporary Christmas miracle, I would have to go back to being my old, plain self. Being a bimbo was fun, and I wanted to be this sexy forever.
 
   After I got dressed, James and I left the party without saying goodbye. We went back to his place to fuck again. That night, I could barely sleep, not just because I was so horny, but because I was worried about what was to come.
 
   The next morning, my eyes fluttered open. I was afraid to take a look at myself. Was I still a bimbo?
 
   “James?” I said, my voice hoarse. “How do I look?”
 
   James woke up and his eyes opened slowly. He gazed at my sleepily, and his lips curled into a smile. “Baby, you look better than ever.”
 
   I sat up and gasped with pleasure. My tits were still huge! My hair was still long and lustrous. My skin was still tan and perfect. And I still had that ditzy bimbo giggle.
 
   I clapped my hands. “This was the best Christmas gift ever!”
 
   “Hey…you may have gotten what you wanted for Christmas, but you never gave me my gift,” James said softly.
 
   “What did you want?” I breathed.
 
   Without saying another word, he began to kiss me, and then I felt his hand on my pussy. I grabbed his cock. It felt so good to be able to fulfill all of his sexual needs. And even though it had been fun to play with those other guys yesterday, James was the only man who could really satisfy me. I couldn’t wait to fuck him over and over again in my new bimbo body. Life as a bimbo was going to be amazing.
 
    
 
   Thanks for reading! If you enjoyed this story, check out my
 
   other naughty bimbofication tales, like...
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   Blonde Ambition: From Nerd Girl to Hot Bimbo
 
   Jenny is a nerdy college student with no love life. The only guy who makes her heart beat faster is Dan, the handsome quarterback of the football team, but he doesn’t even know she exists. Meanwhile, Jenny has no idea that her geeky friend Aaron, a chemistry major, has a crush on her. When Aaron gives her a “love potion” designed to make her like him, the concoction has unexpected results: it magically transforms the gawky nerd into a voluptuous, sexy blonde bimbo. Aaron gets more than he bargains for - the new Jenny can’t get enough of his body. But Jenny can’t be satisfied by one man alone. When handsome Dan sees her, he won’t be able to resist her hot body. And neither will the rest of the football team…
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   Just Another Dumb Blonde
 
   Dara knows that her boyfriend Neal has a crush on Heidi, the ditzy, busty girl next door, but he’d never admit it. Heidi is a blonde bimbo who can get any guy she wants, and Dara can’t help but envy her effortless sex appeal. When Dara makes a wish on a star, she wakes up in Heidi’s body. Soon, she’ll find out if dumb blondes really do have more fun. What will happen when she uses her new, hot body to seduce Neal? Will he be able to resist his sexy neighbor’s advances?
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