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		Introduction

		

		The Bimbo Dream began as a flash fiction story on Patreon. It received enough praise that I decided to expand it into a full length short story.

		My initial plan had been to simply add to the original story, fleshing it out. However, I quickly came to the conclusion that adding to the original would not create the necessary narrative.

		That led me to rewriting the entire story, following the same themes as the original, but taking the time to develop Kelsey, the main character, and even include a few additional characters.

		I hope you enjoy this latest tale.
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		The busty blonde bimbo wiggled down the street. Her tits bounced with each step, barely restrained in her skin tight micro dress with cutouts extending down both flanks revealing large swaths of skin, including the tiny heart-shaped birthmark on her hip.

		Men catcalled and the bimbo simply cooed in response, enjoying the ravenous eyes on her exaggerated body. She batted her long eyelashes and blew kisses to her admirers. She seemed to have no sense of shame as she proudly displayed her body for all to see.

		One man in particular seemed particularly crass. He walked by the bimbo, headed in the opposite direction. But as their paths crossed, he turned and swatted the woman hard on the ass. The bimbo jumped in surprise, but instead of screaming out at the violation of her body, her eyes fixated on the man and she giggled. It was as if she was appreciative of the attention, enjoying being manhandled by a complete stranger.

		Kelsey sat straight up in bed, her heart pounding in her chest and as she breathed heavily. Her nightclothes were soaked with a cold sweat.

		“What the hell was that?” Kelsey asked herself as she tried to piece her thoughts together. She looked around her room. Light was just beginning to peak through the windows. It was early, but not unreasonably early. There was little sense trying to go back to sleep. It would not be long before her alarm went off and she needed to get ready for work.

		Kelsey pushed the bedcovers aside and climbed out of bed. However, the moment her feet touched the ground, she was overcome with a sudden sense of unease.

		“I have to check on something,” she told herself as she marched toward the mirror. Her thoughts drifted toward her dream. The bimbo’s birthmark. It looked shockingly familiar.

		Standing in front of her mirror, Kelsey saw the woman she had always known. Plain brown hair, a nondescript face, and an average body. That was the woman Kelsey had always been. Her one defining feature was a birthmark on her hip.

		Kelsey raised her top slightly and pulled down on her pants, just enough to expose her hip. The birthmark was there, just as she expected. The heart-shaped birthmark had been there all her life. Kelsey visibly shuddered as she realized the mark had the same size and placement as the bimbo in her dream.

		“That’s weird,” Kelsey said as she continued to stare at her hip in the mirror.

		She did not know how long she stood there for. It was her alarm that shook her out of her thoughts.

		“Crap,” Kelsey said. “Got to get ready for work.”

		Despite going about her day as she usually would, Kelsey could not shake the feeling that something was wrong. It was more than missing a little sleep. The fleeting memories of her dream had shook her to her core.

		“Is everything okay, Kelsey?” Janet asked in the break room as Kelsey mindlessly picked at her lunch. “You look out of sorts.”

		Kelsey let out a sigh. “I woke up early this morning from a bad dream. It’s left me feeling off all day.”

		“Oof, that’s rough,” Janet sympathized. “I’ve had that happen before. I once dreamt about an ex-boyfriend of mine and I felt like I was living in a fog all day. Dreams can be weird.”

		Kelsey nodded her agreement, but said nothing. She was not in the mood. Janet’s description of living in a fog felt accurate. The missed sleep did not help matters either as she went about the rest of her day, always dragging just a little bit.

		Kelsey smiled when she awoke the following day. It was Saturday, which meant she did not need to work, although she did have some errands to run. She had skipped out on her grocery shopping the night before, reasoning that she was too tired to make the pitstop on her way home from the office. Otherwise, Kelsey felt great, like a huge weight had been lifted off her shoulders.

		After parking her car at the grocery store, Kelsey glanced across the parking lot and spotted a piercing parlor. An image of the bimbo from her dream flashed through her mind. Kelsey had been left with little doubt that the bimbo had been her. The birthmark seemed to prove it. However, in that moment, Kelsey was not focused on the birthmark, but on the bimbo’s ears, specifically her earrings.

		Kelsey had never had any part of her body pierced, not even her ears. She had always been afraid of the pain, or at least her preconceived notions of the pain she would experience from a piercing. Yet, after seeing the bimbo version of her with tacky, but in some strange way attractive earrings, Kelsey could not help but wonder if maybe she had been afraid for no good reason.

		The open sign in the window sealed her fate as Kelsey changed direction and walked toward the piercing parlor. She knew making such a decision based on a dream was silly, but she felt an unusual urge to go through with it. And it was not like she would be wearing anything like the bimbo in her dream had. Kelsey just wanted a basic set of studs in her ears. Was that too much to ask?

		It was hours later when Kelsey was back at home. The grocery shopping had been conducted as planned after the unplanned detour to the piercing parlor. The pain had been nothing like she had feared, making her feel all the more silly for never having gone through with it before. With the groceries put away in the kitchen, Kelsey found herself once again in front of the mirror. She had a hard time taking her eyes off the jewelry in her ears. She even put her hair up so she could have an unobstructed view of the new additions.

		By the time Monday rolled around, Kelsey found herself wondering how much she wanted to show off her earrings at work. She suddenly felt ashamed of them even though she loved how they looked. Kelsey nearly took them out before going into work, but she did not want to risk having the holes close up before she returned home.

		Instead, Kelsey carefully styled her hair to make sure the studs in her ears remained hidden. That alone would attract attention, as she never did anything special with her hair, but a different hair style seemed easier to explain away.

		Not that anyone noticed. Janet seemed to eye Kelsey suspiciously at lunch, but she did not say anything. Kelsey felt like she was home free.
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		The bimbo version of Kelsey wore a bright pink tube top that barely covered her large breasts, leaving her midriff bare. Her black skirt was equally small, only just falling below the swell of her well-sculpted ass. The pink high heels matched the slutty outfit, placing her on pedestals.

		Yet somehow, despite the ill-conceived outfit, the bimbo was able to dance with abandon, shaking her body to the beat of unheard dance music in the middle of a busy night club. Men approached the woman, dancing with her, even groping her. And rather than throw a fit, the bimbo seemed to revel in the attention, encouraging the lewd behavior in both her actions and her words.

		What was more, with more skin showing, it was more apparent that the bimbo had spent more time at the piercing parlor than just getting her ears pierced. A series of shiny stones dangled from her belly button. Then there were the dermal piercings just above her ass. And those were what were visible with her current outfit. It was completely possible that she sported other piercings.

		The dancing went on for what seemed like hours. Song after song, man after man, the bimbo version of Kelsey danced the night away. There were times when her dancing practically turned pornographic as she seemed to dry hump her current dance partner. She certainly seemed turned on by it all. Her face showed nothing but lust.

		Kelsey woke with a start. Just like the first time, her heart pounded in her chest and her breathing made it seem like she had just raced a mile.

		“It was just a dream,” Kelsey told herself as she tried to calm herself.

		Closing her eyes, Kelsey attempted to clear her mind. She tried to push the image of the bimbo version of herself away, but no matter what she did, that picture always seemed to sit just at the periphery of her thinking, making its presence known, even if she was not directly thinking about it.

		Kelsey was still sitting there, upright in bed, when her alarm sounded. She groaned, wishing she could go back to sleep. She had slept though the night, but it seemed to have been a fitful sleep. She felt as if she had been up half the night dancing at a club, just like the bimbo version of herself seemed to have done in the dream.

		“It’s Tuesday,” Kelsey reminded herself as she began going through the motions to go to work. That meant a shower and breakfast.

		Much like the aftermath of her dream the week before, Kelsey felt off as she went about her day. There was something wrong, either with her or the rest of the world.

		“Another bad dream?” Janet asked at lunch that day.

		Kelsey nodded. “Same basic premise,” she said. “It’s like the world and how I expect the world to be don’t quite line up. Everything is just a little bit off.”

		“Do you want to talk about it?” Janet asked, trying to be helpful. Kelsey looked miserable and Janet had always tried to be a good work friend, even if they never interacted outside of the office.

		“I’m good right now. I just need to work through it. Maybe take a nice hot bath with I get home and just relax.”

		“I know exactly what you mean,” Janet said. “But if you need to talk later, you know where to find me. I should probably get back to work though. I have a meeting with Mr. Sanderson tomorrow to prep for.”

		“Good luck,” Kelsey said as Janet packed up her lunch and left the break room.

		Mr. Sanderson was the vice president in charge of the accounting division which both Janet and Kelsey worked in. He made it a point to hold quarterly meetings with his staff, regardless of where they stood on the office hierarchy. Kelsey still had a few weeks to go before her next meeting with him. Mr. Sanderson expected a great deal from his staff and his employees had learned the importance of being prepared for their meetings with him. Kelsey usually spent an entire day getting ready for her meetings, making sure she was fully versed in whatever Mr. Sanderson wanted to discuss. Employees had been fired or promoted based on the results of those meetings. Promotion was always a perk, but Kelsey’s real fear had always been losing her job.

		The rest of the day went slowly for Kelsey. She primarily sat at her desk and tried to work, but she was not her usual efficient self. Every task just seemed to take a little longer that it was supposed to, making it difficult to keep up. Somehow though, Kelsey found herself with a clear task list at the end of the day.

		Just before she left for the day, she checked her calendar. She wanted to confirm her to-do list was empty and to mentally prepare for the next day. However, there was one thing Kelsey had missed on her calendar. There was an after work salon appointment on her schedule.

		Kelsey sighed. “I forgot about that. Has it really been a month already?”

		Kelsey rarely cared much about her appearance, but she did take the time to visit a salon once per month for a trim. She liked to keep her hair relatively short. It was easier to maintain if it never fell much past her jaw. She had let it grow out to her shoulders once, but that was short lived. She hated having long hair.

		It was two hours later when Kelsey found herself walking out of the salon. Her appointment went much longer than usual. Then again, she never had her hair colored before. Rather than have her hair trimmed back to her usual short style, Kelsey opted to just have the ends cleaned up. Her hair was mostly healthy, but she did have a few split ends to deal with.

		It was the hair coloring processes that caused her appointment to run over. It had been an impulsive decision. As Kelsey sat in the waiting area before her stylist was ready for her, she happened to catch sight of an attractive blonde woman on the cover of a magazine. The woman’s hair reminded her of the bimbo’s blonde hair from her dream. Not that Kelsey was interested in such a drastic change, but she was curious about what it would be like to have blonde hair.

		Not that the Kelsey who exited the salon would call herself a blonde. She had not been bold enough to have her entire head of hair dyed. But she figured it would not hurt to try blonde highlights. And if Kelsey was honest with herself, she had to admit her hair looked good with the highlights. It was a welcome change.

		After a lengthy hair appointment, Kelsey did not have time to take a hot bath when she arrived home. Instead, she ate a healthy dinner and curled up on the couch to read a book before she went to bed. It seemed Kelsey’s time at the salon had helped put her at ease about the world. The bath was unneeded, but she would never turn down the opportunity to read a good book.
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		No one seemed to pay Kelsey much attention at work on Wednesday. Then again, that was normal. She was a woman who could easily be overlooked and that was just fine as far as Kelsey was concerned.

		Janet noticed, of course. But that was to be expected.

		“Feeling better today?” Janet asked as she joined Kelsey in the break room. Kelsey was already halfway though a sandwich from a nearby deli.

		“Much better,” Kelsey answered. “By the time I got home last night from the salon, I felt like myself again.”

		“I wasn’t sure if I should say anything about your hair. Trying something new?”

		Kelsey did not want to admit that she had used a bimbo version of herself that she had seen in her dreams as inspiration for the changes to her hair. That would require too much explanation. And she did not want to share the details about her dreams. They were both embarrassing and private.

		“I just had this urge to try something different,” Kelsey said. “I’ve been doing the same thing for years. I canceled the trim and decided to try some highlights. Luckily, hair grows. If I decide I don’t like it, I can get it cut short again.”

		“I think it looks good,” Janet said. “But if you’re happy with it, then that’s all that really matters.”

		“Thanks,” Kelsey said. “I am happy with it. Who knows, I might get even more adventurous next month.”

		Both women laughed as they ate their lunches.

		“Did you have your meeting with Mr. Sanderson yet?” Kelsey asked as their lunch break neared its end.

		“This morning,” Janet said. “It could have gone better, but it could have gone a lot worse. I would say it was average. I had hoped I might be able to remember all the requested figures off the top of my head, but I had to look a couple up. At least it didn’t take me long to find them.”

		“That’s good,” Kelsey said. “He can be a real stickler sometimes about those things. I still have a few weeks before my meeting with him.”

		“My next one is three months away. I guess that’s one advantage of going through it. As soon as you’re done, the next one is as far away as possible.”

		“That’s looking on the bright side,” Kelsey agreed. “Well, I better get back to work.”

		Kelsey seemed pretty pleased with herself, but that only lasted so long. By Friday morning, she was once again awoken in a cold sweat. She had another dream.

		“Why me?” Kelsey begged her reflection as she stood in front of the mirror, stomping her foot, wishing she could have had a full night’s sleep.

		Kelsey had just watched the bimbo version of herself go through a workout at the gym. That had been tolerable, even if the bimbo had only been wearing an overtaxed sports bra and a tiny pair of spandex shorts that hugged her derrière and covered little more. Maintaining her high heel wearing routine, as far as Kelsey could tell, even the bimbo’s workout shoes had a built-in high heel, although not as high as the shoes from past dreams.

		However, it was how the bimbo ended her workout that had sent a shiver down Kelsey’s spine. The bimbo had propositioned a guy at the gym, easily persuading him to spend a few hot moments in the gym laundry room. Kelsey was honestly curious as to how the couple did not get caught during their tryst. The bimbo had done nothing to silence her cries of passion, especially during climax. Kelsey felt as if her ears were still ringing from experiencing the dream as an observer.

		As disturbing as Kelsey found her dream about the bimbo version of herself at the gym, the fitness level of this other self was something to behold. Despite the bimbo’s curves and obvious enhancements, her body could move in ways Kelsey could only imagine. Not to mention the bimbo’s stomach. Her midriff was flat, showing just a hint of the muscles beneath the skin.

		Kelsey stood there, looking at her reflection. There were parts of the bimbo’s body that she wished she could have. The flat midriff was top of the list. Kelsey was by no means fat, but she had always carried around a bit of a paunch. Given how she generally dressed, it was easy to overlook. Had Kelsey wanted to wear something tight or even cropped, which she did not, that extra layer around her middle was enough to dissuade her.

		Much as had been true after the two previous dreams, Kelsey struggled that day at work. She was able to successfully pass her difficulties in productivity off as it just being Friday, however, she knew the real cause. It was the dream.

		Unlike the past two times when Kelsey found herself chatting with Janet over lunch, Kelsey skipped her break room ritual. She had no idea what exactly had come over her, but she suddenly felt the need to workout. Her job came with a membership to a gym around the corner, but she had never actually used it. She had stepped in once a few days after being hired, just to check it out. She had not been back since.

		That is until that Friday. Kelsey went to the gym on her lunch hour. It seemed like the best use of her time. With it being Friday, she did not want to spend the better part of her evening at the gym. Better to get in and get out for a maximum of efficiency.

		The gym was busy, but not so busy that Kelsey could not find something to do. Her experience was nothing like the bimbo version of her had at the gym in her dream. For starters, Kelsey was dressed about as far from the skimpy outfit of the bimbo. The baggy t-shirt and loose fitting sweatpants were enough to keep in leering strangers at bay. And when she finished, she did not end her time at the gym with a man fucking her in the laundry room. In fact, Kelsey avoided the laundry room entirely.

		When Kelsey returned to work later that day, she stopped by Janet’s desk to explain where she had been. Her cheeks were still rosy from her earlier exertion. She had forgotten how uncomfortable working out could be for a sedentary person such as herself.

		“Just letting you know I didn’t mean to ditch you,” Kelsey explained. “I just had this sudden urge to go to the gym.”

		“Good for you, girl,” Janet said. “And don’t worry about me. I just want to see you happy and healthy. The gym can be part of both, if you want it to be.”

		“Thanks for understanding, Janet,” Kelsey said. “Now I better get back to my desk. I’m hungry after my workout. Thankfully I can eat at my desk.”

		“See you later,” Janet said.

		“You too,” Kelsey responded before making her way back to her desk.

		Kelsey smiled as she sat down. The first impression of her first workout in years was that the gym was not that bad of a place to workout in. For the most part, the people there were not interested in looking at women. They were more focused on their own weight exercise activities. Not that Kelsey was in a position to attract any of the men. She was simply not dressed right for that, assuming she wanted men watching her at the gym.

		By Saturday morning, Kelsey found herself once more in front of the mirror. While before she had looked at her reflection with trepidation and annoyance, given her recent dreams. However, this time Kelsey looked on in awe, amazed at how good she looked. For the first time in her life, she felt like she was not plain. It made her want to continue attending the gym, even on the weekend.
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		The dreams kept coming. She experienced them Monday, Wednesday and Friday the following week. It was her third week with he dreams and each one seemed to be different, placing the bimbo version of Kelsey in new and different situations.

		Throughout them all, it was perfectly clear what kind of woman the bimbo was. She seriously lacked the brains that Kelsey was known for. The bimbo struggled getting around the city without asking for help. And every time she did—always asking men—the bimbo found some way to thank her helpers. Letting the men grab her tits was a popular one, although it quickly became apparent how the bimbo would trade help for sexual favors, especially blow jobs. Kelsey awoke disgusted after that, remembering the happy face on the bimbo as she impaled her throat on a stranger’s cock.

		“Are my breasts bigger?” Kelsey asked herself on Friday before dressing for work. She stood there, topless, lightly hefting her small breasts. “Or maybe they just look that way with my waist being smaller.”

		Kelsey’s workouts were making fast progress with her body. She had dropped five pounds over the past week and that created a noticeable difference as she looked in the mirror. Not that Kelsey was going to complain with a small size increase in her bust. It was not like she had the large breasts of her dream bimbo counterpart. Those tits were such an extreme. Kelsey could barely imagine what life was like, dealing with such a hefty bosom.

		Not knowing the answer, Kelsey shrugged and went about her day. That meant making a stop at the gym on the way to work. Over the past week, Kelsey had found the optimal time to workout was on her way to work. Lunch left her feeling rushed and without a chance to actually eat lunch. Working out after work was tough as she was already tired from a full day at the office. Mornings were best and Kelsey had read how a morning workout can jumpstart the metabolism. That was important to Kelsey now, even if it had not been before the dreams.

		“You’re looking happy,” Janet commented at lunchtime on Friday.

		Despite waking up a few minutes early from a dream about the bimbo thanking a man for giving her directions with a blow job, Kelsey no longer felt like the world was akimbo. The dreams had become normal now. Or at least they were as normal as could be. They felt less and less like a nightmare with each dream. The bimbo lifestyle almost seemed attractive, even if Kelsey would not publicly admit it.

		“Thanks,” Kelsey said. “I had a good morning at the gym. I practically feel like a whole new woman.”

		“You look like it,” Janet said. “You look so different from a couple weeks ago. But I like it. And if you’re happy, I’m happy.”

		Kelsey smiled. “I need to come up with a way to celebrate.”

		“Let me know what you decide, because I want to celebrate with you.”

		“Of course,” Kelsey said. “Whatever I do, you’re definitely invited.”

		However, when Saturday rolled around, Kelsey found another way to celebrate by going shopping. She had never been a fan of clothes shopping before. Kelsey had always been someone who got in and got out as quickly as possible. She did not look at styles. She had a list and she stuck to it religiously.

		This time, however, Kelsey found herself enjoying clothes shopping for the first time in her life. She was growing tired of looking like she had just schlepped into the gym from her bed, wearing heavy cotton fabrics that absorbed every drop of sweat and left her looking gross. There was no reason to go as far as the bimbo in her dreams did, but with her thinner waist, Kelsey knew she could wear something more form fitting. It was something she actually wanted to do.

		Kelsey modeled a racerback tank top and a pair of yoga pants for herself in the dressing room. She had worn neither style before, let alone together. There was a part of Kelsey that seemed overwhelmed by the prospect, but she had to admit she looked good. She looked better than ever, even. And it felt nice to buy clothes that would make her look like the gym regular that she now was.

		But Kelsey bought more than new gym clothes while out shopping. She bought a new pair of jeans that were almost as tight as the yoga pants she had purchased. They were never something she would have normally worn, but she had to admit they made both her legs and her ass look good. That was rare for her. Kelsey never would have gone for that kind of thing before, but she did not have the body for it before either. Now she did.

		Kelsey’s final stop on her shopping trip was to a store that primarily sold club wear. Kelsey had no interest in going clubbing, but there had been two mannequins in the front window wearing dresses that seemed right up Kelsey’s alley. She just wanted a little black dress, the staple of a woman’s going out wardrobe. The stretch material hugged Kelsey’s body almost like a second skin. The spaghetti straps kept her shoulders bare while the neckline only dropped low enough to show just a hint of cleavage. The dress length was long enough where it would have been difficult to flash anyone her panties, had she been able to wear them with the dress.

		Back at home, Kelsey began what was effectively a purge of her closet, pulling out items she never planned to wear again to make room for her new acquisitions. As it turned out, Kelsey was much better at deciding she never wanted to wear something again than she had been on choosing something new. Those empty spaces, however, simply meant Kelsey would need to go shopping again soon. She just needed to wait so she could clear the balance on her credit cards.

		Kelsey could not wait to show the world her new outfits. They made her feel so much more confident than what she used to wear. As far as Kelsey was concerned, her new-found love of shopping only improved her life and gave her confidence she had never known existed before.
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		“U gh,” Kelsey said as she sat at lunch the next week, feeling like her eyes were about to close and send her drifting off to sleep.

		“Trouble sleeping?” Janet asked. “Still having those dreams?”

		“Yeah,” Kelsey said. “I think I might be going crazy. I’ve woken up to those dreams every night this week. Usually it happens shortly before my alarm is scheduled to go off, leaving me with most of my sleep for the night. But last night I woke up from a dream really early and I couldn’t get back to sleep.”

		“Is it always the same dream or something different each time?” Janet pondered. “I’m no great judge of dreams, but it seems like there could be something your dreams are trying to tell you.”

		“Same concept, different dreams,” Kelsey answered. “It seems all I can dream about are bimbos.”

		“What’s a bimbo?” Janet asked, completely clueless about the modern lexicon.

		“It’s a woman who dresses and behaves in an exaggerated feminine way. Dumb blondes often fall into the bimbo category. Sluts too.”

		“Hmm,” Janet said as she considered Kelsey’s description. “What’s so special about this bimbo woman, do you think?”

		“For starters, the bimbo is me,” Kelsey answered. “We have the same heart-shaped birthmark on our hip. I’m positive that she is me and it is absolutely terrifying.”

		“Can I ask you an even more personal question?” Janet probed.

		“Doesn’t hurt to ask,” Kelsey answered. “If I know the answer, I’ll try to give it to you.”

		“When was the last time you had sex?”

		Kelsey took a bite of her salad as she thought back. Given her natural shyness, she had to admit it had been a long time, on the magnitude of years. She had a hard time believing it had been that long.

		“A couple years, I think,” Kelsey said as she continued thinking about her situation. Sex could not be the answer to her questions. That seemed too Freudian to her.

		“These dreams are probably just telling you to find a guy,” Janet said. “Remember, it doesn’t have to be love at first sight. You’re just looking for Mr. Right Now. They are a dime a dozen practically. I bet if you get yourself laid, the dreams would go away and you’d feel much better.”

		We’ll see,” Kelsey said dubiously. “I better get back to my desk. I have a big project I’m almost ready to send off to the next department.

		That Friday night, Kelsey went to a bar. She wore the little black dress she had bought the weekend before. It seemed tighter around the chest than she remembered, but it remained perfectly comfortable. The tightness only served to better highlight her best feature, her tits.

		Kelsey’s tits had not always been her best feature. As far as she was concerned, that was a recent development. Not that Kelsey complained about it. More and more she liked having a larger chest. She went from never being able to show cleavage to being able to show some whenever she wanted. Flat to something was a huge and welcomed change.

		Although Kelsey was not close to as large as her bimbo counterpart in her dreams. The bimbo’s tits were nearly as big as her head. There was no escaping them, no hiding them. Then again, as far as Kelsey could tell, the bimbo had no interest in hiding her assets. She wore them proudly, doing everything possible to highlight them and to show them off. Kelsey had never seen the bimbo hide her cleavage.

		Still, the comparisons were unnecessary. Kelsey had no interest in being as big as the bimbo in her dreams. She was perfectly happy with what she now had.

		And what she now had went braless in her little black dress. Kelsey wore her hair up for her night out. She had replaced the studs in her ears with thin gold hoops. The size and weight was different from she was used to, but after a few minutes, she barely even noticed them, even when she turned her head and felt them bump against the side of her face.

		Kelsey even took the time to paint her nails a red color that matched her lipstick. Had she been copying her bimbo counterpart, she would have chosen pink, but the boldness of red seemed to better match both her outfit and her intentions. She had packed several condoms in her purse, ready for a night out and the hope she would find a man to go home with.

		Stepping into the bar, Kelsey felt a sudden wave of nervousness. Could she really go through with a one-night stand? The idea had once filled her with dread. She was not that kind of woman.

		Yet there was no denying how long it had been since Kelsey had felt the sexual touch of a man. The best she had ran on batteries and that just was not the same. There were some things only a man could do. Vibrators could not do everything.

		“You’ve got this, girl,” Kelsey told herself as she steeled herself for what was to come. “Just go up to the bar and order a drink. That’s where to start.”

		And Kelsey did exactly that. Holding her small purse with a strap over her left arm, Kelsey approached the bar and gingerly took a seat. She was not used to wearing something so short and the bar stools were just a little high for her.

		“What can I get you?” the bartender asked.

		“Um,” Kelsey said, trying to think. She had planned to order a drink, but had yet to actually think about the kind of drink she wanted. “I’ll start with a vodka soda, I guess.”

		“Coming right up,” the bartender responded. “Do you want to open a tab?”

		Kelsey was starting to reach into her purse for a credit card when a smooth deep voice interjected the end of the bar, “Put it on my tab, Joe.”

		Kelsey looked down the bar to a smiling man. He looked to generally be in his 30’s. It was hard to say exactly, especially given his voice. Kelsey could almost imagine the sound of his voice rumbling in her chest with how deep it was.

		“Thanks,” Kelsey said as she tried to decide if this was the Mr. Right Now that Janet had talked about. He was attractive and his voice was left her intrigued.

		The bartender returned quickly with Kelsey’s drink. She raised it toward the man, but he had disappeared.

		“What brings you here tonight?” asked the man from behind her. Kelsey turned to see him towering over her. Not only was his voice deep, but he was far taller than she had first imagined.

		“Um,” Kelsey said, trying to find her voice. She did not know what to say. “I just came in for a drink. It’s been a long week.”

		“Mind if I join you?” the man asked. “It’s been a long week for me too.”

		“Sure,” Kelsey answered. “I’d love the company.”

		The man sat down next to Kelsey. Even sitting, he towered over her. “My name’s Roger,” he said.

		“I’m Kelsey.”

		“Can I ask what made your week so long? Misery loves company.”

		“I’ve been having bad dreams,” Kelsey said. She was in no mood to lie. And if this large specimen of a man was her Mr. Right Now, she saw no reason to hide the truth from him. He either wanted sex or he did not. There was no in between and she would be able to figure out which was true soon enough.

		“That’s rough,” Roger said. “I can’t say I can relate, at least this week. For me it was just a long week of work. Negotiating contracts can be exhausting. But you probably don’t want to hear about that right now.”

		It was true, Kelsey did not really want to hear about Roger’s work. That could happen later. What she really wanted was for him to take her home with him so they could have sex. That was why she had gone to the bar after all. She just needed to make sure Roger was the kind of guy she wanted to hop into bed with. After a long dry spell, she might have been desperate, but she still had standards. She was not looking for just any cock. There was a right one out there for her.
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		As it turned out, Roger had the right cock for her. It only took him buying her two drinks before she was satisfied with his virtue to suggest they take their chance encounter to a more private place. It was Roger who volunteered his home. He had a high rise condo in the city, the perfect place to hold their rendezvous.

		Kelsey was tipsy from her two drinks as they made their way up to Roger’s condo. In addition to her not having had sex recently, she had not been a regular drinker. Two drinks was enough to leave her feeling good. And given what she knew was about to happen, her tipsiness only seemed to enhance her experience.

		Roger knew what he was doing. That much was clear from the moment she suggested leaving the bar. There was a small voice in the back of Kelsey’s head saying she should be concerned about that, but she was much more interested in satisfying the tingle that had developed between her legs. Sex was more important than knowledge of how many women Roger had slept with. As long as he did so safely, which he had professed to have done, then she was fine with it.

		And as it turned out, Roger’s experience was a huge bonus. He started slow. He sat down on the couch in his living room and pulled Kelsey down to sit on his lap, straddling him. That was good, because he was too tall otherwise for her to easily kiss him without them both straining.

		A shiver of pleasure ran down Kelsey’s spine as she began to kiss Roger. She held his face in her hands as she probed his mouth with her tongue. The feeling of his lips on hers was divine.

		Roger’s hands roamed, finding spots on Kelsey’s body that ramped up her arousal, turning her on and turning her into putty.

		“Please,” Kelsey begged as she momentarily came up for air.

		“Please, what?” Roger asked with a knowing smile.

		“I want you to fuck me,” she said. Kelsey had never said anything like that before. She rarely cursed at all. But in the moment, she was too far gone already to even comprehend her language. In the moment, all she wanted was for Roger to rip her clothes off and to fuck her with the cock she could feel growing hard beneath her.

		“Very well,” Roger said. With one simple motion, Roger picked Kelsey up, rose to his feet, and threw his latest conquest onto his shoulder. He carried her to the bedroom.

		Kelsey’s head spun from the mix of arousal and inebriation. “Whoopsie,” she exclaimed as she looked around Roger’s condo upside down. She giggled.

		Moments later Roger was setting Kelsey down gently on the bed. He helped her out of her dress, leaving her heels on. Then Roger undressed, revealing a rock-hard physique beneath his suit. Kelsey was certainly not complaining about his muscles.

		“You want me to fuck you?” Roger asked as he stood over Kelsey as she laid back on the bed. One of her hands was on a breast, the other gently stroking between her legs.

		“Yes, Roger. I want you to fuck me. I’ve never wanted anything more in my life. I want your big hard cock inside of me.”

		The condoms Kelsey had brought with her were useless. Roger was simply too big for them. But he had his own supply of extra large condoms. It only took him a moment to put it on before his cock waited at Kelsey’s entrance.

		“Please,” Kelsey begged, moaning. “Fuck me, please.”

		“This was all you wanted tonight, wasn’t it?” Roger asked. “You wanted me to fuck you from the moment you laid eyes on me.”

		“Yes, I want you to fuck me,” Kelsey said, not exactly answering the question. Her mind was too focused on Roger’s cock and her own arousal to catch the difference.

		And if Roger cared about the difference, he did not show it. Moments later he thrust his hard shaft into Kelsey’s waiting entrance. Knowing his size, he was gentle to start, pushing in little by little, giving her time to adjust to his size.

		“That’s it,” Kelsey wailed. “Yes, yes. Fill me. Fuck me.”

		Roger needed little more encouragement as he began to push in and out of Kelsey’s pussy. Each time he went a little deeper, seeing how much more of him she could take before he felt resistance.

		“That’s right,” Roger groaned as their bodies met. “Take my cock. This is what you need. You need my big hard cock all the way up your slutty little pussy.”

		“Yes, I need it,” Kelsey moaned. “I’m just a slut for you to fuck.”

		She had never used such language in all her life. Kelsey had never called herself a slut, let alone thought of herself as one. But in the moment, she accepted that she might just be a slut. After all, a slut was the kind of person to go home with a guy she had never met before with the sole intention of sex. And if that was the case, she was okay with being a slut, because Roger was making her feel things she had never felt before and it all felt so good.

		Roger built up a steady rhythm as he pistoned in and out. Kelsey was in heaven. But as he approached his point of no return, Roger’s efforts became harder and faster and more erratic.

		“Here I go,” he announced. “I’m about to cum.”

		“Come on, baby,” Kelsey said. “I want you to cum. Do it. Make me cum too.”

		Moments later Kelsey felt Roger’s cock twitch inside of her. Even with her lack of recent experience, she knew what that meant. He was going to cum.

		Kelsey’s orgasm came only seconds before Roger’s. She screamed out in pleasure as Roger found his release. It was as if lightning had gone off inside Kelsey’s body. Her limbs shook as orgasmic pleasure rippled through her. She could not believe how good it all felt. If she were in heaven before, it felt now felt like she was in the direct presence of god. Her whole body lit up with orgasmic energy.

		“That,” Kelsey started to say once the deed was done and she had begun to recover. Roger laid back on the bed beside her, his cock still semi-hard. “That was amazing. Exactly what I needed. I hope it was good for you too.”

		Kelsey turned her head and looked into Roger’s eyes. He looked back with kindness, softening the hardness he had demonstrated earlier.

		“That was great,” Roger said. “We’re definitely going to have to do this sometime again soon. A guy could get addicted to sex like that.”

		Kelsey giggled. It was the second time that night, but it felt natural. She was not normally a giggler. However, when in the presence of such a strong and seemingly successful man, it felt like the right thing to do.

		“I’ll give you my number before I go,” Kelsey said. “I’d like to see you again.”

		“Who said you need to leave?” Roger asked. “The night is still young and I should have another round in me soon if you’re up for it.”

		“Oh, Roger,” Kelsey said as she looked at the rising mast of Roger’s cock. “Yes.”
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		As much as Kelsey enjoyed her night with Roger, it turned out to have little effect on her bimbo dreams. They continued unabated, although they less and less felt like nightmares. The bimbo version of Kelsey might have been a sexy blonde bimbo slut, but Kelsey had to admit she enjoyed life. She was popular with men and she had a tight-knit group of girlfriends, many of whom Kelsey suspected the bimbo was having sexual relations with as well. So much of the bimbo’s life seemed to revolve around sex. It was a wonder she ever wore any clothes at all.

		Then again, Kelsey figured there was a reason she wore such revealing outfits. It was not just about attracting guys, but the clothes were easier to discard or simply move out of the way to make herself available to her many partners.

		The week that followed her night with Roger, Kelsey had a bimbo dream every night. However, instead of leaving her awake and in a cold sweat, Kelsey started to wake naturally with a smile on her face. She was beginning to see the attraction to the bimbo lifestyle. The bimbo in her dreams was never faced with hard decisions or worries of any sort. She simply lived in the moment, extracting every bit of happiness of pleasure she could while spreading it around to everyone she met. It was strange for Kelsey to behold.

		There had been a short while that Kelsey had wondered if she was actually transforming into a bimbo every night she had a dream, but when she started to dream about the bimbo’s activities during the day, she was able to put that theory to rest. They were just dreams.

		“You’re practically glowing,” Janet said as she sat down to join Kelsey for lunch. “I hope that means you had a good weekend.”

		Kelsey let out a contented sigh. “I met a guy. We had sex. It was amazing.”

		Janet chuckled. “You go, girl. I’m proud of you. Did that help with the dreams?”

		“Nope,” Kelsey said. “But they don’t feel so bad anymore. They’re kind of nice. I’m actually wondering if I could learn from them a little. You know, learn how to loosen up a bit.”

		“As long as you’re happy,” Janet said, deciding it best to change the subject. She had been the first one to bring up sex as a conversation topic, but she did not want to make that a regular part of their lunchtime conversations.

		As time wore on, Kelsey found herself more and more often adopting certain bimbo outlooks. Despite adding slightly more revealing outfits to her wardrobe, she still maintained an appropriate style and demeanor at the office. Although Kelsey was much more willing to show off her budding cleavage to her coworkers. She figured now that she had something to show off, she did not want to hide it. And as far as she could tell, no one seemed to mind. The men in the office certainly seemed appreciative. She was growing in popularity.

		When it came time for Kelsey’s next salon appointment, she made the decision to again cancel the trim portion of her appointment and instead focus on dying her hair completely blonde. Her hair might not have been as light as the bimbo in her dreams, but it was lighter than her hair had ever been before.

		After the salon appointment, Kelsey ventured back to the piercing parlor. Happy with her ears, she decided to add a belly-button piercing. After all, with all the time she was spending at the gym, she found herself wanting to show off her midriff a little more. Some extra jewelry was the perfect way to attract the eye to her flat stomach. That was, of course, assuming people’s eyes could make it down past her tits.

		Kelsey’s breasts had continued to grow, although they were still tiny compared to her dreams. Still, it seemed she developed a deeper line of cleavage with each passing week. Kelsey was certainly not going to complain about that, even if it did mean she was buying new bras on a weekly basis.

		As far as Kelsey was concerned, she was finally enjoying life. She worked hard during the day and made sure she fully relaxed each night. Roger had become a regular companion on those nights, but she had made it clear they were not exclusive. Kelsey often filled their nights apart with a few other men she had pulled into her orbit. Roger was still her preferred partner, but that first night had awoken needs and desires she had never experienced before.

		When it finally came time for Kelsey’s meeting with Mr. Sanderson, she looked very different from the last time they met. Her blonde hair was growing out nicely, reaching down to her shoulders. She had given up trying to hide her pierced ears from her coworkers. She regularly wore large earrings. On this particular occasion, she had opted for what looked like a short chain of diamonds hanging from her ears. The diamonds were fake, but they still sparkled nicely and gave her a classier look.

		Kelsey’s blouse was much lower cut than she had worn before her dreams began, but she had found it beneficial to show a little cleavage in the office. Her workload had lessened as men seemed to jump at the chance to make her life easier. Part of Kelsey felt bad for taking advantage of them, but she liked them staring at her tits too much to stop. The staring was more important than the lightened workload.

		Kelsey had also taken to regularly wearing skirts to the office. They remained work appropriate, but she had been testing the limits with how high of a slit up the back or side she could get away with. The black skirt she had chosen to wear for her meeting with Mr. Sanderson had the potential to show off far more leg than she would have been comfortable with prior. She figured some men liked legs and she did not know Mr. Sanderson well enough to peg his interests.

		And of course, if Kelsey was going to wear a skirt, which she now almost always did, that meant wearing a pair of high heels too. As the weeks wore on and Kelsey grew more bold in her clothing choices, her heels only got higher.

		So when it came time for Kelsey’s meeting with Mr. Sanderson, Kelsey practically wiggled into his office. With her high heels, she could not walk very fast. But she now viewed that as a benefit, rather than a problem.

		Mr. Sanderson was speechless as she sat down across from him in his office. She could not see his lap behind his desk, but she was certain his cock was hard. Kelsey had become a bit of an expert on reading men’s expressions. He thought she was hot.

		After a moment of confusion as Mr. Sanderson composed himself, the meeting went well. Kelsey had been studying. She might have now been blonde and a slut, but she was not dumb. She had studied for the meeting and had every intention of impressing him with both her mind and her body.

		“Well, that about wraps it up,” Mr. Sanderson said, still showing his uncomfortableness. He knew the dress code well enough to know Kelsey was not breaking it, even if she was pushing its limits. He would have been angry if she had tried to use her body as a bribe, but she had impressed him with her knowledge and work ethic.

		“I was wondering if something could use some unwrapping, Mr. Sanderson,” Kelsey said, her voice turning seductive. “You seem awfully confined and constricted. I was thinking I might be able to help you.”

		Kelsey did not know why she was seducing Mr. Sanderson. She just knew this was what her body wanted. And it certainly would not hurt her job security.

		“You don’t have to do this,” Mr. Sanderson said.

		“I know,” Kelsey responded. “But I want to do it. I worked so hard studying for our meeting, I didn’t get any cock last night and I’m just horny. If you’re worried about fucking me, we can always start with me sucking your cock. I’ve been practicing even more than I studied for our meeting today.”

		Mr. Sanderson put up a valiant effort, but he eventually succumbed to Kelsey’s actions and his own libido. He went home with a happy smile on his face that night. So did Kelsey.
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		The dreams had become a regular part of Kelsey’s morning routine. Despite her best efforts, she found herself copying more and more of the bimbo’s mannerisms and style. She still had a long way to go before she looked like the bimbo in her dreams, but there was less separating them than ever before.

		However, one morning something else happened.

		“That was, like, awful,” Kelsi said as she sat up in bed, having just awoken from a dream. She looked down to see her big fake tits sticking off her chest. “Phew,” she added. “My babies are still there. It was just a nightmare.”

		Kelsi was a bimbo. Her life revolved around looking pretty, having fun, and lots and lots of sex. She was not very smart, but people did not seem to mind when she had such a hot body. She had long ago learned what her best assets were and the one between her ears was not among them.

		Glancing at the clock, Kelsi took a moment to remember what the numbers meant. She had never been good with even the simplest of number systems. Time was about all she could muster, and even that usually took her a few moments to think through and get right. However, she had been late often enough in her life to know even he understanding of time was flawed. But that was okay. She knew how to make up for being late.

		It was the middle of the night. Kelsi looked out the window to see it was still dark out.

		“It was just, like, a bad dream,” Kelsi said, trying to reassure herself.

		She thought back to her memories of the dream. She had seen herself, but not the bimbo she knew herself to be. The only reason she knew it was her was the small heart-shaped birthmark on her hip. It was scary to see herself like that, with small tits and such a boring life. And it was sad. The woman in her dream was sad. She did not know how to be happy like Kelsi. She did not know how great it was to be a bimbo.

		After a few minutes thinking about her dream, Kelsi grew bored with it all. She yawned and snuggled back underneath her covers, falling right back to sleep.

		Over the next several weeks, Kelsi would continue to dream about the plain version of herself, but slowly but surely, the dreams came less and less frequently. Then one day, they stopped entirely. Not that Kelsi noticed. She was too much of a bimbo to pay attention to such things. She was just living in the moment, enjoying her happy and sexy bimbo life.

		Kelsey was gone and in her place was Kelsi the bimbo.
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